Google 


This is a digital copy of a book lhal w;ls preserved for general ions on library shelves before il was carefully scanned by Google as pari of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

Il has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one thai was never subject 

to copy right or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often dillicull lo discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher lo a library and linally lo you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud lo partner with libraries lo digili/e public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order lo keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial panics, including placing Icchnical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make n on -commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request thai you use these files for 
personal, non -commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort lo Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each lile is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use. remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 

countries. Whether a book is slill in copyright varies from country lo country, and we can'l offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through I lie lull lexl of 1 1 us book on I lie web 
al |_-.:. :.-.-:: / / books . qooqle . com/| 


I 



, u /i&u M/umy 



BlSOa./^ 


BODLEIAN LIBRARY 

The gift of 
Miss Emma F. I. Dunston 


' . 




THE 


W O R K S 


O F 


Mr. Francis Beaumont, 


AND* 


• « 


Mr. John Fletcher. 


VOLUME THE SECOND. 

CONTAINING 

^Custom of the Country, 

"The Elder Brother, 

the S pan I s h C u r a t e to Page 233, 

Printed under the InfpeSlion of the late Mr. Theobald. 
The Remainder of that Play, 
Wit without Money, and 
The Be ogar'j B u s h, 

Printed under the InfpeSlion of Mr. Seward, 


LONDON: 

Printed for J. and R. Tonson and S. Draper 

in the Strand. 


MDCCL. 


I 


! 


» «««p •» 


ERRATA* 


Page 12, Line JO, for eacbet read teaches - ' • 

38, ti, for off read bf 

47, for Towns read 7«wff 
27, for T»>/« read 77/w 

3 1, for Contended read Contented r ' ' '* 

3, after •/</ 4»« put a ? - • - 

384, Note 1 6, Before /£ / a** w«** &c. infert the Word of the old Tttt, 
EngliA Beer by tV Belly 
Page 429, Line 7, for betray read betray" d 
t, for *w A read m*ck % jf 


84, 
141, 

J 88, 
308, 




THE 


CUSTOM 


OF T H E 


C U N T R T. 



.-* * *f ■ J v*> 1 



'v r 


Voi. II. 


B 



The Prologue. 
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free this Work is, Gentlemen, from Offence* 
That, we are confident, it needs no Defence 

From us, or from the Poets We dare look 

On any Man, that brings his Table-book 
To write ' down What again be may repeat 
At fame great Jable, to deferve bis Meat. 
Let Such come fwell'd with Malice, to appfy 
What is Mirth bere y there for an Injury. 
Nor Lord, -nor Lady, we have tax'd-, nor State, 
Nor any private Perfon ; their poor Hate 
Will be Jtarv'd here •* for Envy fhall not find 
One Touch that may be wrejled to her Mind. 
And yet defpair not, Gentlemen, the Play 
Is quick and witty ; fo the Poets foy, 
And we believe them > the Plot neat and new \ 
Fafhioitd like thofe, that are approved by you. . 
Only ' twill crave Attention in the moft \ 
Becaufe, one Point unmarffd, the whole is kft. 
Hear firft then, and judge after, and be free \ 
And, as our Caufe is, let our Cenfure be. 

Another Prologue. 

XKfE wijb, if it were poffible, you knew 
" * What we would give for this Night's Luck, if new. 
It being our Ambition to delight 
Our kind Spectators with what's good, and right. 
Yet fo far know, and credit me, 'twas made 
By Such, as were held Workmen in their Trade j 
At a Time too, when they, as I divine, 
Were truly merry, and drank lufiy Wine, 
The NeSar of the Mufes ; Some are bere y 
I dare prefume, to whom it did appear 
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PROLOGUE. 

A well-drawn Piece, which gave a lawful Birth 

To paffionate Scenes tnixt with no vulgar Mirth \ 

But unto Such to whom 'tis known by Fame 

From others, perhaps^ only by the Name, 

I am a Suitor, that they would prepare 

Sound Palates, and then judge their Bill of Fare. 

It were Injuftice to decry this now, 

For being lik'd before ; you may allow 

(Tour Candour fafey what's taught in the old Schools ; 

All fucb, as Ivtfd before you, were not Fools. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONJE. 

MEN. 

Count Clodio, Governor, and a dijhonourable Purfuer 0/" Zenocia. 
Manuel du Sofa, Governor of Lisbon, and Brother to Guiomar. 
Arnoldo, a Gentleman contracted to Zenocia. 
Hutilio, a merry Gentleman, Brother to Arnoldo. 
Charino, Father to Zenocia. 

Duarte, Son to Guiomar; a Gentleman well qualified, but vain- 
glorious. 
Alonzo, a young Portugal Gentleman, Enemy to Duarte. 
Leopold, a Sea-Captain, enamour' d on Hipfolyta. 
Zabulon, a Jew, Servant to Hippolyta. 
Jaques, Servant to Sulpitia. 

WOMEN. 

Zenocia, Mijirefs to Arnoldo, and a chajle Wife. 
Guiomar, a virtuous Lady, Mother to Duarte. 
Hippolyta, a rich Lady; wantonly in Love with Arnoldo. . 
Sulpitia, a Bawd, Miftrefs of the Male Stews. 

Doclor, Chirurgion, Officers, Guards Page, Bravo, Knaves of 

the Male Stews, Servants* 

The Scene, fometimes Lisbon; fometimes^ Italy. 

THE 


THE 

(,) Custom of the Country. 

A C T I. SCENE I. 

Enter Riftilio, and Arnoldo. 

Rutuio. 

3H Y do you grieve thus ftill ? 
I Am. 'Twould melt a Marble, [tune. 

| And tame a Savage Man, to feel my For- 
| Rut. What Fortune? I have liv'd this 
thirty Years, 
And run thro* all thefe Follies you call Fortunes, 

(i) The C»> tom, on which a main Part of the Plot of this 
Comedy is built, prevailed at one Time, as Monf, Bayle tells us, in 
Ualji 'till it wai put down by a prudent and truly pious Cardinal. 
It obtain'd likewife for a good long Time in Scotland. Eugtniui III- 
King of Scotland, (who began his Reign A. D. 535) ordain'd, that 
the Lord, or Mailer, mould have the firft Night** Lodging with 
every Woman married to his Tenant or Bondman. This obfeene 
Ordinance was abrogated by Malcolm III. who began his Reign 
A. D. 1061, about Five Years before the Norman Conqueft ; having 
lafted in Force fomewhat above ;eo Years. See Blount in his 
Dictionary of Law-Ttrma, under the Word Mcrcbcta.< — 
Mr. Drydcn, I remember, having been accufed by Mr. Collier of 
too many Groflcties in hit Dramatick Writings, replies, that there 
i» more Bawdry in one Play of Fletcher's, call'd, The Ctjhw 0/ 
tic Country, than in all hii put together. Should we allow this to 
be true, the Plea of tbia Great Man is far from being defensible in 
following fo bad an Example. 
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Yet never fixt on any good and conftant, 

But what I made my felf : Why fliould I grieve then 

At that I may mould any way ? 

Am. You are wide ftill. 

Rut. You love a Gentlewoman, a young handfom 
Woman, I have lov'd a thoufand, not fb few. 

Am. You are difpos'd, - 

Rut. You hope to marry her ; 'tis a lawful Calling, 
And prettily eftcem'd of, but take heed then ; 
(2) Take heed, dear Brother, of a ftranger Fortune 
Than e'er you felt yet 5 Fortune my Foe's a Friend to it. 

Am. *Tis true, I love, dearly and truly love, 
A noble, virtuous, and moft beauteous Maid, 
And am belov'd again. 

Rut. That's too much o* Confcience, 
To love all thefe, would run ipe out o* my Wits. 

Am. Prithee, give Ear, I am to marry her. 

Rut. Difpatch it then, and Til go call the Piper. 

Am. But, O, the wicked -Cuftom of this Country* 
The barbarous, moil inhuman, damned Cuftom. 

(3) Rut. 'Tis true, to marry is the moft inhuman 

Damn'd 

(2) Ta ke heed, dear Brother, of a firanger Fortune 

Than e'er you felt yet; Fortune my Foe's a Friend to //.] 
1. e. Take heed of the Confluences of Marriage, the Chance of 
Cuckoldom. But ftill this Paffage muft be obfeure to the moll 
attentive Reader, who is not informed of this Circumftance. Fortune 
my Foe was the Beginning of an old Ballad, in which were enumerated 
aU the Misfortunes that fall upon Mankind thro 9 the Caprice of For- 
tune. This Ballad is again mentioned in our Author's Knight of the 
turning Peftle. 

Old Mer. Sing, I fay, or by the merry Heart you come not in. 

Merch. Welt, Sir, M fing. Fortune my Foe, faff. 
And it is likewife mentioned in a Comedy of more recent Sate, calFd 
the Rump, or Mirrour of the Times. A Frenchman is introduced at 
the Bonfires made for the burning of the Rumps ; and, catching hold 
of Prifcilla, Mrs. Lambert's Waiting- woman, will oblige her to 
dance, and orders the Mufick to play, Fortune my Foe. 

(3) %t Tis true, to marry is a Cuftom 

Vtbe World \ for, look you, Brother^ i.e. It is a Cuftom to 
marry ; for who would be fuch a Fool as to marry ? Befides the 
Defect in the Metre, this is flagrant Nonfenfe. Nothing is more 
common in Printing than to reprint the Words of a foregoing Line 
in a fubfequent one; and when the lame Words are really to be 

repeated* 
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Damn'd Cuftom in the World \ for, look you, Brother, 
Wou'd any Man ftand plucking for the Ace of Hearts, 
With one Pack of Cards all Pay's on'a Life ? 

Arn. You do not,^ 
Or clfe you purpofe hot to, underftand me. 

Rut. Proceed, I will give Ear. Arn. Thty have a Cuftom 
In this moft beaftly. Country, out upon't— — 

Rut. Let's hear it firft. 

Am. That when a Maid 9 s contra&ed 
And ready for die Tie oW Church, the Governor, 
He that commands in Chief, muft have her Maidenhead, 
Or ranfom it for Money, at his pieafure. [Cuftom ! 

Rut. How might a Man atchieve that Place ? a rare 
An admirable rare Cuftom! and none excepted? 

Arn. None, none. 

Rut. The rarer ftill : How could I lay about me, 
In this rare Office ? Are they born to it, or chofen ? 

Arn. Both equal damnable. 

Rut. Methinks, both excellent, 
•Would, I were the Jiext Heir. Arn. To this mad Fortune 
Am I now come, my Marriage is proclaimed, 
And nothing can redeem me from this Mifchicf. 

Rut. She's very young. 

Arn. Yes. 

Rut. And fair, I dare proclaim heri 
Elfe mine Eyes fail. 

Arn. Fair as the Bud unblafted. 

Rut. I cannot blame him then, if 'twere mine own cafe* 
(4) / would not go an Act left. 

repeated, the Printer, by not attending to the Senfe, might naturally 
think it an Error of .the Transcriber, and fo omit them. This 
latter has undoubtedly happened in the Place above, which therefore, 
I believe, I have reftorccl, and the Paffage gains much Humour 
by it. Mr. Steward. 

I muft own, there is an uncommon Liberty taken in this Emendation j 
bnt the Conjedure is fo ingenious, fo full of Sagacity, and fo probable i 
and the Text fo lame and abfurd without it, that, I hope, the Readers 
for once will be fetisfied with found Senfe, rather than diQgnfe with 
what, throT the Blunder of the Copyifts, carries no Senfe at all. 

(4} / <w<mld not go an Act Jefs.j *\ /. As we now lay, I would 
not bate an Ace of it. 
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Arn. Fie, Ruti/iv, 
Why do you make your Brother's Mifery * 
Your. Sport and Game ? Rut. There is no Paftirne like it, 

Arn. I look'd for your Advice, your timely Counfcl, 
How to avoid this Blow, not to be mock'd at, 
And my Affli&ions jecr*d. Rut. I tell thee, Arnoldo, 
An thou wert my Father, as thou»art but my Brother, 
My younger Brother too, I muft be merry. 
(5) And where there is a Wench i'th* Cafe, a young 

Wench, 
A handfome Wench, and fo near a good Turn too, 
An I were to be hang'd, thus muft I handle it. ' 
But you fhall fee, Sir, I can change this Habit 
To do you any Service ; Advife what you pleafe, 
And fee with what Devotion I'll attend it : 
But yet, methinks, I am taken with this Cuftom, 

Enter Charino and Zenocia. 

And could pretend to th* Place. Arn. Draw off a little 5 
Here comes my Miftrefi and her Father. 

Rut. A dainty Wench ! 
'Wou'd, I might farm .this Cuftom! 

Char. My dear Daughter, . 
Now to bethink your felf of new Advice, . 
Will be too fate ; later, this timeleis Sorrow; 
No Price, no Prayers, can infringe the Fate 
Your Beauty hath caft on you. My beft Zenocia* 
Be rol'd by me, a Father's Care dire&s ye, 
Look on the Count, look chearfully and fweedy 5 
What though he have the Power to poflefi ye, 
To pluck your maiden Honour, and then flight ye, 
By Cuftom unrcfiftible to enjoy you ; 
Yet, my fweet Child, fo much your Youth and Goodnefs, 

(5) And where there is a Wench yet can, a young Wench, 

A handfome Wench, and fooner a good turn too,] The oldeft* 
Folio exhibits it can, which led the latter Editors to this corrupted 
Reading, and will lead us back again to the true One. I think:, I 
may venture to fay, that I have both retrieval the Metre and the 
Meaning of the Authors. ,Mr. Seward likewife faw with me, that, 
itV Cafe, was neceflary in the firft Part of the Emendation. 
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(6) The Beauty of your Soul, and Saint-like Modefty, 
Have won upon his wild Mind, fo much charm'd him, 
That all Pow'r laid afide, what Law allows him, 
Or fudden Fires, kindled from thofe bright Eyes, 
He foes to be your Servant, fairly, nobly, 
For ever to be ty'd your faithful Husband : 
Confider, my beft Child. Zen. I have confiderM. 

Char. The Blcffednefs, that this breeds too, confider j 
Befides your Father's Honour, your own Peace, 
The Banifliment for ever of this Cuftom, 
This bafe and barbarous Ufe ; for after once 
He has found the Happinefs.of holy Marriage, 
And what it is to grow up with one Beauty, 
How he will fcorn and kick at fuch an Heritage 
Left him by Luft, and lewd Progenitors. 
All Virgins too (hall blefs your Name, fhall faint it, 
And like fo many Pilgrims go to your Shrine, 
When Time has turn'd your Beauty into Afhes, 
Fill'd with your pious Memory. Zen. Good Father, 
Hide not that bitter Pill } loath to fwallow 
In fuch fweet Words. 

Char. The Count's a handfome Gentleman, 
And, having him, you're certain of a Fortune, 
A high and noble Fortune to attend you : 
Where, if you fling your Love upon this Stranger, 
This young Arnoldo, not knowing from what Place 
Or honourable Strain he's fprung, you venture 
All your own Sweets, and my long Cares to nothing, 
Nor are you certain of his Faith 5 why may not that 
Wander, as he does, every where ? Zen. No more, Sir, 
I muft not hear, 1 dare not hear him wrong'd thus ; 

(6) The Beauty of your Soul and faint- like Modefty f 

Have won upon bis mild Mind,] But wherein was Clodio of a 
mild Mind ? He prided himfelf in the Privilege of the lewd Cuftom, 
and the Gratification of hid fenfual Appetite. The change of a An- 
gle Letter reftores his true Character, and the Intention of our Poets. 
Upon Reference to the firft Folio, in 1647, I find my Emendation 
there confirmed. 

Virtue 
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(7) Virtue is never wounded, but I fuffer. 
'Tis an ill Office io your Age, a poor one, 
To judge thus weakly ; and believe your felf too, 
A weaker; to betray your innocent Daughter, 
To his incemp'rate, rude, and wild Embraces, 
She hates as Heav'n hates Falihood. 

Rut. A good Wench, 
She fticks clofe to you, Sir. 

Zen. His Faith uncertain? 
The Noblenefs his Virtue fprings from, doubted ? 
D'ye doubt, 'tis Day now ? or when your Body's pcrfeft, 
Your Stomach well difpos'd, your Pulles temperate, 
D'ye doubt, you are in Health ? I tell you, Father, 
One Hour of this Man's Goodnefi, this Man's Noblenefs, 
Put in the Scale againft the Count's whole Being, 
(Forgive his Lufts too, which are half his Life,) 
He could no more endure to hold Weight with him. 
jirnoldo 9 s very Looks are fair Examples * 
His common and indifferent Adtions, 
Rules and ftrong Ties of Virtue : He has my firft Love, 
To him in Sacred Vow I have giv'n this Body, 
In him my Mind inhabits. Rut. Good Wench, (till. 

Zen. And 'till he fling me off, as undeferving, 
Which I confefs I am, of fuch a filef&ng, 
But would be loth to find it fo ~~ Am. O never ; 
Never, my happy Miftrefs, never, never \ 
When your poor Servant lives but in your Favour, 
One Foot i f th* Grave, the other ihall not linger. 
What Sacrifice of Thanks, what Age of Service, 
What Danger of more dreadful Look than Death, 
What willing Marty rdom to crown me conftant 
May merit fuch a Goodneis, fuch a Sweetnefs ? 
A Love fo nobly great, no Pow'r can ruin ; 
Moft blefled Maid, go on, the Gods that gave this, 

(7) Virtue is never wounded, but I fuffer. 1 This glorious Send- 
.ment, which, as ,thc ingenious Mr. Sympfon fays, is more worthy of 
a Philofopher than a Woman, we have met with before, fomewhat 
differently cloath'd, in Pbilafter. 

When any falls from Virtue, lam difira&ed % 
I have an Int'reft in't. 

This 
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This pure, unfpotted Love, the Child of HeavVi, 
In their own Goodnefe, muft preferve and lave it. 
And raife you a Reward beyond our Recompence. 

Zen. I ask but you, a pure Maid to poflefs, 
And then they have crown'd my Wiflies: If I fall then, 
Go feek fome better Love ; mine will debafe you. 

Rut. A pretty innocent Fool ; well, Governor, 
Though I think well of your Cuftom, and could wi/h 
For this Night in your Place, heartily wilh it ; [my felf 
Yet if you play not fair Play and above board too, 
(8) I have a foolifli Engine here, 1 fay no more j 
I'll tell you what, and if your Honour's Guts 
Are not inchanted— 

Am* I fhould now chide you, Sir, for fo declining . 

[To Gharino. 
The Goodnefe and the Grace you have ever fhew'd me i 
And your own Virtue too 9 in feeking ralhly 
To violate that Love Heav'n has appointed ; 
To wreft your Daughter's Thoughts, part that Affcftion 
That both our Hearts have ty 9 d, and feck to give it — 

(9) Rut. To a wild Fellow, that wou'd worry her ; 
A Cannibal that feeds o' th' Heads of Maids, 
Then flings their Bones and Bodies to the Devil. 
Wou'd any Man of Difcretion venture luch a Griftle, 
To the rude Claws of fuch a Cat o' Mountain ? [Bull 
( 1 o) You'd better tear her 'tween two Oaks, ( 1 1 ) a Town 

Is 

(8) / bave a foolifi Gin bere t \ The Verfe halts in its Empbafit ; 
and befides, Gin, I think, is| always ufed to fignify a Trap, or 
Snare ; never, a Sword, or Piftol, which carry open Violence. 

(9) To a wild Fellow, that would weary ber ; J Sure, this Term' 
conveys very little Diftrefs in it : What, only weary her ? We 
might expeft harfher Treatment certainly from a Cannibal, or Cat 
0* Mountain, as Clodio is immediately defcrib'd to be. The Emenda- 
tion, which I have fuhftituted, was likewise Aarted to me by 
Mr. Sympfon. 

(10) You had better tear her between two Oaks,] I have cured 
the Metre, and now muft explain the Allufion of our Poets. Sinis 9 
or Sinnis, was a Tyrant of a gigantkk Stature and Strength, haunt- 
ing the Ifthmus of the Peloponne/e ; and was call'd nfluoK&pirlM* 
or the Pine-fonder. When any unhappy PaJTenger fell into the Clut- 
ches of this mercilefs Man, he would bend down by main Force two 
Pines till he had brought them to meet together, and having faften'd 

■' an 


1 2 The Cufiom of the Country. 

Is a meer Stoick to this Fellow, a grave Philofopher, 
And a Spanijh Jennet, a mod virtuous Gentleman. 

Am. Does this feem handfome, Sir ? 

Rnt. Though I confefe, 
Any Man wou'd defire to have her, and by any means. 
At any rate too, yet that this common Hangman, 
That hath whipt off the Heads of a thoufand Maids already, 
That he fhould glean the Harveft, flicks in my Stomach : 
This Rogue, that breaks young Wenches to the Saddle, 
And eaches them to ftumble ever after j 
(12) That he fhould have her 'fore my Brother now, 
That is a handfome young Fellow ; and well thought on, 
And will deal tenderly in the bufinefs ? 
Or *fore my felf, that have a Reputation, 
riave ftudied the Conclufions of thefe Caufes, 

an Arm and a Leg to each of them, tore afunder the Limbs of his 
wretched Captives. Paufantas tells us, that one of thofe Pines 
was to be feen on the Banks of a River even in his Time, under 
the Reign of Adrian. This Sinnis was put to Death by Thefeus in 
the fame Manner that He had cxercifed his Cruelty upon others $ as 
Plutarch informs us in the Life of that Hero. 

■ Nee Lex eftjuftior ulla, 
£>uam Necis Artifices arte per ire fud. 
(n) a Town Bull 

Is a nteer Stoick to this Fellow, a grave Philofopher •, 
And a Spanifh Jennet, a moft 'virtuous Gentleman. 
I have not ventured to difturb the Body of the Text here, tho% I 
think, a flight Tranfpofition is abfolutely neceffary. In the firft 
place, the Verification is moft inharmonious, and runs out of all 
Bounds. Then there is aflat, and flagrant, Tautology. Was not a Stoick 
always a grave Philofopher ? I have a great Sufpicion, that it came 
from our Poets thus ; 

■ a Town-Bull 

Is a meer Stoick to this Fellow ; and 
A Spaniih Jennet, a grave Philofopher ; 
A moft virtuous Gentleman. ™ » 

(12) That he fhould have her t for my Brother now 

That is a handfome young Fellow ; and well thought on 9 • 
And ivill deal tenderly in the Bufinefs : 
Or for my felf that have a Reputation, 
And have ftudied the Conclufions of thefe Caufes f 
And know the perfeB Manage,] This Paffage, till reform'd 
in the Pointing, and the Change of two Monofyllables, as I have 
regulated the Text, I think, I may venture to pronounce was dark 
Nonfenfe. 

And 
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And know the perfedt Manage ? I'll tell you, old Sir, 
(If I fliould call you wife Sir, I fhould bely you : ) 
This thing, you ftudy to betray your Child to, 
This Maiden- monger, when you have done your beft, 
And think you have fixt her in the point of Honour, 
Who do you think you have ty*d her to ? a Surgeon j 
I muft confefs, an excellent Difie&er ; 
One, that has cut up more young tender Lamb-pies— 

Char. What I fpake, Gentlemen, was meer Compulfion, 
No Father's Free-will, nor did I touch your Peribns 
(13) With any Edge of Spight; or ftain your Loves 
With any bafe, or hir'd Perfwafions ; 
Witnefe thefe Tears, how well I wilh'd your Fortunes. [Ex. 

Rut. There's fome Grace in thee yet 5 You are determined 
To marry this Count, Lady. 

Zen. Marry him, Rutilio f 

Rut. Marry him, and lye with him, I mean. 

Zen. You cannot mean that, 
If you be a true Gentleman, you dare not, 
The Brother to this Man, and one that loves him 5 
PU marry the Devil firft. 

Rut. A better Choice. 
And, lay his Horns by, a handfomer Bed-fellow > 
A cooler, o* my Confcience. 

Am. Pray, let me ask you 5 
And, my dear Miftrefe, be not angry with me 
For what I fhall propound : I am confident, 
No Promifc, nor no Pow'r, can force your Love, 
I mean, in way of Marriage, never ftir you ; 
Nor, to forget my Faith, no State can win you. 
But for this Cuftom, which this wretched Country 
Hath wrought into a Law, and muft be fatisfied ; 
Where all the Pleas of Honour are but laugh'd at, 
And Modefty regarded as a May-game, 
What fhall be here confider'd ? Pow'r we have none 
To make Refiftance, nor Policy to crofi it* 
Tis held Religion too, to pay this Duty. 

• 

(13) ' or drain your Loves 

With any bafe, or htr>d Perfwafions ; ] Mr. Sympfon faw 
with me, that the Word here fhould be, Stain. 

Zen. 
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Ztn. I'll die an Atheift then. 

Arn. My nobleft Miftrefe. 
Not that I wilh it fo, but fay it were fo, 
Say, you did render up part of your Honour, 
(For whjlft your Will is clear, all cannot periffi ; ) 
Say, for one Night you entertain'd this Monfter, 
Should I efteem you worfe, forc'd to this Render ? 
Your Mind, I know, is pure, and full as beauteous 3 
After this fliort Eclipfe, you would rife again, 
And, fliaking off that Cloud, fpread all your Luftrel 

Zen. Who made you witty, to undo your felf, Sir ? 
Or are you loaden with the Love I bring you, 
And fain would fling that Burthen on another ? 
Am I grown common in your Eyes, Arnoldo ? 
Old, or unworthy of your Fellowship ? 
D'ye think, becaufe a Woman, I muft err, 
And therefore rather wiih I fall before- hand, 
Coloured with Cuftom not to be refilled ? 
D'ye love, as Painters do, only fome Pieces, 
Some certain handfome Touches of your Mi ft reft, 
And let the Mind pals by you, unexamin'd ? 
Be not abus'd. (14) With what the tylaiden Veflel 
Is feafon'd firft — • you underftand the Proverb. 

Rut. I am afraid, this thing will make me virtuous. 

Zen Should you lay by the leaft part of that Love, 
You've fworn is taine, your Youth and Faith has giv'n me, 
To entertain another, nay, a fairer, 
And make the cafe thus defp'rate, fhe muft dye elfe ; 
D'ye think, I would giVe way, or count this honeft ? 
Be not deeeiv'd, thefe Eyes' fhould never fee you more. 
This Tongue forget to name you, and this Heart 
Hate you, as if you were born my full Antipathy. 
(15) Empire and» more imperious Love alone 

(14) With what the maiden Veffel 

, Is feafon'd firft, You underftand the Proverh.] The Poets 

here had evidently Horace in their Eye. 

Quo femel eft tmhuta recent , fervahit Odor em 
Tefta diss. 
(15) Empire and more imperious Love alone 

Rule, and admit no Rivals:] This is a fine Translation of 
a Sentiment inOvi d'/ Metamorphofes. 

Non bene conveniunt, nee in una Sede morantur 

Majeitas fcf Amor. Rule, 


7%e Cujiom of the Country. i 5 

• 

Rulei and admit no Rivals : The purcft Springs, 
When they are courted by lafcivious Land-floods, 
Their Maiden Purenefs, and their CooJnefe perifli ; 
And tho' they purge again to their firfl: Beauty, 
The Sweetnefs of their Tafte is clean departed. 
I muft have all or none ; and am not worthy 
Longer the. noble Name of Wife, Arnoldo, 
Than I can bring a whole Heart pure and handfome. 

Arn. I never fhall defcrve you : Not to thank you \ 
You are fo heav'nly good, no Man can reach you : 
I am fbrry, I fpake fo rafhly ; 'twas but to try you. 

Rut. You might have try'd a thouland Women fo, 
And nine hundred four/core and nineteen fhould ha 9 fol- 
lowed your Counfel. 
Take heed o* clapping Spurs to fuch free Catde. 

Arn. We muft bethink us fuddenly and conftantly, 
And wifely too, we expeft no common Danger. 

Zen. Bemoft afftr'd, I'll die firft. 

Enter Clodio, and Guard. 

Rut. An't come to that once, 
The Devil pick his Bones, that dies a Coward ! 
I'll jog along with you ; here comes the Stallion* 
How fmug he looks upon the Imagination 
Of what he hopes to aft I Pox o* your Kidneys ! 
How they begin to melt? How big he bears! 
Sure, he will leap before us all : What a fweet Company 
Of Rogues and Panders wait upon his Lewdnefe? 
Plague o* your Chops ! you ha* more handfome Bits* 
Than a hundred honefter Men, and more deferving. 
How the Dog leers ! Clod. You need not now be jealous, 
I fpeak at diftance to your Wife, but when 
The Prieft has done, we fhall grow nearer then, 
And more familiar. Rut. 1*11 watch you for that Trick, 
Baboon, I'll fmoke you : The Rogue fweats, as if 
He had eaten Grains, he broils ; if I do come 
To th* batting of you, 

Am. Your Lordfliip 
May happily fpeak this, to fright a Stranger, 
But 'tis not in your Honour to perform it j 
The Cuftom of this Place, if fuch there be, 

At 
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At bed moft damnable, may urge you to it; 
But if you be an honeft Man, you hate it: 
However, I will prefcntly prepare 
To make her mine ; and moft undoubtedly 
Believe, you are abus'd ; this Cuftom feign'd too, 
And what you now pretend, moft fair and virtuous. 

Clod. Go and believe, a good Belief does well, Sir ; 
And you, Sir, clear the Place, but leave her here. 

Am. Your Lordfhip's Pleaiure — 

Clod. That anon, Arnoldo\ 
This is but Talk. 

Rut. Shall we go off? . 

Am. By any meatus, 
I know, me has pious Thoughts enough to guard her : 
Befides, here's nothing due to him 'till the Tie be done, 
Nor dare he offer. 

Rut. Now do I long to worry him : 
Pray, have a care to the main Chance. [Exit Am. and Rut. 

Zen. Pray, Sir, fear not. 

Clod. Now, what fay you to me ? Zen. Sir, it becomes 
The Modefty, that Maids are ever born with, 
To ufe few words. 

Clod. Do you fee nothing in me ? 
Nothing to catch your Eyes, nothing of Wonder 
The common Mould of Men come fhort, and want in i 
Do you read no future Fortune for your fclf here? 
And what a Happinefs it may be to you, 
To have him honour you, all Women aim at ? 
To have him love you, Lady, that Man love you, 
The beft, and the moft beauteous, have run mad for? 
Look, and be wife ; you have a Favour offered you 
I do not every Day propound to Women; 
You are a pretty one; and though each Hour 
I am glutted with the Sacrifice of Beauty, 
I may be brought, as you may handle it, 
To caft fo good a Grace and Liking on you, - 
You underftand,— — Come kife me, and be joyful, 
I give you Leave. 

Zen. Faith, Sir, 'twill not fhew handfome; 
Our Sex is blufhing, full of Fear, unskill'd too 
In theft Alarms. God. 


He Cufiom of the Country. 17 

Clod. Learn then, and be pcrfeft. 

Zen. I do befeech your Honour pardon me, 
And take fome skilful one can hold you Play, 
I am a Fool 

Clod. I tell thee, Maid, I love thee, 
Let that word make thee happy 5 fo far love thee, 
That though I may enjoy thee without Ceremony, 
I will defcend fo low, to mahy thee* 
Methinks, 1 fee the Race that {hall fpring frt>m us, 
Some, Princes ; fome, great Soldiers. 

Zen. I am afraid, 
Your Honour's cozen'd in this Calculation ; 
For, certain, I lhall ne'er have Child by you. 

Clod. Why? 

Zen. 'Caufe I muft not think to marry you, 
I dare not, Sir •, the ftep betwixt your Honour, 
And my poor humble State 

Clod. I tyill defcend to thee, 
And buoy thee up. 

Zen. I'll fink to th' Center firft. 
Why would you marry; and confine that Pleafure 
You ever have had freely caft upon you ? 
Take heed, my Lord, this marrying is a mad Matter, 
Lighter a Pair of Shackles will hang on you, 
And quieter a Quartane Fever find you. 
If you wed me, 1 muft enjoy you only ; 
Your Eyes muft be call'd home, your Thoughts in Cages 
To fing to. no Ears then but mine ; your Heart bound j 
The Cuftom, that your Youth was ever nurs'd in, 
Muft be forgot ; I lhall forget my Duty clfc, 
And how that will appear- 


■ IB* 


Clod. We'll talk of that more. 
I Zen. Befides, I tell ye, I am naturally, 
As all young Women are, that fhew like handfome, 
Exceeding proud; being commended, monftrous* 
Of an unquiet Temper, fcldom pleas'd, 
Unlds it be with infinite Obfervance, 
Which you were never bred to ; once well angrcd, 
As every Crofs in us provokes that Paffion, 
Like a Sea, I roll, tofs, chafe a whole Week after. 

Vol. II. C And 
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And then all Mifchief I can think upon, 
Abu fin g of your Bed the leaft and pooreft ; 
I tell you, what you'll find ; and in thefe Fits, 
This little Beauty you are pleas'd to honour, 
Will be fo changed, fo aljterM to an Uglincft, 
To fuch a Vizard ; ten to one, I die too ; 
Take't then upon my Death, you murder\d me. 

Clod. Away, away, Fool, why doft thou proclaim theft 
To prevent that in me, thou baft chofen in another ? 

Zen. Him I have chofen, I can rule and matter. 
Temper to what I pleafe ; you are a Great one, 
Of too ftrong Will to bend ; I dare not venture. 
Be wife, ipy Lord, and fay, you were well counfel'd ; 
Take Money for my Ranfom, and forget me-, 
'Twill be both fafe, *nd noble for your Honour ; 
And whfrefoe'er my Fortunes (hall condudt me, 
So worthy Mentions I (hall render of you, 
So virtuous and fo fair," 

Clod. You will not marry me? 

Zen. I do befeech your Honour, he not angry 
At what I fay, I cannot Jpve ye, dare not* 
But fee a Ranfom for the Flower you covet. 

Clod. No Money, nor no Prayers, fhall redeem that, 
Not all the Art you have. 

Zen. Set your own Price, Sir. 

Clod. Go to your Wedding, never Jcneel to me, 
When that's done, you are mine, I will enjoy you : 
Your 7>ar$ jto nothing; I will not lpfe my Cuftom, 
To g$ ypon my felf an Empire's Fortune. 

Zen. My Mind fhall not pay this Cuftorp, cruel Mzn.[Ex. 

Clod. Your Body will content me: I'll look for you. \Ex, 

Enter Charino, and Servants in Black ; coveriffg the 

Place with Blacks. 

Char. Strew all your wither^ Elopers, your Autumn 
By the hot Sun r$yi(h'd of Bud and Beauty, [Sweets, 
Thus round about her Bride-bed ; hang thofe Blacks there, 
The Emblems of her Honour loft 5 all Joy, 
That leads a Virgin to receive her Lover, 
Keep frpm this Place i all Fellow-maids that blefi her, 

And 
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And blufhing do. unloofc her Zone, keep from her : 
No merry Noife, nor lufty Songs, be heard here, 
Nor full Cups crowned with Wine make the Rooms giddy \ 
This is no Mafijue of Mirth, but murder'd Honour. 
Sing mournfully that fed Ejnthalamion 
I gave thee now : And, prithee, let thy Lute weep. 

Song and Dana. Enter Rutilio. 

Rut. How now, what Livery's this ? Do you call this 
This is more like a Funeral. [a Wedding ? 

Char. It is one, 
And my poor Daughter going to her Grave * 
To his moft loath'd Embraces, that gapes for her. 
Make the Earl's Bed ready ; is the Marriage done, Sir t 

Rut. Yes, they are knit ; but muft this Slubberdegullion 
Have her Maidenhead now ? 

Am. There's no avoiding it. 

Rut. And there's the Scaffold where fhe mull lofe it ? 

Am. The Bed, Sir. 

Rut. No way to wipe his mouldy Chaps ? 

Char. That we know. 

Rut. To any honeft wcll-dderving Fellow, 
And 'twere but to a merry Cobler, 1 cou'd fit (till now, 
I love the Game fo well ; but that this Puckfift, 
This univerfal Rutter— — Fare ye well, Sir 5 
And if you have any good Pray'rs, put 'em forward, 
There may be yet a Remedy. 

Char. I wilh it. [Exit Rutilio. 

And all my beft Devotions offer to it. 

Enter Clodio, axd Guard. 

Clod. Now, is this Tie difpatch'd ? Cbar. I think it be, Sir. 

Clod. And my Bed ready ? 

Cbar. There you may quickly find, Sir, 
Such a loath'd Preparation. Ckd. Never grumble, 
Nor fling a Difcontent upon my Pleafure, 
It muft and ihall be done : Give me fome Wine^ 
And fill it 'till it leap upon my Lips: 
Here's to* the foolifh Maidenhead you wot of, 

. C a Th$ 
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T&e Toy. I muft take Pains for. 

Char. I befeech your Lordftiip, 
Load not a Father's Love. Clod. Pledge it, Charm. 
Or, by my Life, I'll make thee pledge thy laftj 
And be fure, fhe be a Maid, a pcrfeft Virgin* 
(I will not have my Expectation dull'd) 
Or your old Pate goes off. I am hot and fiery, 
And my Blood beats Alarums through my Body, 
And Fancy, high. You of my Guard retire, 
And let me hear no Noife about the Lodging, 
But Mufick and fweet Airs j now fetch your Daughter, 
And bid the coy Wench put on all her Beauties, 
All her. Enticements ; out-blufh Damask Rofes, 
And dim the breaking Eaft with her bright Cryftals. 
Pm all on Fire, away. 

Char. And 1 am frozen* [■£*#. 

Enter Zenocia with Bow and Quiver* an Arrow bent* 
Arnoldo and Rutilio after her* arm'd. 

Zen. Come fearlefs on. Rut. Nay, an I budge from thee, 
Beat me with dirty Sticks. Clod. What Malque is this? 
What pretty Fancy to provoke me high? 
Diana fliews an Etbiop to this Beauty, 
(16) This beauteous Hun trefs, fairer far, and Tweeters 
Protefted by two Virgin Knights. 

Rut. That's a Lye, 
A loud one, if you knew as much as I da 
The Guard's difpers'd. Arn. Fortune, I hope, invites us. 

Clod. I can no longer hold, (he pulls my Heart from me. 

Z*#.Stand,and (land fix'd,move nota Foot, nor /peak not, 
For, if thou doft, upon this Point thy Death fits. 
Thou miferable, bale, and fordid Leacher, 
Thou Scum of noble Blood, repent and fpcedily; 
Repent thy thoufand Thefts from helplels Virgins, 
Their Innocence betrayed to thy Embraces. 

(16) The beauteous Huntrefs, fairer far, and five eter; 
Diana foetus an Ethiop to this Beauty % 
Protested by t<wo Virgin Knights.] I have ruminated over 
thii Paflage an hundred Times, and can find no Senfe in it but by the 
Tranfpofiuon which I have made in the firft two Liries.* 

i • Arn. 
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jfrn. The bafe Difhonour that thou doft to Strangers, 
In glorying to abufe the Laws of Marriage •, 
The Infamy thou haft flung upon thy Country, 
In nourifhing this black and barbarous Cuftom. 

Clod. My Guard, 

Am. One word more, . and thou dieft. 

Rut. One Syllable 
That tends to any thing, but / befeecb you, 
And, as you're Gentlemen, tender my Cafe, 
And I will thruft my Javelin down thy Throat. 
Thou Dog-whelp, thou, pox upon thee, what 
Should I call thee, Pompion ? 
Thou kifs my Lady ? Thou fcour her Chamber-pot : 
Thou have a Maidenhead ? a motley Coat, 
You great blind Fool j farewel and be hang'd to ye ; 
Lofe no Time, Lady. Am. Pray take your Pleafure, Sir, 
And fo we'll take our Leaves. Zen. We are determined, 
Die, before yield. Am. Honour, and a fair Grave. 

Zen. Before a luftful Bed ; fo, to our Fortunes. 

(17) Rut: Du cat a wbee, good Count 5 cry, prithee, cry ; 
what a Wench haft thou loft ? Cry, you great Booby. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter Charino. 

'Clod. And is flie gone then, am I difhonour'd thus, 
CozenM and baffl'd ? My Guard, there ; no Man anfwer ? 
My Guard, I fay : Sirrah, you knew of this Plot ; 
Where are my GuanJ ? I'll have your Life, you Villain, 
You politick 6ld Thief. Char. Heaven fend her far enough ! 

Enter Guard. 

And' let me pay the Ranfom. 

Guard. Did your Honour call us ? 

Qod. Poft every way, and prefently recover 
The two ftrange Gentlemen, and the fair Lady. 

Guard. This Day was married, Sir ? 

Ood. The fame. Guard. We faw 'em 

(17) Ducat a whec, good Count;] 'Tis very much out of Cha- 
racter, that an Italian to an Italian fhould talk Welch, in his Merri- 
ment \ neither of whom in all Probability ever heard a Syllable of 
that Language. 

C 3 Making 
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Making with all main Speed Co the Port; 

Clod. Away, Villains. [Exit Guard. 

Recover her, or I fhall die ; deal truly, 
Didft npt thou know? 

Char. By all that's good, I did not. 
If your Honour mean their Flight, to fay, I grieve for that, 
Will be to lye \ you may handle me as you pleafe. 

Cfod. Be fare, with all the Cruelty, with ajl the Rigor, 
For thou haft rob'd me, Villain, of a Treafure. 

Enter Guard. 
How now? 

Guard. ^They're all aboard, a Bark rode ready for 'cm, 
And now are under Sail, and paft Recovery. 

Clod. Rig me a Ship with all the Speed that may be, 
I will not lofe her : Thou, her moft falfe Father, 
Shalt go along ; and if I mifs her, hear me, 
A whole Day will I ftudy to deftroy thee. 

Cbar* I fhall be joyful of it ; and fo you'll find me. 

[Exeunt. 

A C T II. S C E N E L 

Enter Manuel dq Sofa, and Guiomar, 

Mm. T Hear and fee too much of him, and that 

A Compels me, Madam, though unwillingly, • 
To wilh I had no Uncle's Part in him ; 
And, much I fear, the Comfort of a Son 
You will not long .enjoy. Gut. *Tis not my Fauk, 
And therefore from his Guilt my Innocence 
Cannot be tainted*, fincq his Father's Death, 
(Peace to hi3 Soul !) a Mother's Pray'rs and Care 
Were never wanting in his Education, 
His Child- hood I pais o*vr, as being brought up 
Under iriy Wing ; and growing ripe for Study, 
J overcame the Tenderneis, and Joy , 

I had to look upon him, and provided • 
The choiceft Mailers, and of greateft Name 

Of 
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(18) Of Salamanca, in all libetel Arts, 
To train his Youth up. 

Man. I muft witriefi that. 

Gid. How therfe he JirblJ^rM to the Admiration 
Of all that knew him* fdfr a general Schdkr, 
Being one of Note* before he was a Man, 
Is ftill rfcthembred in that Academy; 
From thence I fent him to the Empefdr's Court; 
Attended like his FatbfcPft ifon* and there 
Maintained hirri in ftich Bravery and Height, 
As did become a Courtier. 

Man. *Twas that fpdlPd him, 
My Nephew had beer! happft but for that. 
The Court's a School, indeed* in Which fofrie ftto 
Learn virtuous Principles > but moft.fbtgfef 
Whatever they brought thither good arid horieft. 
Trifling is there in Fra&iee, ftrious? A<3iofi$ 
Are'obfblete arid oiit of ufe ; fay Nephew 
Had been a happy Man* had he ne'er known 
What's there ih Gf-ace and Fafliion. 

Gui. I have heard yet, 
That, while heliv'd in Court, the Emperor 
Took Notice of his Carriage and good tarts, 
The Grandees did not fcorn his Cottipahf * 
And of the greateft Ladies he was held 
A compleat Gentleman. 

Man. He, indeed, danc*d well ; 
A turn o*th' Toe, with a lofty trick o* two* 
To argue Nimblenefe, and a ftrong Back, 
Will go far with a Madam : *Tis moft true, 
That he's an excellent Scholar, and he knows it ; 
An exadfc Courtier, and he knows that foo' $ 
He has fought thrice, arid come off ftitf with Horiour, 
Which he forgets not. Gui. Nor have 1 touch Reafofr 
To gridfre his Fortune that way. 

{18) Of Salamanca, in all liberal Arts, 
Man. To train bis Youth up. m 

I muft ivitnefs That."] Manual is here made to fpeak before 
Kit Time. The fir ft Hemiftich is the Clofc of Quiomar*% Speech, as 
Mr. Seward likewife obferv'd to me. 

C 4 Man. 
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Men. You are miftaken. , \ 

Profperity does fearch a Gentlemen's Temper, 
More than his adverfe Fortune : I have known. 
Many, and of rare Parts, from their Succefc 
In private Duels, rais'd up to fuch a Pride, 
And fo transformed frpm what they were, that all, 
That lov'd them truly, wifh'd they, had fall'n in them. 
I need not write Examples, in your Son 
*Tis too apparent ; for e'er Don Duarte 
Made Trial of his Valour, he, indeed, was 
Admir'd for civil Courtefie ; but now 
He's fwoln fo high, out of his own Affurance 
Of what he dares do, that he feeks Occafions, . 
Unjuft Occafions, grounded on blind Paflion, 
Ever to be in Quarrels, and this makes him 
Shunn'd of all fair Societies. Gut. 'Wou'd, it were 
In my weak pow'r to help it! I will ufe 
With my Entreaties th* Authority of a Mother, # 
As you may of an Uncle, and enlarge it 
With your Command, as being a Governor 
To the great King in Lisbon. 

Enter Duarte, and bis Page. 

Man. Here he comes, 
We are unfeen, obferve him. 

Dua % Boy. Page. My Lord. 

Dua. What faith the Spanijh Captain, that I ftruck, 
To my bold Challenge ? Page. He refund to read it, 

Dua. Why didft not leave it there ? 

Page. I did, my Lord, 
But to no purpofe J for he feems more willing 
To fit down with the Wrongs, than to repair 
His Honour by the Sword 5 he knows too well, 
That from your Lordfhip nothing can be got 
But more Blows, and Disgraces. Dua. He's a Wretch, 
A mifcrable Wretch, and all my Fury 
Is loft upon him. Holds the Mafque, appointed 
1* th' honour of Hippolyta ? Page, Tis broke off. 

Dua, The Reafon? 

Page. 
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Page. This was one 5 they heard your Lord/hip 
Was by the Ladies Choice to lead the Dance ; 
And therefore they, too well affur'd how far 
You would out-lhine 'em, gave it o'er, and laid, 
They would not ferve for Foils to fet you off. 

Dua. They artheir bed are fuch, and ever (hall be, 
Where I appear. Man. Do you note his Modcfty? 

Dua. But was there nothing elfc pretended ? Page. Yc% 
Young Don Alonzo y the great Captain's Nephew, 
Stood on Companions. 

Dua. With whom ? Page. With you, 
And openly profefs'd that alf Precedence, 
His Birth and State confider'd, was due to him ; 
Nor were your Lordfhip to contend with one 
So far above you. 

Dua. I look down upon him ' 
With fuch Contempt and Scorn, as on my Slave ; 
He's a Name only, and all Good in him 
He mutt derive from his great Grandfire's Aflies \ 
For had not their vidorious Adts bequeathed 
His Titles to him, and wrote on his Forehead, 
This is a Lord, he had liv'd unobferv'd 
By any Man of Mark, and died as one 
Amongft the common R6ut. Compare with me ? 
Tis Giant-like Ambition 5 I know him, 
And know my felf i that Man is truly noble, 
(19) And he may juftly call that Worth his own, 
Which his Deierts have purchas'd ; I could wifh, 
My Birth were more obfcure, my Friends and Kinfmen 
Of lefler Pow'r, or that my provident Father 
Had been like to that riotous Emperor 
That chofe his Belly for his only Heir ; 
For being of no Family then, and poor, 
My Virtues, wherefoe'er I liv'd, fhould make 
That Kingdom my Inheritance, Gui. Strange SelfJove ! 

(19) And hi mayjufily call that Worth his vwn, 

Which his Defer ts have purchased ;] This Sentiment ia evi- 
dently founded on H o r a c s. 

— __. , Svmi Super biam, 

%uafitam Meritis. 

« 

Dua . 
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Dm. For if I ftudied the Country's Laws, 
I fhould to eafily Sound all their Depth, 
And rife up fuch a Wonder, that the Pleaders, 
That now are in moft Pra&ice and Efteem, 
Should ftarve for want of Clients. If I travdl'd, 
Like wife Ulyjfes, to fee Men and Manners, 
I would return in Aft more knowing, than 
Homer could fancy him. If a Phyflcian, 
So oft I would reftore Death- wounded Men, 
That, where I liv'd, Galen fhould not be nam'd $ 
And he, that join'd again the fcattdr'd Limbs 
Of torn HippclytuS) Ihould be forgotten. 
I could teach Ovid Courtfliip, how to win 
A Julia, and enjoy her, though her Ddw*f 
Were all the Sun gives light to : And for Arms 
Were the Perfian Hoft, that drank up Rivers, adcted 
To the Turks prefent Pow'rs, I cou'd difeft* 
Command, and marfhal them. 

Man. And yet you know not 
To rule your fclf j you would not to a Boy elfe, 
Like Plautus 9 Braggart, boaft thUA, Dua. All I fpeak, 
In A& I can make good. 

Gui. Why then being Mafter 
Of fuCh and fo good Parts, do you deftfoy them 
With felf Opinion ; or, like a rich Mifer, 
Hoard up the Treasures you poffefs, imparting 
£Jor to your felf* nor dthew, the Ufe of them ? 
They are to you but like ineharited Viands, 
On which you feem to feed, yet piht with Hunger * 
And thofe fo rare Peffe&ions in my Sort, 
Which would make others happy, fender me 
A wretched Mother ; Man. You aire too infokrrt. 
And thofe too many Excellencies, that feed 
Your Pride, turn to a Pleurifie, and kill 
TThat whteh fho&ld noufrifh Virtue. Etere yotr think, 
All Bleffings are conferr'd on you alone ? 
You're grofly cozen'd » there's no Good in you, 
Which others have not. Are you a Scholar ? So 
Are many, and as knowing. Are you valiant ? 
Wafte not that Courage then in brawles, but fpend it 

I'th* 
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F th' Wars, in fcrvice of your King, and Country, 

Dua. Yet, fo I might be General, no Man lives 
That's worthy to command me, Man. Sir, in Usbou 

(20) I am ; and you (hall know it : Every Hour 
I am troubled with Complaints of your Behaviour 
From Men of all Conditions, and all Softs. 

And my Authority, which you prcfume 

Will bear you out, in that you are my Nephew* 

No longer fhall proteft you ; for I vow, 

Though all that's paft I pardon, I will punifli 

The next Fault with as much Severity 

As if yoij were a Stranger, reft afiiir'd on*t. 

Gui. And by that Love you fhould bear, or that Duty 
You owe a Mother, once more I command you 
To caft this Haughtinefi off; which if you do, 
All, that is mine, is yours ; If not, exped 
My Pray *rs and Vows, for your Conversion only ; 
But never Means, nor Favour. [Ex. Manuel and Guiornar. 

Dua. I am tutorM 
As if I were a Child (till ; the bafe Peafants 
That fear, and envy my great Worth, have done this * 

(21) But I will find them out; I will abroad; 
Get my Difguife ; I have too long been idle, 
Nor will I curb my Spirit ; I was born free, 

And will purfue the Courfe beft liketh me. [Exnmt. 

(20) ■ - ' »■ ■ ■■ ■ « Entry hour 

Tm trotshhd with Complaints of your Behaviour 

From Men of all Conditions, and all Sexes."] One would ima- 
gine, there were as great a Number of Sexes , as of Conditions of 
Mankind, by this laft Part of the Vafc. But could Fletcher write 
fo ? Sorely, a little Alteration will fet all fight. Read then, 

From Me* of all Conditions, and allSc&s. Mr. Symffen. 

Before I receiVd this Emendation from my Friend, I had correc- 
ted the Pafiage thus. 

From Them of all Conditions, and all Sexes. 
Men and them, I have obferv'd, frequently take Place of each other 
in the old Editions of our Dramatick Poets. 

(21) / twill o' board ;] But he has not been talking of any Vefxel 
provided for his Paftage. I fufpec\ the Poets intended no dom 
than (on his being tutor d fo, as he calls it) that he fhonld exprefs a 
Resolution of quitting his Country and going abroad. Mr. Symffan. 

Enter 
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Enter Leopold, Sailors* and Zenocia. 

Leap. Divide the Spoil amongft you, this fair Captive 
I only challenge for my felf. Sail. You have won her, 
And well deferve her : Twenty Years I have liv'd 
A Burgefs of the Sea, and have been prefent 
At many a defperate Fight, but never faw 
So fmall a Baric with fuch incredible Valour 
So long defended, and againft fuch Odds ; 
And by two Men fcarce arm'd too. 

Leap. 'Twas a Wonder. 
And yet the Courage they expreft being taken, 
And their Contempt of Death, wan more upon me 
Than all- they did, when they were free : Methinks, 
I fee them yet wRen they were brought aboard us, 
Difarm'd and ready to be put in Fetters ; 
How on the fudden, as if they had fworn 
Never to tafte the Bread of Servitude, 
Both fnatching up their Swords, and, from this Virgin 
Taking a Farewel only with their Eyes, 
They leapt into the Sea. 

Sail. Indeed, 'twas rare. 

Leap. It wrought fb much on me, that, but I feartt 
The great Ship that purfued us, our own Safety 
Hindring my charitable purpofe to 'em, 
I would have took 'em up, and with their Lives 
They (hould have had their Liberties. Zen. O too late. 
For they are loft, for ever loft. Leop* Take Comfort ; 
'Tis not impoffible but that they live yet, 
For, when they left the Ships, they were within 
A League o'th' Shore,and with fuch Strength and Cunning 
They, fwimming, did delude the rifing Billows, 
With one Hand making way, and with the other 
Their bloody Swords advane'd, threatning the Sea^gods 
With War, unlefs they brought them fitfely o£F* 
That I am almoft confident, they live, 
And you again # may fee them. Zen. In that Hope 
I brook a wretched Being, till I am 
Made certain of their Fortunes ; but, they dead, 

Death 
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(22) Death hath lb many Doors to Jet out Life, 

I will not long furvive them. Leop. Hope the beft, 

And Jet the courteous Ufage'you hive found, 

Not ufual in Men of War, perfuade you 

To tell me your Condition. Zen. You know it, 

A Captive my Fate and your Fow'r have made me 5 

Such I am now ; but, what I was, it skills not ; 

For, they being dead, in whom I only live, 

I dare not challenge Family, or Country, 

And therefore, Sir, enquire not ; let it fuffice, 

I am your Servant, and a thankful Servant 

(If you will call that fo, which is but Duty) 

I ever will be ; and, my Honour fafe, 

(Which nobly hitherto ye have preferv'd,) 

No Slavery can appear in fuch a Form, 

Which with a mafculine Conftancy I will not 

Boldly look on and fuffer. Leop. You miftake me : 

That you are made my Prifoner, may prove 

The Birth of your good Fortune. 1 do find 

A winning Language in your Tongue and Looks 5 

Nor can a Suit by you mov'd be deny'd j 

And therefore of a Prifoner you muft be 

The Viflor's Advocate. 

Zen. To whom ? Leop. A Lady : 
In whom all Graces, that can perfeft Beauty, 
Arc friendly met, I grant, that you are Fair : 
And had I not fcen her before, perhaps, 
1 might have fought to you. Zen. This I hear gladly. 

Leop. To this incomparable Lady I will give you, 
(Yet being mine, you are already hers) 
And to ferve her is more than to be free, 
At leaft, I think fo 5 and when you live with her, 
If you will pleafc to think on him that brought you 
To fuch a Happinefs, for fo her Bounty 
Will make you think her Service, you fhall ever 
Make me at your Devotion. Zen. All I can do, 
Reft you affur'd of. Leop. At Night I'll prefent you, 

{") Death bath fi many Doori to Itt out Life,] 
Mi lit <via Mortis, ■ 

Ai ^>f»76y* in hit JEutit. 

Till 
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Till when I am your Guard. Zm. Ever your Servant, 

Enter Arnoldo and Rutilio. 

Am. To what are we referVd ? 

Rut. Troth, 'tis uncertain ; 
Drowning we have fcap'd miraculoufly, and . 
Stand fair, for aught I know, for hanging ; Money 
We've none, nor Tike to have, 'tis to be doubted : 
Befides, we're Strangers, wondrous hungry Strangers ; 
And Charity growing cold, and Miracles ceafing, 
Without a Conjurer's Help, I cannot find 
When we fhall eaj again. Am. Thefe are no Wants 
If put in Balance with Zenocia's Lofs ; 
In that alone all Miseries are fpoken : 
O, my Rutilio^ whep I think on her, 
And that which fhe may fuffer, being a Captive, 

(23) Then I could curfe my felf, almoft thofe Pow'rs 
That fene'd me, from the fury of the Ocean. 

Rut, You've loft a Wife, indeed, a fair and chad one, 
Two BleffingSj not found often in one Woman \ 
But flie m^y be recover'd' ; oueftionlefs, 
The Ship that took us was or Portugal, 
And here in Lisbon ; by fome means or other, 
We may hear of her. Am. In that Hope I live, 

Rut. And fa do I, but Hope is a poor Sallad 
To dine and fup with, after a two days Fall too : 
Have you no Money left ? 

Arn. Not a Denier. 

Rut. Nor any thing to pawn ? *Tis now in Faftiron. 

(24) Having a Miftreis, fure, you ftiould not be 

Without 

(23) Then 2 could cyrfe my/elf, almoft thofe VwSrs 

That fend me from, the Fury of the Ocean,] Send, here, is a 
very weak and unmeaniog Word: The Pow'rs did not fend, but 
protected him, from the Fury of the Ocean. I have ventured to 
fubflitutea Term, tha,t qomes very near to thq Traces of the Letters, 
and as near to the Meaning required. 

(24) Having a AJiftrtfi, fure, youjhould not he 

Without a neat Hiftorical Shirt.] This is an obfeure Epithet 
to us at this time of Day. Mr. Symffon conjc&ured to me, that it 

might 


The Cuftom of the Country. 3 1 

Without a neat hiftorical Shirt. Am* For Shames 
Talk not fo poorly. Rut. I muft talk of that 
Neceffity prompts us to, for beg I cannot ; 
Nor am I made to creep in at a Window, 
To filch to feed me 5 fomething^muft be done, 
And fuddenly, refolve on't. 

Enter Zabulon, and a Servant." 

I Am. What are thefe ? 

Rut, One by his Habit is a Jew. Zab. No more : 
Thou'rt fure $ tha^s hie. Ser. Moft certain. 

Zab. How long is it 
Since firft fhe law him ? Ser. Spme two Hours. [Exit Ser. 

Zab'. Be gone, 
Let me alone to work him. Rut. How he eyes you ! 
Now he moves towards us ; In the Devil's Name, 
What would he with us ? Am. Innocence is bold : 
Nor can I fear. Zab. That you are poor and Strangers 
J eafily perceive, Rtf. . But that you'll help us, 
Or, any of your Tribe, we dare not hope, Sir. 

Zab. Why think you fo ? 

Rut. Becauie you are a Jew % Sir \ 
And Courtefies come fooner from the Devil 
Than any of your Nation. Zab. We are Men, 
And have, like you, Gompaffion, when we find 
Fit Subje&s for our Bounty 5 and, for Proof 
That we dare give, and freely, (not to you, Sir 5 
Pray, fpare your pains,) there's Gold \ ftand not amaz'd * 
'Tis current, I allure you. Rut. Take it Man. 
Sure, thy good Angel is a Jew 9 and comes 
In his own fhape to help thee : I cou'd wifh now, 
Mine would appear too like a Turk. 

Am. I thank you; 
But yet muft tell you, if this be the Prologue 

might poffibly have been a mat rhetorical Shirty i. e, a moving, 
perfoanvc One; Ncatnefs being a main Recommendation to the La- 
dies. I have not prefum'd to alter the Text. The Poets, perhaps; 
might mean no more than a Shirt neatly wrought, with fome Story, 
exprefs'd in it: as we have at this day Damask Table- cloaths with 
Sieges, Encampments, Cannons, &c. by way of Decoration. 

To 
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To any bad A6t, you would have me pra&ife, 

I muft not take it. * 

Zab. This is but the Earneft 
Of that which is to follow, and the Bond, 
Which you muft feal (p for'r, is your Advancement. 
Fortune, with all that's in her Pow'r to give, 
Offers her felf up to you : Entertain her, 
And that, which Princes have kneel'd for in vain, 
Prefents it felf to you. Arn. 'Tis above Wonder, 

Zab. But far beneath the Truth, in my Relation 
Of what you fhall poffefs, if you embrace it. 
(25) There is an Hour in each Man's Life appointed 
To make his Happinefi, if then he feize it ; 
And this, (in which, beyond all Expe&ation, 
You are invited to your Good) is yours ; 
If you dare follow me, fo ; if not, hereafter 
Expe£t not the like Offer. [Exit. 

k Arn. *Tis no Vifion. [fhare; 

Rut. *Tis Gold, Pm fure. Arn. We muft, like Brother% 
There's for you. 

Rut. By this Light, Pm glad I have it : 
There are few Gallants, (for Men may be fuch, 
And yet want Gold ; yea, and fbmetimes want Silver) 
But would receive fuch Favours from the Devil, 
Though he appear'd like a Broker, and demanded 
Sixty i* th* hundred. Arn. Wherefore fhould I fear 
Some Plot upon my Life ? *Tis now to me 
Not worth the keeping. I will follow him : 
Farewel, wifh me good Fortune, we Hull meet 
Again, I doubt not. 

Rui. Or Ml ne'er truft Jew more, [Exit Arnolda 

Nor Chriftian for his fake Plague o' my Stars ! 

How long might I have walk'd without a Cloak, 

Before 

(25} There is an Hour in each Man's Life appointed 

To make bis Hafpinefs, if then he feize it j] How much 

more nobly, and more poetically, is this Sentiment exprefs'd by 

Sbakejpeare in his Julius defar / 

There is a Tide in the Affairs of Men, 
Which, taken at the Flood, leads on to Fortune ; 
Omitted, all the Voyage of their Life 
Is bound in Shallows and in Mifery* 


{ 
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Before I fhould have met with fuch a Fortune ? 
We elder Brothers, though we are proper Men, 
Ha' not the Luck, ha' too much Beard, that fpoils us ; 
The fmooth Chin carries all. What's here to do now ? 

Enter Duarte, Alonzo, and a Page. 

Dua. I'll take you as I find you. Alan. That were bafe; 
You fee, I am unarmed. Dua. Out with your Bodkin, 
Your Pocket- dagger, your Stiletto, out with it, 
Or, by this Hand, I'll kill you. Such, as you are, 
Have ftudied the Undoing of pctor Cutlers, 
And made all manly W eapons out of Fafhion : 
You carry Poniards to murder Men, 
Yet dare not wear a Sword to guard your Honour. 

Rut. That's true, indeed : Upon my Life, this Gallant 
Is brib'd to repeal banilh'd Swords. 

Dua. I'll /hew you 
The Difference now between a Spani/h Rapier 
(26) And your poor Pi/a. Alon. Let me fetch a Sword ; 
Upon mine Honour, Pll return. 

Dua. Not fo, Sir. 

Alon. Or lend me yours, I pray you, and take this. 

Rut. To be difgrae'd as you are ; no, I thank you 5 
Spight of the Faihion, while I live, I am 
Inftrufted to go arm'd : What Folly 'tis 
For you, that are a Man, to put your felf 
Into your Enemy's Mercy. Dua. Yield it quickly, 
Or Pll cut off your Hand, and now difgrace you; 
Thus kick and baffle you : As you like this, 
You may again prefer Complaints againft me 
To my Uncle and my Mother, and then think 
To make it good with a Poniard. Alon. I am paid 
For being of the Fafhion. Dua. Get a Sword 5 
Then, if you dare redeem your Reputation, 

(26) And your pure Pifa.] The Pi/a and Prwant Sword- Blades 
never were in any Eftimanon.. Thofe of Turky, Toledo and the 
Steel tempered in the Water of the Ebro 9 were eminent for their 
Goodnefs, and confequently bore a Price. The Epithet, I have fub- 
itituted for the corrupted one, (hews that Contempt which Duarte 
would exprefs for a Pi/a Rapier. 

Vol. II. D You 
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You know, I am cafily found : PU add this to it, 
To put you in mind. 

Rut. You are too infbleijt, 
And do infult too much on the Advantage 
Of that which your unequal Weapon gave you, 
More than your Valour. 

Dua . This to me, you Pealant ? 
Thou art not worthy of my Foot, poor Fellow ; 
'Tis Scorn, not Pity, makes me give thee Life : 
Kneel down and thank jne for't: — How! do you flare ? 

Rut. I have a Sword^ Sir, you (hall find, a good one; 
This is no dabbing Guard. Dua. Wert thou thrice arm'd, 
Thus yet I durft attempt thee. 

Rut. Then have at you, [Fight. 

I fcorn to take Blows. 

Dua. O ! Pm (lain. [Falls. 

Page. Help! Murther! Murther! 

Alon. Shift for your felf, you are dead cHe, 
You've kilPd the Governor's Nephew. 

Page. Raife the Streets there. 
. Alon. If once you are befet, you cannot 'fcape ; 
Will you betray your felf? 

Rut. Undone for ever! [Exe. Rat. and Alonzo; 

Enter Officers. 

i Offi. Who makes this Out-cry ? 

Page. O, my Lord is murder'd ! 
This way he took, make after him ; 
Help, help there ! [Exit Page. 

2 Offi. *Tis Don Duarte. 

i Offi. Pride has got a Fall ; 
He was ftill in Quarrels, fcorn'd us Peace-makers, 
And all our Bill-authority, now h'as paid for't. 
You ha* met with your Match* Sir, now : Bring off his Body, 
And bear it to the Governor. Some purfue 
The Murderer ; yet if he 'fcape, it skills not ; 
Were I a Prince, I would reward him for't, 
He has rid the City of a turbulent Beaft, 
There's few will pity him : But for his Mother 
I truly grieve* indecd r (he's a good Lady, [Exeunt. 

Enter 
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Enter Guiomar and Servants. 

Gui. He's not i'th' Houfe ? 

Ser. No, Madam. 

Gui. Hafte and feck him* 
Go all, and every where 5 I'll not to Bed, 
Till you return him * take away the Lights too, 
The Moon lends me too much, to find my Fears : 
And thofe Devotions, I am to pay, 
Are written in my Heart, not in this Book, [Kneels. 
And I fhall read them there, without a Taper. [Ex. Scr. 

Enter Rutilio, 

Rut. I am purfued; and all the Ports are ftopt tooj 
Not any Hope to cfcape, behind, before me, 
On either Side 1 am bsfet ; Curs'd Fortune, 
My Enemy on the Sea, and. on the Land too, 
Redeem'd from one Affliction to another I 
' Would, I had made the greedy Waves my Tomb 
And died obfeure, and innocent, not as Nero [me ? 
SrneaiM o'er with Blood. Whither have my Fears brought 
I am got into a Houfe, the Doors all open, 
This, by the Largenefi of the Room, the Hangings, 
And other rich Adornments, gliftring through 
The fable Mask of Night, fays, it belongs 
To one of Means and Rank : No Servant ftirring ? 
Murmur, no* whifper ? Gui. Who's that? 

Rut. By the Voice, 
This is a Woman. Gui. Stepbano, Jafper y Julia, 
Who waits* there ? Rut. 'Tis the Lady of the Houfe, 
Til fly to her Protedtfon. Gui. Speak, what are you ? 

Rut. Of all, that ever breath'd, a Man moft wretched. 

Gui. I'm fure, you are a Man of moft ill Manners * 
You cou'd not with fo little Reverence elfe 
Prels to my private Chamber. Whither wou'd you, 
Or what d* you feek for ? 

Rut. Gracious Woman, hear me ; 
I am a Stranger, an4 in that I anfwer 
All your Demands, a moft unfortunate Stranger, 
That, call'd unto it by my Enemy's Pjide, 

D 2 Have 
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Have left him dead iW Streets. Juftice purfues me, 

And for that Life I took unwillingly, 

And in a fair Defence, I mud lofc mine, 

Unlefi you in your Charity proteft me. 

Your Houfe is now my Sanctuary 5 and the Altar, 

I gladly would take hold of, your fweet Mercy. 

By all that's dear unto you, by your Virtues, 

And by your. Innocence, that needs no Forgivenefs, 

Take Pity on me. Gui. Are you a Cajiilian ? 

Rut. No, Madam, Italy claims my Birth. Gui. I ask not 
With purpofe to betray you ; if you were 
Ten thou fan d times a Spaniard* the Nation 
We Portugal* moft hate, I yet would fave you 
If it lay in my Pow'r : Lift up thefe Hangings 5 
Behind my Bed's Head there's a hollow Place, 
Into which enter. So % but from this ftir not 
If th* Officers come, as you expedt they will do; 
I know, they owe ftch Reverence to my Lodgings, 
That* they will eafily give Credit to me, 
And fearch no further. Rut. The blefs'd Saints pay for me 
The infinite Debt I owe you ! Gui. How he quakes ? 
Thus far I feel his Heart beat : Be of Comfort, 
Once more I give my Promifc for your Safety ; 
All Men are fubjeft to fuch Accidents, 
Efpecially, the valiant ; and who knows not, 
But that the Charity I afford this Stranger 
My only Son elfe-where may Hand in Need of? 

Enter Officers* and Servants* with the Body of Duarte, 

1 Ser. Now, Madam, if your Wifdom ever cou'd 
Raife up Defences againft Floods of Sorrow 
That hafte to overwhelm you, make true Ufc of 
Y&ur great Difcretion. 2 Ser. Your only Son, 
My Lord Duarte^s (lain. 1 Offi. His Murtherer, 
Puffu'd by us, was by a Boy difcover'd 
Entring your Houfe, and that induced us 
To prefe into it for his Apprehenfion. 

Gui. Oh !— 1 Ser. Sure, her Heart is broke. 

Offi. •. Madam, — Gui- Stand off. 

My Sorrow is fo dear and precious to me ' 

That 
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That you mud not partake it ; fuffcr it, 

Like Wounds, that do bleed inward, to difpatch me! 

O my Duarte, fuch an End as this 

Thy Pride long fince did prophefy ; thou art dead, 

And, toencreafe my Mifery, thy fad Mother 

Muft make a willful Shipwreck of her Vow, 

Or thou fall unreveng'd. My Soul's divided ; 

And Piety to a Son, and true Performance 

Of hofpitable Dutfes to my Gueft, 

That are to others Angels, are my Furies. 

Vengeance knocks at my Heart, but my word giv*n m 

Denies the Entrance : Is no Medium left, 

But that I muft prated the Murderer, 

Or fufFer in that Faith he made his Altaf ? 

Motherly Love, give place; the Fault made this way, 

To keep a Vow, to which high Hcav*n is witnefs, 

Heav'n may be pleas'd to pardon. 

Enter Manuel, DofterS) and Surgeons. 

Man. *Tis too late 5 
He's gone, paft all Recovery : now Reproof 
Were but unfeafonable, when I (hould give Comfort j 
And yet remember, Sifter, — Gut. O forbear, 
Search for the Murtherer, and remove the Body, 
And, as you think fit, give it Burial. 
Wretch that I am, uncapable of all Comfort, 
And therefore I intreat my Friends and Kinsfolk, 
And you, my Lord, for fome Space to forbear 
Your courteous Vtfitations. 

Man. We obey you. [Exeunt with the Body. 

Manet jGuiomar. 

Eft. My Spirits come back, and now Defpair refigns 
Her Place again to Hope. 

Gui Whate'er thou art, 
To whom I have giv'n Means of Life, to witnefi 
With what Religion I have kept my Promifc, 
Come fearlefs forth ; but iet thy Face be cover'd, 
That I hereafter be not forc'd to know thee* 
For motherly Affedtion may return, 

D 3 Mv 
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My Vow once paid to Heav'n. Thou haft taken from me 
The Refpiration of my Heart, the Light 
Of my fwoln Eyes, in his Life that fuftain'd me : 
Yet my Word gii^n* to fave you, I make good, 
Becaufe what you did, was not done with Malice. 
You are not known, there is no mark about you ' . 
That can difcover you ; let not Fear betray you. 
"With all convenient Speed you can, fly from me, 
That I may never fee you 5 and that Want 
Of Means may be no Let unto your Journey, 
Thqre area hundred Crowns : You're at the Door now, 
And fo Farewel for ever. 

Rut. Let me firft fall « 

Before your Fefct, and on them pay the Duty 
I owe your Goodnefs ; Next, all Bleflings on you, 
And Heav'n reftore the Joys I have bereft you, 
With full Increafe hereafter ! Living, be 
The Goddefs ftil'd of Hofpitality. {Exeunt. 


ACT III." SCENE I. 

Enter Leopold, and Zenocia. 

Le$p. T?Ling off thefe fullen Clouds, you are entered now 

-F Into a Houfe off Joy and Happinefs, 
I have prepar'd a Bleffing for ye. Zen. Thank ye. 
My S.tate would rather ask a Curfe. Leop. You're peevifh. 
And know not when ye are friended •, I've us'd thofe 
The Lady of this Houfe, the noble Lady, [means, — 
Will take ye as her own, andtife ye gracioufly : 
Make much of what you're Miftrefs of, that Beauty 5 
Expofe it not to fuch betraying Sorrows ; 
When ye are old, and all thofe Sweets hang wither'd, 

"Enter Servant. 

Then fit and figh. Zen. My Autumn's not far off. 
Leop. Hav£ you told your Lady ? 

Ser. Yes, Sir, -I have told her 

Both 
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Both of your noble Service, and your Prefent, 
Which fhe accepts, Leop. I fhould be bleft to fee her. 

Ser. That now you cannot do: She keeps the Chamber, 
Not well difpos'd, and has deny'd all Vifits 5 
The Maid I have in Charge tp receive from ye, 
So pleafe you render Her. Leop. With all my Service , 
But fain I would have feen — Ser. 'Tis but your Patience ; 
No doubt, fhe cannot but remember nobly. 

Leop. Thefe three Years I have lov'd thisfcornful Lady, 
And follow'd her with all the Truth of Service j 
In all which time, but twice fhe has honour'd me 
With Sight of her bleft Beauty : When you pleafe, Sir, 
You may receive your Charge, and tell your Lady, 
A Gentleman, whofe Life is dedicated 
To her Commands, kiffes her beauteous Hands ; 
And, Fair Onfci now, your Help ; you may remember 
The honeft Courtefies, fince you were mine, 
I ever did your Modefty ; you fhall be near her ; 
And if fbmetimes you name my Service to her, 
And tell her with what Noblenefs I love her, 
'Twill be a Gratitude I fhall remember. 

Zen. What in my poor Pow'r lies, fo it be honeft,— 

Leop. I ask no more. 

Ser. You muft along with me, Fair. 

(27} Leop. And fb I leave you two : But to a Fortune 
Too happy for my Fate : You fhall enjoy here. 

* • < 

SCENE II. 

Enter Zabulon and Servants. 

(28) Zab. Be quick, be quick ; out with the Banquet there; 

Thefe 

(27) And fo 1 leave you too : But a fortune 

Too happy for my Fate ; you fhall enjoy her.] The flight Al- 
teration which I have made, I think; reftores the Meaning of the 
Author?, and the Senfe will then run thus. I leave you Two (Zenocia 
and the Servant) to a Fortune you fhall enjoy here ; viz. of feeing 
Hippo lyta, which is a Happinefs too great for me to have, for in fo 
many Years time he could never .fee her but twice. This muft folve 
it, or nothing, that I can yet think of, can. Mr. Sympfon. 

(i3) ■ — — out with the Banquet there j ] A Banquet 

• D 4 i 
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Thefe Scents are dull ; caft richer on, and fuller ; 
Scent every Place : Where have you plac'd the Mufick ? 

Ser. Here they ftand ready, Sir. 

Zab *Tis well, be fure 
The Wines be lufty, high, and full of Spirit, 
And amber'd all. 

Ser. They are. Zab. Give fair Attendance. 
In the bed Trim, and State, make ready all. 
I Ihall comeprefently again. [Banquet Jet forth. Exit Zab. 

2 Ser. We Ihall, Sir. 
What Preparation's this? Some new Device 
My Lady has in hand. 

i Ser. O, profper it 
As long as it carries good Wine in the Mouth, 
And good Meat with it ! where are all the reft ? 

2 Ser. They are ready to attend. [Mufick. 

i Ser, Sure, fome great Perfon, 
They would not make this Hurry elfe, 

t Ser. Hark, the Mufick. 

a 

Enter Zabulon and Arnoldo. 

It will appear now certain, her£ it comes. 
Now, to our Places. Jrn. Whither will he lead me ? 
What Invitation's this ? to what new End 
Are thefe fair Preparations ? a rich Banquet, 
Mufick, and every Place ftuck with Adornment 
Fit for a Prince's Welcome •, what new Game 
Has Fortune now prepar'd to fhcw me Happy ? 
And then again to fink me i 'tis no Illufion, 
Mine Eyes are not deceiv'd, all thefe are real : 
What W ealth and State ! 

Zab. Will you fit down and eat, Sir ? 
Thefe carry little Wonder, they are ufual ; 

is fet out in about eight Lines after this, as we find by the margi .al 
Pireftion. The oldeft Folio in 1647, when this Play was rirft 
printed, has it, out with the Bucket there ; and then it muft relate 
to the Veflel that held the Perfumes. I only mention the Varia- 
tion of the Copies ; for as the Senfe of the Text is not afie&ecl, 'tis 
no matter which of the Words we efpoufe. 

• * But 
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(29) But you fliall fee, if you be wife to obferve it, 
That that will ftrike indeed, ftrike with Amazement ; 
Then, if you be a Man, this fair Health to you. • 

Am. What fliall I fee ? I pledge ye, Sir, I was never * 
So bury r d in Amazement-—? 

Zab. You are (b ftill : 
Drink freely. Am. The very Wines are admirable : 
Good Sir, give me but Leave to ask this Queftion, 
For what great worthy Man are thefc prepared ? 
And why do you bring me hither ? 

Zab. They are for you, Sir ; . 
And under- value not the Worth you carry, 
You are that worthy Man : Think well of thefc, 
They fliall be more, and greater. 

Am. Well, blind Fortune, 
Thou haft the prettied Changes, when thou'rt pleas'd 
To pJay the Game out wantonly — Zab. Come, be lufty, 
And wake your Spirits. Am. Good Sir, do not wake me, 
For willingly Fd die in this Dream ; pray, whofe Servants 
Are all thefe that attend here ? Zab. They are yours \ 
They wait on you. Am. I never yet remember, 
I kept fuch Faces, nor that I was able 
To maintain fo many. Zab. Now you are, and fliall be. 

Am. You'll fay, this Houfe is mine too ? 

Zab. Say it ? fwear it. 

Am. And all this Wealth ? 

Zab. This is the lead you fee, Sir. 

Am. Why, where has this been hid theft thirty Years ? 
For, certainly, I never found I was wealthy 
'Till this hour, never dream'd of Houfe, and Servants. 
I had thought I had been a younger Brother, a poor Gen- 
I may eat boldly then ? [tleman. 

Zab. 'Tis prepared for ye. 

Am. The Tafte is perfeft, and mod delicate : 

(29) But you Jha 11 fee, if you be wife to obferve it, 

That that will fir ike dead, ftrike with Amazement ; ] This 
muft be a wonderful Sight indeed, that firft ftrikes dead % and after 
that 9 ftrikes with Amazement. But we will acquit the Poets from 
all Intention of (hewing fuch a Wonder. The fecond Verfe halts 
in its Metre, a fhrewd Sign of a corrupted Reading. I have re- 
trieved the Senfe, by the Authority of the old Folio in 1647. 

But 
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But why for me ? give me fome Wine, I do drink j 
I feel it fenfibly, and I am here, 
Here in this glorious Place : I am bravely us*d too, 
. Good Sir, give me but Leave to think a little, 
For either I am much abus'd — — * 

Zab. Strike, Mijfick ; 

(30) And ling that lufty Song. [Mufick. Song. 

Arn. Bewitching Harmony ! 
Sure, I am turn'd into anochet Creature. 

Enter Hippolyta. 

Happy and bleft, Arnoldo was unfortunate ; 

Ha ! blefe mine Eyes ; what precious piece of Nature 

To poze the World ? 

Zab. I told you, you would fee that 
Would darken thefe poor Preparations ; 
What think ye now ? nay, rife not, 'tis no Vifion. 

Am. *Tis more : 'Tis Miracle. 

Hip. You are welcome, Sir. 

Arn. It fpeaks, and entertains me, ftill more glorious ; 
She is warm, and this is Flefh here : How Ihe ftirs me ! 
Blefs me, what Stars are there ? Hig. May I fit near ye ? 

Arn. No, you're too pure an Objedl to behold, 
Too excellent to look upon, and live ; 
I muft remove. Zab. She is a Woman, Sir, 
Fy, what faint Heart is this ? 

(30) And fing that lufty Sonv."] Lufty, at firft View, may feem an 
odd Epithet appropriated to Muiick : but it means, that wanton, in- 
vigorating Song, inciting to amorous Pleafures. So, before, in this . 
very Play. 

No merry Noife, nor lufty Songs, be beard here j 
So, again ; <» 

■ ■ ■ - Come, be lufty, 

And woake your Spirits. ' 
So, towards the Conclufion of Wit without Money ; 
- Come, Boy, fing the Song I taught you, 

And fing it luftily. 
And, in the Mad Lover, Songs in this free Strain are exprefs'd by 
another, but equivalent, Term. 

Fool. What new Songs, Sirrah > 

Stre. , A thou/and, Man, a thoufund. 

Fool. — — Itching Airs, 

Alluding to the old Sport. 

• Arn. 
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Am. The Houfe of Wonder. 
. Zab. Do not you think your felf now truly happy ? 
You have the Abftradt of all Sweetnels by ye, 
The precious wealth Youth labours to arrive at ; 
Nor is fhe lels in Honour, than in Beauty ; 
Ferrara's royal Duke is proud to call her 
His beft, his nobleft, and molt happy Sifter ; 
Fortune has made her Miftrefs of her felf, 
Wealthy, and wife, without a Pow'r to fway her; 
Wonder of Italy > of all Hearts Miftrefs. 

Am. And all this is — Zab. Hippolyta, the beauteous. 

Hip. You are a poor Relater of my Fortunes, 
Too weak a Chronicle to fpeak my Bleflings, 
And leave out that eflential part of Story 
1 am mod high and happy in, moft fortunate, 
The Acquaintance, and the noble Fellowfhlp 
Of this fair Gentleman. Pray ye, do not wonder, 
Nor hold it ftrange to hear a handfome Lady 
Speak freely to ye. With your fair Leave and Courtefy, 
I will fit by ye. 

Am. I know not what to anfwer, 
Nor where I am 5 nor to what End confider, 
Why do you ufe me thus ? Hip. Are ye angry, Sir, 
Becaufe ye're entertain'd with* all Humanity ? 
Freely and nobly us'd ? Am. No, gentle Lady, 
That were uncivil, but it much 'mazes me, 
A Stronger, and a Man of no Defert, 
Should find fuch floods of Courtefie. Hip. I love ye, 
I honour ye, the firft and beft of all Men, 
And, where that fair Opinion leads, 'tis ufual 
Thefe Trifles, that but ferve to fet off, follow. 
I would not have you proud now, nor difdainful, 
Becaufe I fay I love ye ; though I fwear it. 5 
Nor think it a ftale Favour I fling on ye, 
Though ye be handfome, and the only Man, 
I muft confefs, I ever fix'd mine Eye on, 
And bring along all^Promifes that pleafe us, 
Yet I fhould hate ye then, defpife ye, fcorn ye ; 
And with as much Contempt purfue your Perfon, 
As now I do with Love. But you are wifer, . 

At 
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At leaft, I think, more Matter of your Fortune ; 
And fo I drink your Health. 

Am. Hold faft, good Honefty, 
i ama loft Man elfe. Hip. Now you may kils me, 
*Tis the firft Kifs I ever ask'd, # I fwear to ye. 

Am. That I dare do, fweet Lady. 

Hip. You do it well too j 
You are a Matter, Sir, that makes you coy. , 
• Am. 'Would, you wou'd fend your People ofE 

Hip. Well thought on. 
Wait all without. [Ex. Zab. and Servants. 

Zab. I hope, flie is pleased throughly. 

Hip. Why ftand ye ftill? here's no Man to detedfc ye; 
My People are gone off: Come, corhe, leave Conjuring ; 
The Spirit, you would raife, is. here already ; 
Look boldly en me. 

Am. What wou'd you have me do ? 

Hip O moft unmanly Queftion ! I have you do? 
Js't poffible, your Years fhould want a Tutor ? 
1*11 teach ye : Come, embrace me. Am. Fie, ftand off \ 
And give me Leave, more now than e'er, to wonder, 
A Building of fo goodly a Proportion, 
Outwardly all exadt, the Frame of Heaven, 
Should hide within fo bafe Inhabitants : 
You are as fair, as if the Morning bare ye, 
Imagination never made a, fweeter ; 
(31) Can it be poffible, this Frame fhould totter, 
And, built on flight Affe&ions, fright the Vfewer? 
(31) Be .excellent within, as you are outward, 
The worthy Miftrels of thofe many Bleffings 

(31) Can it be poffible, this Frame Jhould fuffer, 

And, built on flight Affe3ions % fright the Viewer f Tho* the 
Word, fuffer t be not abfolute Nonfenfe, yet it carries on the fine Me- 
taphor of the following Line fo ill, that, I am perfuaded, it is a cor- 
rupt Reading; and that the original Word was, totter \ which per- 
fectly corresponds with the reft of the Metaphor. Mr. Seward. 

(32) Be excellent in all, as you are outward,] I make no Doubt 
but the Authors wrote 1 

Be excellent within, as you are outward. 
And fo the Autithefis is prefer v*d. Mr. Sympfon. 

Heav'n 


The Cuftom of the Country. 45 

(33) Heav'n has beftow'd ; make *em appear ftill nobler, 
Bccaufe they're trufted to a weaker Keeper. 
Wou'd ye have me love ye ? 

Hip. Yes. 

Am. Not for your Beauty ; 
Though, I confefs, it blows the firft Fire in us ; 
Time, as he pafles by, puts out that Sparkle. 
Nor for your Wealth •, although the World kneel to it, 
And make it all Addition to a Woman ; 
Fortune, that ruins all, makes that his Conqueft. 
Be honeft, and be virtuous, I'll admire ye ; 
At leaft, be wife ; and where ye lay thefe Nets, 
Strow over *em a little Modefty, 
'Twill well become your Caufe, and catch more Fools. 

Hip. Cou'd any one, that lov*d this wholefome Counfcl, 
But love the Giver more ? you make me fonder : 
You have a virtuous Mind, I want that Ornament ; 
Is it a Sin I covet, to enjoy ye ? • 

If ye imagine I'm too free a Lover, 
And aft that Part belongs to you, I am filent : 

(33) ™ a ke 'em appear ftill nobler, 

Becaufe they're trufted to a weaker Keeper^ The Epithet 
weaker appears to me to be Nonfenfe, and in diredt Oppofition to all 
that goes before. He had been adviiing her not to debate the Charms 
of her Beauty by her Vices, but to make herfelf the worthy Miftrefs 
of them . As much the fame Senfe is purfued in the Line above, an 
Epithet muft have flood in the Original confonant to it. To repeat 
the fame (viz. worthy) would be Tautology. I at firft, therefore, 
thought it fhould have been, wary ; but That's a Tautology in Senfe, 
tho' not in Words. I therefore believe the Original to have been 
wealthy, i.e. •' Be the worthy Miftrefs of all the many Excellencies, 
" with which Heaven has adorn'd your Perfon, (for He's before 
" fpeaking of her perfonal Charms) and make them appear ftill 
" nobler, becaufe they are fet off and adorn'd with Riches." This 
Latter is a new, and, I think, a juft Idea. Mr. Seward. 

Notwithftanding this ingenious Conjecture, and the ingenious Rea- 
foning upon it, (Both of which ought, certainly, to be fubmitted to 
the Readers) 1 have not ventured to alcer the Text : Becaufe I always 
apprehended, that the Poets here had the Words of the Sacred Writ 
in View, of Woman being d&tnrt&v <rMv@- f the weaker Vejfel. 
The Comment then will run thus, " Be the worthy Miftrefs of thofe 
" Bleflings which Heaven has beftow'd ; and make Them ftill nobler 
" by preierving them, as they axe intruded to the Frailty, and Weak- 
ness, qi a Woman. 

Mine 
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Mine Eyes (hall fpeak my Bluflies, parly with ye ; 
I will not touch your Hand, but with a Tremble 
Fitting a Veftal Nun ; not long to kifs ye, 
But gently as the Air, and undifeern'd too, 
Pll fteal it thus : I'll walk your Shadow by ye, 
So ftill and filent, that it fliall be equal 
To put me off, as that ; and when I covet, 
To give fuch Toys as thefe 

Arn. A new Temptation 

Hip. Thus, like the lazy Minutes, will I drop 'em, 
Which pad once are forgotten. 

Arn. Excellent Vice ! 

Hip. Will ye be won ? Look fteadfaftly upon me, 
Look manly, take a Man's Affeftions to you ; 
Young Women, in the old World, were not wont, Sir, 
To hang out gaudy Buihes for their Beauties, 
To talk themfelves into young Mens Affedtions. 
How cold and dull you are ! 

Arn. How do I ftagger ! 
She's wife, as fair ; but 'tis a wicked Wildom ; 
1*11 choak before I yield. 

Hip. Who waits within there ? [Zabulon within. 

Make ready the green Chamber. 

Zab. It (hall be, Madam. 

Arn. I am afraid, fhe will enjoy me indeed. 

Hip. What Mufick do ye love ? 

Arn. A modeft Tongue. 

Hip. We'll hav« enough of that : Fie, fie, how lum jflft ? 
In a young Lady's Arms thus dull i 

Arn. For Heav'n's fake, 
Profels a little Goodnefs. 

Hip. Of what Country il 

Am. I am of Rome. 

Hip. Nay then, I know, you mock me ; 
The Italians are not frighted with fuch Bug-bears ; 
Prithee, go in. 
1 Arn. I am not well. 

Hip. Til make thee, 
I'll kifs thee well. 

Arn. I am not fick of that Sore. 

Hip. 
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Hip. Upon my Confcience, I muft ravifli thee, 
I (hall be famous for the firft Example : 
With this I'll tie ye firft, then try your Strength, Sir. 

Am. My Strength ? Away, bafe Woman, 1 abhor thee. 
I am not caught with Stales ; Difeafc dwell with thee ! [Ex. 

Hip. Are ye fo quick? And have I loft my Wi flies? 
Hoc, Zabulon \ my Servants' 

Enter Zabulon and Servants. 

Zab. Call'd yc, Madam ? 

Hip. Is all that Beauty fcorn'd, fo many fu'd for ; 
So many Princes ? By a Stranger too ? 
Muft I endure this ? 

Zab. Where's the Gentleman ? 

Hip. Go prefently, purfue the Stranger, Zabulon. 
He has broke from me, Jewels I have giv'n him : 
Charge him with Theft « He has ftol'n my Love, my Free- 
Draw him before the Governor, imprifon him ; [dom, 
Why doft thou ftay * 

Zab. I'll teach him a new Dance, 
For playing faft and loofe with fuch a Lady. 
Come, Fellows, come : I'll execute your Anger, 
And to the full. 

Hip. His Scorn (hall feel my Vengeance"—— [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Sulpitia, and Jaques. 

Sut. Shall I never fee a lufty Man again i 

Ja. Faith, Miftrefi, 
You do fo over-labour f em when you have 'em. 
And fo dry-founder 'em, they cannot laft. 

Sul. Where is the Frenchman ? 

J a. Alas, he's all to fitters, # . 

And lies, taking the height of his Fortune with a Syringe. 
He's chin'd, he's chin'd, good Man, he is a Mourner. 

Sul. What is become o' th* Dane ? 

Ja. Who? Goldy-locks? 

He's foul i*th* Touch-hole, and recoils again ; 

The main Spring's weaken'd that holds up his Cock, 

He lies at the Sign of the Sun, to be new breech'd. 

Sul. 
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( 34) Sul. The Rutcicr, too, 9 s gone. 

Ja> O, that was a brave JRalcal, 
He would labour like a Thralher. But, alas, 
What Thing can ever laft ? He has been ill mew'd, 
And drawn too foon ; I have fcen him in the Hofpital. 

Sul. There, was an Englifhman. 

Ja. Ay, there was an Engli/htnan ; 
You'll fcant find any now, to make that Name good. 
There were thofe Englijb, that were Men indeed, 
And would perform like Men 5 but now they are vanifh'd : 
They are (o tak^n up in their own Country, 
So beaten off their Speed by their own Women, 
When they come here, they draw their Legs like Hack- 
Drink, and their own Devices have undone 'em. [nies. 

SuL I mult have one that's ftrong, no Life in Lisbon elfe, 
Perfeffc and young : My Cuftom with ypung Ladies, 
And high-fed City- Dames, will fall, and break elfe. 
I want my felf too, in mine Age to nourifh me : 
They are all funk, I maintain'd : Nowi what's this Bufinefi? 
What goodly Fellow's that ? 

Enter Rutilio and Officers. 

Rut. Why do you drag me ? 
Pox o f your Juftice ! let me loofe. 

1 Offi. Not fo, Sir, 

Rut. Cannot a Man fall into one of your drunken Cellars, 
And venture the breaking on*s Neck, your Trap-doors 
But he muft be us'd thus rafcally ? [open, 

1 Offi. What made you wandring 
So latei'th' Night ? You know, that is Imprifonmerit. 

Rut. May be, Iwalk in my Sleep. 

Offi. May be, we'll wake ye. 
^hat made you wandring, Sir, into that Vault 
Where all the City Store, and the Munition lay ? 

.Rut. Ifellinto'tby Chance, I broke my Shins for't : 
Your Worships feel not that : I knock'd my Head 

(34) The Rutter, toa 9 is gane."] I fufpedt, this Word mould be 
Ruttier* which in French fignifies an old beaten Soldier. And they 
havea'Phrafe, Cift uu <vieux Rout tier, He's an old Dog at it ; mean- 
ing, 1 iuppofe, at the Game, that is here difcours'd of. . , 
* • Againft 
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Againft a hundred Pofts ; 'would, you had had it ! 
Cannot I break my Neck in my own Defence ? 

2 Offi. This will not ferve : You cannot put it off lb ; 
Your coming thither was to play the Villain, 
To fire the Powder, to blow up part o*th* City. 

Rut. Yes, with my Nofe : Why were the Trap- doors 
open ? 
Might not you fall, or you, had you gone that way ? 
I thought, your City had funk, 

1 Offi. You did your beft, Sir, 

We muft prefume, to help it into the Air, 
If you call that finking. We have told you,what*s the Law; 
He that is taken there, unlels a Magiftrate, 
And have Command in that Place, prefently, 
If there be nothing found apparent near him 
Worthy his Torture, or his prefent Death, . 
Muft either pay his Fine for his Prefumption, 
(Which*is nx hundred Duckets) or for fi* Years 
.Tug at an Oar i*ch* Gallies. Will ye walk, Sir ? 
For, we prefume, you cannot pay the Penalty. 
Rut. Row in the Gallies, after all this Mifchief ? 

2 Offi. May be, you were drunk 5 they'll keep you fober 
Rtft. Tug at an Oar ? You are not arrant Rafcals, [there. 

To catch me in a Pit-fall, and betray me ? 

Sul. A lufty- minded Man. 

Ja. A wondrous able. 

Sul. Pray, Gentlemen, allow me but that Liberty 
To fpeak a few words with your Prifoner, 
And I fhall thank you. 

1 Offi. Take your Pleafure, Lady. [ye, 

Sul. What would ye give that Woman, fliould redeem 
Redeem ye from this Slavery ? 

Rut. Befides my Service, 
I'd give her my whole felf, Pd be her Vaflal. 

Sul. She has Reafon to expeft as much, confidering 
The great Sum fhe pays for it, yet take Comfort * 
What ye fhall do to merit this, is eafy, 
And I will be the Woman fhall befriend ye \ 
Tis but to entertain fome handfome Ladies, 
And young fair Gentlewomen : You guels the way : 

Vol. II. E But 
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But giving of your Mind r— 

Rut. I am excellent at it : 
You canqot pick out fuch another living. 
I underftand ye: Is^t not thus? 

SuL Ye have it. 

Rut. Bring me a hundred of 'em : I'll difpatch 'em. 
I will be none but yours : Should another offer 
Another way to redeem me, I fhoyld fcorn it. 
What Women you fhall pleafc : I am monftrqus lufty : 
Not to be taken down : Would you have Children ? 
Til get y.ou thofe as faft, and thick as Flie-bJows. 

SuL I admire him ; wonder at hioji ! 

Rut. Hark ye, Lady, 
You may require fometimes 

SuL Ay, by my Faith. 

Rut. And you fha.ll have it by my Faith, and handfoqily : 
This old Cat will fuck fhrewdly : You have no Daughters? 
I fly at all : Now am I in my Kingdom. ♦ 

Tug at an Oar? No, tug in a Feather-bed, 
With good warm Caudles ; hang your Bread and Water.* 
I'll make you young again, believe th^t, Lady, 
I will fo frubbifh you. 

SuL Come, follow, Officers, 
This Gentleman is free: I'll pay the Duckets. [tub 

Rut. And when you catch me in your City-powdering- 
Again, boil me with Cabbage. 

i Offi. You are both warn'd and arm'd; Sir. {Exeunt. 

SCENE IV, 

Enter Leopold, Hippolyta, and Zenocia. 

Zen. Will your Ladyfhip wear this Dreffing? 

Hip. Leave thy prating : 
I care not what I wear. Zen. Yet 'tis my Duty 
To. know your Pleafure, and my worft,Affli6tion 
To fee you difcontented. 

Hip. Weeping too? 

Prithee, forgive me: I am much diftemper'd,' 

And fpeak I know not what: To make thee Amends, 

The Gown, that I wore yefterday, is thine ; 

Let 
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Let it alone awhile, Leop. Now you perceive. 

And tafte her Bounty. Zen. Much above my Merit. 

Leop. But have you not yet found a happy Time 
To move for me ? Zen. I have watch'd all Occafions, 
But, hitherto, without Succefs : Yet doubt not, 
But I'll embrace the firff Means! Leop. Do, and profper : 
Excellent Creature, whofe Perfections make 
Even Sorrow lovely, if your Frowns thus take me* 
What would your Smiles do? 

Hip. Pox o* this ftale Courtlhip ! 

If I have any Pow'r, ■ Leop. I am commanded j 

Obedience is the Lover's Sacrifice, 

Which I pay gladly. Hip. To be forced to woo, 

Being a Woman, cou'd not but torment me ; 

But bringing, for my Advocates, Youth and Beauty, 

Set off with Wealth, and then to be deny'd too, # 

Does comprehend all Tortures, They flatter'd me, 

That /aid my Looks were Charms, my Touches Fetters, 

My Locks foft Chains, to bind the Arms of Princes, . 

And make them, in that wifh'd-for Bondage, happy. 

I am, like others of a coarfer Feature, 

As weak t* allure, but in my Dotage, ftronger : 

1 am no Circe ; he, more than Ulyjfes^ 

Scorns all my offer'd Bounties, flights my Favours; 

(35) And, as I were fome new Egyptian^ flies me, 

Leaving no Pawn, but my own Shame behind him* 

But he fliall find, that, in my fell Revenge, 

I am a Woman : One, that never pardons 

The rude Contemner of her proffered Sweetnefi. 

Enter Zabulon* 

Zab. Madam, 'tis done. 

(35) And 9 as I were fame new Egyptian, flies me, 1 } This, cer« 
tainly, as both Mr. Seward and Mr. Sympfon hinted to me, alludes to 
the Story of Potipbar's Wife tempting the Patriarch Jofepb. The 
Circumftances, in the Verfes that follow, fix it down to this Story ; 
But be Jhallfind, that, in my fell Revenge, 
I am a Woman : One, that never pardons # 
The rude Contemner of ber proffered Sweetnefs. • 

For Potipbar's Wife, 'tis well known, foiling in her Defignof feducing 
Jofepb to Wantonnefs with her, accufed him to her Husband of an 
■Attempt upon her Chaftity, 

E 2 Hip. 
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Hip. What's done ? Zdb. Th* uncivil Stranger 
Is at ybur Suit arretted. Hip. *Tis well handled, 

Zab. And under Guard fent to the Governor, 
With whom my Tefliimony, and the Fayour 
He bears your Ladyfhip, have fo prevail'd, 
That he is fentenc*d. Hip. How ? Zab. To lofe his Head. 

Hip. Is that the Means to quench the fcorching Heat 
Of my inrag'd Defires ? Mult Iqnocence fuffer, 
'Caufe I am faulty ? Or is my Love fo fatal, 
That of Neceffity it muft deftroy 
The Obje<9t it moft longs for ? Dull Hippofyta^ 
To think that Injuries could make Way for Love, 
When Courtefies were delpis'd : That by his Death 
Thou fhould'ft gain that, which only thou cahft hope for 
While he is living: My Honour's at the Stake now^ 
And cannot be preferv'd, unjeft he perifli. 
The enjoying of the Thing 1 love, I ever 
Have priz'd above my Fame : Why doubt I now then ? 
One only Way is left me, to redeem all : | 

Make ready my Caroch. Leap. What will you, Madam ? 

Hip. And yet I am impatient of fuch Stay : 
Bind, up my Hair: Fie, fie, while that is doing 
The Law may feize his Life : Thus as I am then, 
Not like Hippofyta, but a Bacchanal* 
My frantick Love tranfports me. [Exit. 

Leap. Sure, file's diftrafted. 

Zab. Pray you, follow her : I will along with you : 
I more than guefs the Caufe : Women, that love, 
Are moft uncertain ; and one Minute crave, 
What in another they refufe to have. [Exe. 

SCENE V. 

Enter Clodio, and Charino. 

Clod. Affure thy felf, Cbarino, I am alterM 
From what I was ; the Tempefts, we have met with • 
In our uncertain Voyage, were fmooth Gales 
Compar'd to^hofe, the Memory of my Lulls • 
RLais'cf in my Confcience : And if e'er again 
I live to fee Zenocia, I will fue, 
And feek t* her as a Lover, and a Servant » 

And 
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And not command Affeftion, like a Tyrant. 

Char. In hearing this, you make me young again; 
. And Heav'n, it feems, favouring this good Change in you, 
In fetting of a Period to our Dangers, 
Gives us fair Hopes to find That here in Lisbon 
Which hitherto in vain we' long have fought for, • 
I have receiv'd aflur'd Intelligence, 
Such Strangers have been ken here : And though yet 
I cannot learn their Fortunes, nor the Place 
Of their Abode, I have a Soul prefages 
A fortunate Event here, 

Clod. There have pais'd. 
A mutual Enterchange of Courtefies 
Between me, and the Governor ; therefore boldly 
We may prefume of him, and of his Pow'r, 
If we find -Caufe to ufe them ; otherwife, 
I would not be known here ;. and thefq Difguifes 
Will keep us from Difcovery. 

Enter Manuel, Doffor, Arnoldo, and Guard. 

Char. What are thefe ? 

Clod. The Governor : With him my Rival, bound. 

Char. For certain, 'tis Arnoldo. Clod. Let's attend. 
What the Succefe will be. Man. Is't pofiible, 
There Ihould be hope of his Recovery, 
His Wounds fo many and fo deadly ? 

~Doft. So they appeared at firft, but the Blood ftop'd, 
His Trance forfook him, and, on better Search, 
We found they were not mortal 

Man. Ufe all Care 
Toperfedt this unhop'd-for Cure: That done, 
Propofe your own Rewards : And till you fhall 
Hear farther from me, for fbme Ends I have, 
Conceal it from his Mother. 

.Doff. We'll not fail, Sir. [Exit. 

Man. You ftill (land confident on your Innocence. 

Arn. It is my bed and laft Guard, which I will not 
Leave, to rely on your uncertain Mercy. 

E 3 Enter 
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Enter Hippolyta, Zabulon, Leopold, Zenoria, and 

ttvo Servants. 

Hip. Who bad you follow me ? Go home, and you, Sir, 
As you refpefl: me, go with her. 

Am: Zenocia! 
And in her Houfe a Servant ! 

Char. * Tis my Daughter. [Zen. pajfes. 

Clod. My Love ? Contain your Joy, obferve the Sequel. 

Man. Fye, Madam, how undecent 'tis for you, 
So far unlike your felf, to be fetn thus 
In th* open Streets? Why do you kneel? Pray you, rife; 
I am acquainted with the Wrong, and Lois 
You have fuftain'd, and the Delinquent now 
Stands ready for his Punifhment. 

Hip. Let it fallj Sir, 
On the Offender ; He is innocent, 
And moft unworthy of thefe Bonds he wears, 
But I made up of Guilt. 

Man. What ftrange Turn's this ? 

Leop. This was my Prifoner once. Hip. If Chaftity 
In a young Man, and tempted to the Height too, 
Did e'er deferve Reward, or Admiration, 
He juftly ipay claim both. Love to his Perfon 
(Or, if you pleafe, give it a fouler name) 
Compell'd me firft to train him to my Houfe ; 
AH Engines I rais'd there to fhake his Virtue, 
Which in th 5 Aflault were ufelefe; he, unmoved ftill, 
As if he had no Part of human Frailty, 
Againft the Nature of my Sex, almoft 
I plaid the Ravilher. You might have feen, 
In our Contention, young Apollo fly 
And Love-fick Daphne follow ; all Arts failing, 
By flight he won the Vi&ory, breaking from 
My fcorn'd Embraces : The Repulfe (in Women 
Unfuflerable) invited me to praaife 
A means to be reveng*d : And from this grew 
His Accufation, and the Abufc 
Of your ftill-equal Juftice : My Rage over, 
(Thank, Heav'n) though wanton, 1 found not my felf 

So 
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So Far engag'd to Hell, to profecute 
To th* Death what I had plotted ; for that Love, 
That made me firft defire him, then accufe him, 
Commands me with the Hazard of my felf 
Firft to entreat his Pardon, then acquit him. 

Man. Whatever you are, fo much I love your Virtue, 
That I defire your Friendfhip. Do you unloofe 
Him from thofeBonds,you are worthy of. Your Repentance 
Makes part of Satisfaction ; yet I muft 
Severely reprehend you, 

Lecp. I am made ' 
A Stale on all parts : But this Fellow fliall 
Pay dearly for her Favour. . 

Am. My Life's fo full 
Of various changes, that I now delpair 
Of any certain Port-, on* Trouble ending, 
A new, and worfe, fucceeds it : What lhould Zenocia 
Do in this Woman's Houfe ? Can Chaftity 
And hot Luft dwell together without Infedion ? 
I wou'd not he, or jealous, or fecure, 
Yet fomething muft be done, to found the Depth on't : 
That fhe lives, is my Blifs ; but living there, 
A Hell of Torments ; there's no Way to her 
In whom I live, but by this Door, through which 
To me 'tis Death to enter, yet I muft 
And wili make Trial. 

Man. Let me hear no more 
Of thefe Devices, Lady : This I pardon, 
And at your InterceJTion I forgive 
Your Instrument the Jew too : Get you home. 
The hundred thouland Crowns you lent the City, 
Towards the fetting forth of the laft Navy 
Bound for the Hands, was a Good then, which 
I balance with your 111 now. Char. Now, Sir, to him, 
You know, my Daughter needs it. 

Hip. Let me take 
A ferewel with mine Eye, Sir, though my Lip 
Be barr'd the Ceiemony, Courtefie, 
And Cuftom too, allows of. 

Am. Gentle Madam, 

E 4 I 
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I neither am fo cold, nor lb ill-bred, 

But that I dare receive it : You are unguarded, 

And let me tell you that I am afham'd 

Of my late Rudenefs, and would gladly therefore, 

If you pleafe to accept my ready Service, 

Wait on you to your Houfe. 

Hip Above my hope : 
Sir, if an Angel were to be my Convoy, 
He fliould not be more welcome, — Ex. Arn. and Hip. 

Clod. Now you know me. 

Man. Yes, Sir, and honour you : Ever remem bring 
Your many Bounties, being ambitious only 
To give you Caufe to lay, by fome one Service, 
That I am not ungrateful. 

Clod. *Tis now offend : 
1 have a Suit to you, and an eafy one, 
Which e'er long you (hall know. 

.Man. When you think fit, Sir, 
And then as a Command I will receive it ; 
Till when, moft welcome : You are welcome too, Sir, . 
'Tis fpoken from the Heart, and therefore needs not 
Much Proteftation : At your better Leifure 
I will enquire the Caufe that brought you hither : ' 
l'th* mean time ferve you. 

Clod. You out-do me, Sir. [Exeunt. 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 

Enter Duarte, and Doft$r. 

Dua. 'Vf O U have beftow'd on me a ftcond Life, . 

*■ For which I live your Creature, and have bet- 

What Nature fram'd unperfeft ; my firft Being [tertf 

Infolent Pride made monftrous ; but this latter, 

In learning me to know my felf, hath taught me 

Not to wrong others. 

Doff. Then we live indeed, 

When we can go to Reft without Alarm 

Giv'n ev*ry minute to a Guilt-fick Conference 

J To 
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To keep us waking ; and rife in the Morning 
Secure in being innocent : But when, 
In the Remembrance of our worier Aftions, 
We ever bear about us Whips and Furies, 
To make the Day a Night of Sorrow to us, 
Even Life's a burthen. 

Dua, I have found and felt it ; 
But will endeavour, having firft made Peace 
With thofe inteftine Enemies, my rude Paftions, 
To be lb with Mankind : But, worthy Doctor, 
Pray, if you can, refolve me ; was the Gentleman, 
That left me dead, e'er brought unto his Trial ? 

DoS. Nor known, nor apprehended. 

Du<{. That's my Grief. 

Do£i. Why, do you wifh he had been punifh'd ? Dua. No. 
The Stream of my fwoin Sorrow runs not that way : 
For could I find him, as I vow to Heatf'n 
It fhaU be my firft Care to feek him our, 
I would with Thanks acknowledge that his Sword, 
In opening my Veins, which proud Blood poifon'd, 
Gave the firft Symptoms of true Health. . 

Doff. 'Tis in you. 
A Chriftian Refolution : That you live 
Is by the Governor's, your Uncle's, Charge 
As yet conceal'd. And though a Son's Lofi never 
Was folemniz'd with more Tears of true Sorrow, 
Than have been paid by your unequal'd Mother 
For your fappofed Death, (he's not acquainted 
With your Recovery, 

Dua. For fome few days, 
Pray, let her fo continue : Thus difguis'd, 
I may abroad unknown. Doft. Without Sufpicion, 
Of being difcover'd (36) Dua. I am confident, 
No Moifture fooner dries than Womens Tears, 
And therefore, though I know my Mother virtuous, 
Yet being one of that frail Sex, I purpofe 

(36) ■ ■ / am confident^ 

No Moifture fooner dies than Womens Tears ; } Moifture dying 
is ftark Nonfenfe j the Infertion of a fingle Letter gives the true 
Senfe, dries. Mr. Sympfon. 

Her 
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Her farther Trial, Dfift. That as you think fit 

— Pll not betray you. Dua. To find out this Stranger, 

This true Phyfician of my Mind and Manners 

Were fuch a Bleffing. — He feem'd poor, and may, 

Perhaps, be now io Want 5 wou'd I cou'd find him J 

The Inns Pll fearch firft, then the publick Stews j 

He was of Italy ', and that Country breeds not 

Precifians that way, but hot Libertines \ 

And fuch the moft are : 'tis but a little Travel : 

I am unfurnilh'd too ; pray, Mr. Do&or, 

Can yQu fupply me ? 

Doft. With what Sum you pleafe. 

Dua. I will not be long abfent. 

Doff. That I wifh too ; 
For till you have mors. Strength, I would not have* you 
To be too bold. . . 

Dua. Fear not, I will be careful, [Exeunt. 

Enter Leopold, Zabulon, and Bravo. 

Zab. I have brought him, Sir % a Fellow that will do it, 
Though Hell ftpod in Jiis way 5 ever provided, 
You pay him fort. Leop. He has a ftrange Afpedt, 
And looks much like the figure of a Hang- man / 
In a Table of the Paflion. Zab. He tranfcends 
All Precedents, believe if ; a flelh'd Ruffian,. 
That hath fo often taken the Strappado, 
That 'tis to him but as a lofty Trick 
Is to a Tumbler t He hath perus'd too 
All Dungeons in Portugal, thrice fev'n Years 
Row'd in the Gallies for three fcveral Murthers ; 
Though, I prefume, that he has done a hundred, 
And fcapM unpunifh'd. Leop. He is much in debt to you, 
(37) You fet him offfo well. What will you take, Sir, 
To beat a Fellow for me, that has wrong'd me ? 

Bra. To beat him, fey you ? 

(37) ■ ■■■ What will you take, Sir, 

To beat a Fellow for me, that thus wrong'd mef] Thus 
wrong'd me ? The Nature and Quality of the Wrong are not in one 
Syllable premised. The Poets certainly wrote, that has wrong'd 
me. t Mr, Sympfon. 

Leop. 
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Le&p. Yes, beat him to Lamenefs, 
To cut his Lips or Nofe off; any thing, 
That may disfigure him. Bra. Let me confider ? 
Five hundred Piftolets for fuch a Service ~ 
I think were no dear Penhiworth. Zab. Five hundred ! 
Why there are of your Brother- hood in the City, 
I'll undertake, Ihall kill a Man for twenty. 

Bra. Kill him ? I think fo ; I'll kill any Man 
For half the Money, 

Leap: And will you ask more 
For a found Beating than a Murther ? 

Bra. Ay, Sir, 
And with good Reafon 5 for a Dog that's dead. 
The Spanifh Proverb fays, will never bite : 
But'fhould I beat or hurt him only, Jie may 
Recover, and kill jne. 

Leop. A good Conclgfion ; 
The Obduracy of this Rafcal makes me tender. 
I'll run fome other Courfe, there's your Reward 
Without the Employment. 

Bra. For that, as you pleale, Sir ; 
When you have Need to kill a Man, pray ufe me, 
But I am out at beating. fixif. 

Zab. What's to be done then ? 

Leap. I'll tell thee, Zakub# 9 and make thee privy 
To my moft near Defigns : This Stranger, which 
Hippolyta fo dotes on, wa$ my Prifoner 
When the laft Vifgifl, I beftowM upon her, 
Was made my Pri^e j how he efcap'd, hereafter 
I'll let thee know 5 and it may be, the Love 
He bears the Servant, makes him fcorn the Miftrefe. 

Zab, Tis not unlike ; for. the firft time he law her 
His looks exprefs'd fo much, and, for my Proof, 
Since he came to my Lady's Houfe, though yet . 
He- never knew her, he hath practis'd.with me 
To help him to a Conference, without 
The Knowledge of Hippotytck\ which I promis'd. 

Leop. And by all means perform it far their Meeting, 
But work it fo, that my difdainful Miftrefe 
(Whom, notwithftanding all her Injuries, 

'Tis 


60 The Cuftotn of the Country. 

'Tis my hard fate to Jove) may fee and hear them. 

Zab. To wh*it end, Sir ? 

Leap. This, Zabulon : When Ihe fees 
Who is her Rival, and her Lover's Bafenefs 
To leave a Princefe for her Bond-woman, 
The Sight will make her fcora, what now ihe dotes on : 
I'll double thy Reward. 

Zab. You are like to fpeed then : 
For, I confefs, what you will foon believe, 
We ferve them beft that are moft apt to give. • 
For you, I'll place you where you fhall fee all, 
And yet be unobferv'd. Leop. That I defiretoo. [Em. 

Enter Arnoldo. 

Am. I cannot fee her yet ; How it afflidls me, . 
The Poifon of this Place fhould mix it felf [manded, 
With her pure Thoughts! 'Twas She that was com- 
Or my Eyes fail'd me grofly ; that Youth, that Face, 
And all that noble Sweetnefs. May (he not live here, 
And yet be horieft ftill ? 

, Enter Zenocia. 

Zen. It is Amoldo, 
From all his Dangers free 5 Forturte, I blefs thee. 
My noble Husband ! how my Joy fwells'in me ! 
But why in this Place? what Buiinefshath he here ? 
He cannot hear of me, 1 am noS known here. 
I left him virtuous ; how I.fhake to think now ? 
And how that Joy, I had, cools, and forfakes me 2 

Enter above Hippolyta, and Zabulon. 

This Lady is but fair, I have been .thought fb, 
Without Compare admir'd ; She has bewitch'd him, 
And he forjgot -— 

Am. 'Tis fhe again, the fame — 
The fame Zenocia. Zab. There they are together. -— 
Now you may mark *em. 

Hip. Peace, and let 'em parley. 

Am. That you are well, Zenocia^ and once more 
Blefs my defpairing Eyes with yourwifli'd Pretence, 
I thank the Gods ; but that I meet you here-— 

Hip. 
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Hip. They .are acquainted. 
Zab. T found that Secret, Madam, 
When you commanded her go home : Pray, hear *em. 
Zen. That you do meet me here, ne'er blufh, Arnold*. 

(38) Your Coming comes too late : I am a Woman, 
One Woman with another may be trufted ; 

Do you fear the Houfe ?• 

Arn. More than « Fear, I know it ; 
Know it not good, not honeft. 

Zen. What do you here then ? 
Pthi Name of Virtue, why do you approach it f 
Will you confefs the Doubt, and yet purfue it ? 
Where have your Ej^es been wandring, my Arnold* t 
What Conftancy, what Faith, do you call this ? Fie, 
Aim at one wanton Mark, and wound another ? 
I do confefs, the Lady fair, mod beauteous, 

Leopold places bimfelf unfeen belov$. 
And abJe to betray a ftrong Man's Liberty, 
But^ou, that have a Love, a Wife —you do well 
To deal thus wifely with me : Yet, Arnoldo, 
Since you are pleas'd to ftudy a new Beauty, 
And think this old and ill, beaten with Mifery,' 

(39) Study a nobler way, for Shame, to leave me; 
Wrong not her Honefty — 

Arn. You have confirm'd me. [der you, 

Zen. Who though fhe be your Wife, will never hin- 
So much I reft a Servant to your Wifhes, 
And love your Loves, though they be my Deftrudions. 
No Man (hall know me, not the fnare I have in thee, 
No Eye fufpeft I am able to prevent you, 
For fince I am a Slave to this great Lady, 

(38) Tour Coming comes too late:] I have not ventured to dif- 
turb the Text, tho 9 , I indeed, fufpeft Coming comes not to be ge- 
nuine. I believe, the Authors wrote i 

Tour Coining comes too late: 
i. e. your Fallacy, your Diffimulation : for fhe was jealous in feeing 
Arnolio at Hippojyta** Houfe; 

(39) Study a nobler way fir Shame to love »/.] A nobler way to 
kve her, when She fufpe&ed that he had ceas'd to love her at all r We 
mult read, to lefeve me. The foregoing Lines fufficiently evince the 
Genuinencfs of this Emendation. Mr. Seward. 

Whom 
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Whom I perceive you follow- 

Arn. Be not blinded, 

Zen. Fortune fell make me ufeful to your Service, 
I will /peak for you. 

Arn. Speak for me ? you wrong me. 

Zen. I will endeavour all the Ways I am able 
To make her think well of you.j will that pleafe ? 
To make her dote upon you, dote tq, Madnefc, 
So far, againft my felf, I wiljobey you. 
But when that's done, and I have fhew'd this Duty, 
This great Obedience, few w;ll buy't at my Price, 
Thus will I fhake Hapds with you ; wifli you well, * 
But never fee you more, nor receive*Comfort 
From any thing, Arnoldo. 

Arn. You are too tender •, 
I neither doubt yoy, nor defire longer 
To* be a Man, and live, than i am honed 
And only yours ; our infinite Affedtions 
Abused us both. # 

Zab. Where are your Favours now ? 
The Courtefies you (bew'd this Stranger, Madam ? 

Hip. Have I now found the Caufe? 

Zab. Attend it further. 

Zen. Did fhe invite you, do you fay ? 

Arn. Moft cunningly, 
And with a Preparation of that State 
I was brought in and welcom'd" . . 

Zen. Seem'd to love you ? 

Arn. Moft infinitely, at firft fight, moft dotingly. 

Zen t She is a good Lady. 

Arn. Wondrous handfome: 
At firft view, being taken unprepared, 
Your Memory not prefent then to affift me, 
She feem'd fo glorious fweet, and fo far ftir'd me * 
Nay, be not jealous, there's no harm done. Zen. Prithee— 
Did'ft thou not kifs, Arnoldo ? Arn. Yes, faith, did I. 

Zen. And then— -r- Arn. I durft not, did not— 

Zen, I forgive you, 
Come, tell the Truth. Arn. May be, I by with her. 

ffip. lie mocks me too, moft bafely . Zen. Did ye, faith i 

Did 
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Did ye forget fo far ? 

Am. Come, come,' no weeping ; 
I would have lyen fir.ft in my Grave, believe that. 
Why will you ask thofe Things you wou'd not hear ? 
She's too intemperate to betray my Virtues, 
# Too openly lafcivious : Had fhe dealt 
But with that feeming Modefty fhe might, 
And flung a little Art upon her Ardor,' 
But 'twas forgot, and I forgot tQ like her, 
And glad I was deceiv'd. No, my Zenocia, 
My firft Love here begun, refts here uoreapt yet, 
Arid here for ever. Zen. You have made me happy, 
Even in the midft of Bondage blcft. Zab. You fee now, 
What Rubs are in jpur way. 

Hip. And quickly, Zabulon, 
I'll root 'cm out.—- Be fure, you do this prefently. 

Zab. Do not you alter then. 

Hip. Vm refolutc. [Exit. Zabulon. 

Am. To fee you only I came hither laft, 
Drawn by no Love of hers, nor .bafe Allurements, 
For,^ by this holy Light, I hate her heartily. 
. L'eop. I am glad of that, you have fav'd me fo much 
An4 16 much Fear,~ . [Vengeance 

From this Hour fair befall you ! 

Arn. Some means I fhall make fhortly to redeem you, 
'Till when, obferye her well, and fit her Temper, . 
Only her Lull contemn. Zen. When fhall 1 fee you ? 

Am. I will live hereabouts ; and bear her fair ftill, 
'Till I can find a fit Hour to redeem you. 

Hip. Shut all the Doors. Arn. Who's that? 

Zen. We are betray'd, 
The Lady of the Houfe has heard our Parly, 
Seen us, and feen our Loves. 

Hip. You courteous Galknt, 
You, that fcorn all I can beftow, that laugh at 
Th* Afflictions, and the Groans J fufier for you, 
That flight and jeer my Love, contemn the Fortune 
My Favours can fling on you, . have I caught you ? 
Have I now found the Caufe ye fool my Wiflies ? 
Is mine own Slave, my Bane ? I nourifh that, 

That 
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That fucks up my Content. I'll pray no more, 
Nor woo no more ; thou Ihalt fee, foolifh Man, 
And, to thy bitter Pain and Anguifh, look on 
The Vengeance I fhall take, provok'd and flighted ; 
Redeem her then, and fteal her hence. Ho, Zabulon, 
Now to your Work. . 

* ♦ 

Enter Zabulon, and Servants* fome holding Arnoldo, fime 
ready with a Cord to Jlrangk Zenocia. 

Arn. Lady, but hear me fpeak firft, * 
As you have Pity. 

Hip. I have none. You taught me, 
When I ev'n hung about your Nepk, you fcorn'd me, 

Zab. Shall we pluck yet? # 

Hip. No ? hold a little, Zabulon •, 
I'll pluck his Heart- ftrings firft: Now am I worthy 
A little of your Love ? 

Am. PI1 be your Servant, 
Command me through what Danger you fhall aim at, 
Let it be Death. Hip. Be fure, Sir, I fhall fit you. 
* (40) Arn. But fpare this Virgin. 

Hip. I would fpare that Villain, m 
Had cut my Father's Throat, firft. Am. Bounteous Lady, 
If in your Sex there be that noble Softnels, 
That Tendernefi of Heart, Women are crown'd for— 

Zen. Kneel not, ArnoUoy do her not that Honour, 
She is not worthy fuch Submiflion 5 
I fcorn a Life depends upon her Pity. 
Proud Woman, do thy worft, and arm thy Anger 
With Thoughts as black as Hell, as hot and bloody, 
I bring a Patience here, fhall make 'em blufh, 
An Innocence, fhall outlook thee, and Death too. 

Arn. Make me your Slave, I give my Freedom to ye, 
For ever to be fetter'd to your Service j 
'Twas I offended, be not fo unjuft then, 
To ftrike the Innocent ; this gende Maid 

s 1 ^ . Never 

(40) But ftan this Virgin, 

Hip. / would /part that Villain firft, 

Had cut my Fathers throat.] The Metre here is fo defective, 
that theTranfpofition, and Correftion in the Pointing, which I h&ve 
made, feem abfolutely ncceffary. 
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Never intended Fear and Doubt againft you : 
She is your Servant, pay not her Obfervance 
With cruej Looks, her duteous Faith with Death. 

Hip. Am I fair now? now ami worth your Liking? 

Zen. Not fair, hot to be liked, thou glorious Devil, 
Thou varnifht piece of Luft, thou painted Fury ! 

Arn. Speak gently, Sweet, fpeak gently. 

Zen. TU fpeak nobly. 
'Tis not the faving of a Ljfe I aim at : 
Mark me, lafcivious Woman, mark me truly, 
And then confider, how I weigh thy Anger. 
Life is no longer mine, nor dear unto me, 
Than ufeful to his Honour I preferve it. 
If thou hadft ftudied all the Courtefies 
Humanity and noble Blood are link'd to, 
Thou cou'dft not have propounded fuch a Benefit, 
Nor heap'd upon me fuch unlook'd-for Honour 
As dying for his lake, to be his Martyr ; 
'Tis fucji a Grace. 

Hip. You fhall not want that Favour, 
And let your Bones work Miracles. 

Arn. Dear Lady, 
By thole fair Eyes — 

Hip. There is but this Way left ye 
To fave her Life.' * Arn. Speak it, and I embrace it. 

Hip. Come to my private Chamber prefently, 
And there, what Love and I command — Arn. I'll do it. 
Be comforted, Zenocia. Zen. Do not do this 
To lave me, do not lofe your felf, I charge you ; 
I charge you by your Love, that Love you bear me 5 
That Love, that conftant Love you have twin'd to me, 
By all your Protaifes, (take Heed, you keep ?cm,) 
Now is your conftant Trial. If thou doft this, 
Or mov'ft one Foot, to guide thee to her Luft, 
My Curies and eternal Hate purfue thee. 
Redeem me at the bafe Price of Difloyalty ? 
Muft my undoubted Honefty be thy Bawd too ? 
Go, and in twine thy felf about that Body; 
Tell her, for my Life thou haft loft thine Honour, 
Pull f d all thy Vows from Heav'n j bafcly, moft bafely, 

Vol. II. F Stoop'd 
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Stoop'd to the fertile Flames of that foul Woman, 
To add an Hour to me that hate thee for it, 
Know thee not again, nor name thee for a Husband. 

Am. What (hall I do to lave her ? 

Hip. How now, what Hafte there ? 

Enter a Servant. 

Ser. The Governor, attended with (bme Geqdemen, 
Are newly entred, to fpeak with your Ladyfhip. 

Hip. Pox o* their Bufinefs P reprieve her for thisHour, 
I (hall have other Time. 

Am. Now, Fortune, help us! 

Hip. I'll meet 'em prefently : Retire awhile all. {Exeunt. 

Zab. You rife to Day upon your right fide, Lady. 
You know the Danger top, and may prevent it. 
And if you fuffer her to perifli thus, 
(As (he muft do, and fuddenly, believe it, 
Unlels you (land her Friepd ;) you know the way on't ; 
I guefs, you poorly love her, lefi your Fortune. 
Let her know nothing, and perform this Matter, 
There are Hours ordain'd for fever^l Bufinefifes, 
You underftand" 

Am. I underftand you Bawd, Sir, 
And fuch a Counfellor 1 never car'd for. 

Enter the Governor* Clodio, Leopold, Charino and 
Attendants at one Door, Hippoly ta at the other. 

Hip. Your Lordlhip does me Honour. 

Gov. Fair Hippofyta, 
I am come to eaie you of a Charge. 

Hip. I keep none 
I count a Burthen, Sir: and yet I lie too. 

Gov. Which is the Maid ? is (he here ? 

Clod. Yes, Sir, 
This is (he, this is Zenocia 9 
The very fame I fued to your Lortffliip for. 

Zen. Clodio again ? more Mifery ? more Ruin ? 
Under what angry Star is my Life govem'd ? [Woman, 

Gov. Come nither, Maid, you are once more 3 free 
Here I difcharge your Bonds. 

Am. 
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Jrn. Another Smile, 
Another Trick of Fortune to betray us ! 

Hip. Why does your Lordfhip ufe me Co unnobly ? 
Againft my Will to take away my Bond-woman ? 

Gov. She was no lawful Prize, therefore no Bond-woman : 
She's of that Country we hold Frieqdfhip with, 
And ever did ; and therefore to be us'd 
With Entertainment, fair and courteous. 
The Breach of League in. us gives foul Example, 
Therefore you mult be pleas'd to think this honcft ; 
Did you know what (he was ? 

Leop. Not 'till this Inftant ; 
For had I known her, fhe had been no Prifoner. [now, 

•Gov.- There, take the Maid, fhe's at her own Diipofe 
And if there be aught elfe to do your Honour 
Any poor Service m— 

Clod. I am vow'd your Servant. 

Arn. Your Father's here too, that's our only Comfort^ 
And in a Country now we ftand free People, 
Where Clodio has no Power, be comforted. 

Zen. I fear fome Trick yet 

Arn. Be not fo deje&ed. 

Gov. You muft not be difpleas'd ; fo, farewel, Lady* 
Come, Gentlemen ; Captain, you muft with me too, 
I have a little Bufinefs. 

Leop. I attend your Lordfliip : 
Now my Way's free, and my Hope's Lord again* 

[Exeunt all but Hip. and Zab* 

Htp. D'ye jeer me now ye are going ? 
I may live yet ■ to make you howl both. 

Zab. You might have done 5 you had Power then, 
But now the Chains are off, the Command loft, 
And fuch a Story they will make of this 
To feugh out lazy Time, ■ 

Hip. No Means yet left me ? 
For now I burft with Anger : None to fatisfy me ? 
No Comfort ? no Revenge ? 

Zab. Ydu fpeak too late ; 
You might have had all thefe, your ufeful Servants, 

F 2 Hail 
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(4 1 ) Had you been wife, and fudden : What Pow'r, or Will, 
Over her Beauty have you now, by Violence 
To conftrain his Love ? (he is as free as you are, * 
And no Law can impeach her Liberty, . 
And while fhe's fo, Arnoldo will defpife you. ^ 

Hip. Either my Love or Anger muft be fatisfied, 
Or I muft die. 

Zab. I have a Way wouM do it^ 
Wou'd do it yet, protect me from the Law. 

Hip. From any thing ; thou know'ft, what Power I have, 
What Money, and what Friends. 

Zab. *Tis a devilifli one : 
But fuch muft now be us'd : Walk in, Fll tell you ; 
And, if you like it, if the Devil can do any thing— 

Hip. Devil, or what thou wilt, lb I be fatisfied. [Ex. 

Enter Sulpitia, and Jaques. 

Sul This is the rareft and the luftieft Fellow, 
And fo beftirs himfel f 

Ja. Give him Breath, Miftrefs, 
You'll melt him elfc.. 

■ Sul He does perform fuch Wonders ; * 
The Women are mad on him. 

Ja. Give him Breath, I fay ; 
The Man is but a Man, he muft have Breath. 

(42) Sul How many had he yefterday ? 

Ja. 

(41) — _— Wbat Power, or Will 

Over her Beauty have you now ? By Violence 

To conftrain bis Love ;] The falfe Pun&uation here, thro' all 
the Editions, has quite overthrown the Senfe. My Regulation, I 
hope, has reflor'd it. To conftrain bis Love, in Point of Em p bafts , 
to be fare, is no harmonious Beginning of a Verfe : But it is toi>e ob- 
ferv'd, that it was a Licence in the Dramatick Poets, contemporary 
with our Authors, to liquidate, and melt % a Syllable fo in Pronun- 
ciation, that a Redundancy might not appear to the Audience* 

(42) Hoiv many bad be yefterday ? 
And t bey paid bravely too. 

Ja. About Fourteen."} The neceffary Tranfpofition here is fo felf- 
evident, that it wants no Note in Confirmation. The Metre is lame 
ami defective ; and Sulpitia is made to fay what belongs to Jaques, 
which quite deftroys the Senfe. I decline ikying more upon this 

Occanofl 
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Ja. About fourteen, and they paid bravely too: . 
But (till I cry, give Breath, fpare him, and have him* 

Sul. Five Dames to Day ; this was but a fmall Stage, 
He may endure five more. 

Ja. Breath, Breath, I cry (till ; 
Body o*me, give Breath ; the Man's a loft Man el(e\ . 
Feed hin^ and give him Breath. • . 

Enter two Gentlewomen. 

Sul. Welcome, Gentlewomen, 
You're very welcome. (Fellow 

1 Gen. We hear you have a lufty and well-complexion'd 
That does rare Tricks % my Sifter, and my felf here, 
Would trifle out an Hour or two, (b pleafe you. 

Sul. Jaquesy conduft 'em in. 

Both. There's for your Courtefy. [£#. Jaq. and Gent. 

Sul. Good Pay (till, good round Pay, this happy Fellow 
Will fet me up again ; he brings in Gold 
Fatter than I have Leifure to receive it; 
O, that his Body were not Flefli and fading; 
But I'll fo pap him up— -Nothing too dear for him ; 
What a fweet Scent he has ? — Now, what News, Jaques ? 

Ja. He cannot lafti I pity the poor Man, 
I fuffer for him ; two Coaches of young City Dames, 
And they drive as the Devil were in the Wheels, 
Are ready now to enter : And behind thefe 
An old dead-palfied Lady in a Litter, 
And (he makes all the hafte (he can : The Man's loft, 
You may gather up his dry Bones to make Nine-pins, 
But for his Flefli- 

Sul. Thefe are but eafy Labours ; 
Yet, for, I know, he muft have Reft— — 

Ja. .He muft • 

You'll beat him off his Legs elfe prefcntly. 

Sul. Go in, and bid him pleafe nimfelf, I'm pleas'd too : 

Occafion, bccaufe, as the Subject is not a 'little diflblute, fudet bis 
Nequitiis imptorari. A proper Regard to Decency is a Refpeft due 
to the Readers ; and an Editor ever ought to blufh, Vvhen he takes a 
voluntary Liberty of offending them. 

F 3 . . To- 


7© The Cuftotn of the Country. 

To-morrow's a new Day ; but, if he tan, 

I would have him take fome Pity o'th* old Lady. 

Alas! 'tis Charity. ' 

Ja. I'll tell him all this, ... 

And if he be not too Fool-hardy. 

• *' . Enter Zabulon. 

■ 

. Sul. How now? * 

What News with you ? 

Zab. You muft prefently 
Shew all the Art you have, and for my Lady. • 

Sul. She may command. 

Zab. You mull not dream nor trifle. 

Sul. Which way ? 

Zab. A Spell yob muft prepare, a powerful one, 
Perufe but thefe Directions, you fhall find all ; 
There is the Pi&ure too, be quick and faithful, 
And do it with that Strength— —when 'tis performed, 
Pitch your Reward at what you pleafe, you have it. 

Sul I'll do my beft, and fuddenly : But hark ye, 
v Will you nevfer Jie at home again ? 

Zab. Excule me, 
I have too much Bufinefe yet. • 

Sul I am right glad on't. 

Zab. Think on your Bufmefs \ fo, farewel. 

Sul. Y\\ do it. 

Zab. Within this Hour P1I vifit you again, 
And give you greater Lights. Sul I fhall obferve ye; 
This brings a brave Reward, bravely PU do it. 
And all the hidden Art I have, .exprefe in't. • 

[Exeunt at both Doors \ 

Enter Rutilio with a Night -cap. 

Rut. Now do I look as if 1 were Crow-trodden, 
Fie, hoy my Hams fhrink under me! O me, 
I am broken- winded too *, is this a Life? 
Is. this the Recreatipn I have aim'd at ? 
I had a Body once, a handfome Body, 
And whole&me too. Now I appear like a Rafcal, 

Jjhat had been hung a Year or two in Gibbets, 
ye, how I faint ! Women ? keep me from Women ; 

■ Place 


i 
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» * 

Place me before a Cannon, 'tis a Pleafufe j 

Stretch, me upon a Rack,, a Recreation ; *. 

But Women ? Women ? O the Devil ! Women ? 

Curtius's Gttff was never half fo dahgerous. • ' 

Is there fto rtay to find tte Trap-door again,' 

And fall into the Cellar ? and be taken ? . . 

No lucky. Fortune to dirett me that way ?• 

No Gatfies to be got, nor yet no Gallows? 

For I fear nothing now,* no earthly thing 

But thefe unfatisfied Men-leechdi, Women; 

How devifilhly my Bones ake ! 6 the old Lady ! 

I have a kind of Waiting- woman lies crofs my Back too, 

'how fhe flings ! No Treafon to deliver me ? 
Now, what are you? do you mock me ? 

Enter three, with Night-taps, very faint fy.- 

i. No, Sir, no, 
We were your Predeceflbrs in this place. # 

2. And come to fee how you bear Up. 

Rut. Good Gentlemen ; 
You feem to have a fnuffling in your head, Sif i 
A parlous fnuffling \ but this fame dampifh Air—* * 

2. A dam pi fh Air, indeed. 
Rut. Blow your Face tenderly, 

Your Nofe will ne'er endure it : Mercy o* me* 
What are Men chang'd to here ? Is my Nofe faft yet ? « 
Methinks, it (hakes, i'th* Hilts : Pray, tell me, Gentlemen, 
How long is't fmce you flourifh'd here ? 

3 . Not long fmce. 

gut. Move your felf eafilys I fee, you are tender j 
Not long endured. 

2. The Labour was fo much, Sir, 
And fo few to perform it-— 

Rut. Muft f come to this? 
And draw my Legs after me, like a lam* Dttg ? 

1 cannot run away, I am too feeble : 

Will you fue for this Place again, Gentlemen ? 
f . No, truly, Sir, the Place has been too Wartn For our 

Complexions. 
2. ^/c have enough on't ; reft you merry, Sirs 

* F 4 . W. 
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We came but to congratulate your ^Fortune, 
You have abundance. 

g. Bear your Fortune foberly, 
And fo we leave you to the next fair Lady. [/?#• the three. 

Rut. Stay but a little, and I'll meet you, Gentlemen, 
At jhe next Hofpital : There's ho living thus, 
Nor am I abfe to endure it longer ; 
(43) With all the Helps and Heats that can be given me, 
I am at my Trot already : They are fair and young 
Mod of the Women that repair unto me, 
But they (lick on like Burs -, fhake me, like Feathers'. 

Enter Sulpitia* 

More Women yet ? 'Wou'd I were honeftly married 
To any thing that had but half a Face, 
And not a Groat to keep her, nor a Smock j 
That I might be civilly merry when I pleas'd, 
Rather than»labouring in thefe Falling- mills. 

Sul By this, the Spell begins to work : You are lufty, 
I fee, you bear up bravely yet. * 

Rut. Do you hear, Lady, 
Do not make a Game-bear of me, to play me hourly, 
And fling on all your Whelps 5 it will not hold ; 
Play me with fome Difcretion j tp day, one Courfe y 
And, two days hence, another. 
* Sul. If you be fo angry, 
Pay back the Money b redeemed you at 
And take your Courfe, I can have Men enough : . [ther, 
You have coft me a hundred Crowns finoc you came hi- 
In Broths and ftrengthntog Caudles ; till you do pay.irie, 
If you will eat and live, you (hall endeavour, 
I'll chain you to't elfe. 

(43) With all the Helps and Heats that can he given me 9 . 

&m a* my Trot already.} The firfl Line here would be very 
obfcure, and the Text to be very much fufpe&ed, but for the fob- 
fequent One ; from which, I think, the Allufion is plainly to the 
Managery of Horfes. It is the. Duty of a Groom to give his Horfcs 
H<aU % (1. f. to, pace 'em out in a Morning) leaft they ftiould grow 
reftive and fhort-winded. This Rut Hi complains to be his Cafe, he is 
» quite broken-winded, beaten pff his Speed, is reduced to a Tr**» aW * 
paft ajl Power of galloping. » , 
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Rut. Make me'a Dog-kennel, 
I'll keep your Houfe and bark, and feed on bare Bones, 
And be whipt out o* Doors, do you mark me? whipt : 
TJl eat old Shoes; 

2fr/ir . Duarte. 

• * * 

Dua. In this Houfe I am told 
There is a Stranger, of a goodly Perfon. . 
And fuch a-One there was j if I could fee him, 
I yet remember him. # 

Sul. Your bufinefs, Sir, 
If it be for a Woman, ye are cozen'd, 
I keep none here. . [£*//• 

• Dua. Certain, this is the Gentleman ; 
The very fame. 

Rut. 'Death! If I had but Money, 
Or, any Friend to bring me from this Bondage, 
Pd tbrafh, fet up a CoblerVfhop, keep Hogs, 
And feed with 'em, fell Tinder-boxes, 
And Knights of Gingerbread j thatch for three . 
Halfpence a Day, and think it Lordly, . 
From this bafe Stallion-trade : Why does he eye me, 
Eye me fb narrowly ? 

Dua. It feems, you are troubled, Sir j 
I heard you fpeak of Want. 

Rut. *Tis better hearing 
Far, than relieving, Sir. Dua. I do not think fo, 
You know me not. Rut. Not yet, that I remember. 

Dua. You fhall, and for your Friend : I am beholding to 
Greatly beholding, Sir; if you remember, [y^t 

JYou fought with fuch a Man, they calPd Duarte, 
A proud diftemper'd Man : He was my Enemy, 
My mortal Foe, you flew him fairly, nobly. 

Rut. Speak foftly, Sir, you do not ;nean to betray mc. 
I wifh'd the Gallows, now th'are coming fairly," 

Dua. Be confident, fey, as I live, I love you, 
And now you fhall perceive it : For that Service, 
Me, and my Purfe command : There, take it to ye, 
*Tis Gold, and no fmall §um, a thoufand Duckets •, 
Supply your Want, 

.. • Rut. 
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Rut. But do you do this faithfully r 
. Dua. If *I meai* ill, (pit in my Face* and kick.me: 
Ii> what clfe may I ferve.yot** Sir *- 

Rut. I thank you, 
This is as ftrange to me as Knights' Adventures/ 
I have a Projedt, 'tis -ah honeft one, J 

And now Til tempt my Fortune, 

Dua. Truft me with 'it.; ' "" . 

Rut. You are lo good and honeft, I mul^ truft ye; 
*Tis but to carry a Xetter to a Lady, 
That fav'd my Life once. . 

Dua. That will be moft thankful, 
I jviH do't with all Care, 

Rut. Where are yoifc White r broth ? [Enter Sul. 

Now, lufty Blood, come in, and tell your Money : 
*Tis ready here, no Threats, nor ho Orations, 
Nor Prayers now. 

Sul. You do not mean to leave me ? 

Rut. I'll live in Hell fooner than here, and cooler. 
Come quickly, come, difpatch, this Air's unwholfome: 
Quick'ly, good Lady, quickly to't. 

Sul. Well,. face it muft be, . 
The next I'll fetter fafter fure, and clofer. £take ye ! 

Jlut. And pick his- Bones, as you've done .mine, Pox 

Dua. At my Lodging, for a while, you (hall be quarter'd, 
And there take'Phyfick for your Health. 

Rut. I thank ye, 
I have found my Angel now too, if 1 can keep him. ' 

[Exeunt. 


i 
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Enter Rutilio and Duarte. 

Rut. TJOX3 like t&e Letter ? # 

* Dm. Yes, but I muft tell you 
You tempt a defperate Hazard, to follicit 
The Mother, (and the griev'd one toes 'tis rumouf'd) 
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OF Mm you flew (o lately. 

Rut. I have told yoa 
Some Proofs of her Affe&ion, and I know not 
A nearer way to make her Satisfa&ion 
For a loft Son than* fpeedily to help her 
To a good Husband ; one that will beget 
Both Sons and Daughters, if fhe be not barren, . 
I hive had a Breathing now, and have recovered 
W hat I loft in my late Service, 'twas a hot one ; 
(44) It fired and fetter'd me ♦, but, all Thanks to you, Sir, 
You have both freed and cool'd me. 

Dua. What is done, Sir, 
I thflught well done, and was in that rewarded, 
And therefore fpare your Thanks. 

Rut. HI no more Whoring : • 
This fencing 'twixt a pair of Sheets more wears one 
Than all the Exercife in the World befides. 
To be drunk with good Canary, a meer Julip, 
Or like Gourd-water to it ; twenty Surfeits 
Come (hort of one Night's Work there. If I get this Lady, 
As ten to one 1 fhall, I was ne'er denied yet, 
I will live wondrous honeftly * walk before her 
Gravely arid demurely, 
And then inftruft my Family ; you are fid, 
What do you mufe on, Sir ? , 

Dua. Troth, I was thinking 
What Courfe to take for the Delivery of your Letter, 
And now I have it : But, faith, did this Lady 
(For do not gqll your felf) for certain know, 
You kill f d her Son ? 

Rut. Give me a Book, P1I fwfet^t * 
Deny'df me to the Officers, that piirfo'd me, 
Brought me her felf to the Door* then gave me Gold 

(44) // fired and fired me ; but % all Thanks to you, Sir, 

You have both freed and cool'd me.] I imagine, ail AntUhefis 
was defign'd by the Poets in .this Paflage, but halfof it is quite loft. 
Coord Hands very well in Oppofiticm to fired \ but the Coritraft to 
freed is wanting. My Conjecture fuppties the other' part of the An- 
tithefis: For Rut i I to was not only fired in his hot Service, but fit' 
ter*d to it 5 fo confin'd, and watch'd, that he could nor make an 
fiicape. Mr. Sjmpfon. 

To 
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Tq bear my Charges, and (hall I make doubt theiv 
But that (he lov'd me ? I am confident, 
Time having ta'en her Grief off, that I fhall be 
Mod welcome to her : For, then to have woo'd her, 
Had been unfeafonable. 

"Dm. Well, Sir, there's more Money, 
To make you handfom ; I'll about your Bufinefs : 
You know, where you muft ftay ? 

Rut. There you fhall find me : 
•Would, I could meet my Brother now, to know, 
Whether the Jew y his Genius, or my Chriftian, 
Has prov'd the better Friend. [Exit. 

Dua. O, who wou'd truft # 

Deceiving Woman ! Or believe, that one 
The beft, and moft canoniz'd, ever was . 
More than a feeming Goodnefs ? I cou'd rail now 
A gain ft the Sex, and curfe it; but the Theam 
And Way's too common : Yet that Guiomar 
My Mother, (nor let that forbid her to be 
The Wonder of our Nation) fhe that was 
Mark'd out the great Example for all Matrons, 
Both Wife and Widow ; lhe that in my Breeding 
Exprefs'd the utmoft of a Mother's Care, • 
And Tendernefs to a Son ; fhe that yet feigns 
(45) Such Sorrow for me -, good God, that this Mother, 
After all this, fhould give up to a Stranger 
The Wreak fhe ow'd her Son ! I fear her Honour. 
That he was fav'd, much joys me ; I grieve only, 
That (he was fas Priferver. I'll try farther, 
An.d, by this Engine, find whether the Tears, 
Of which lhe is fo prodigal, are for me, 
Or us'd to cloke her bafe Hypocrify. * [Exit. 

(4S) *' Good God, that this Mother, 

After all this, Jbould give up to a Stranger, 
The Wreak fie o*ufd her Son ! ] /. e. Tfiat She fliould give up 
the Right and Duty of Vengeance which She ow'd for her Son's Mur- 
thcr, by fcreening, protecting, and difmifllng his Murtherer out of 
the Purfuit and Reach of Jullice. 


Enter 
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Enter Hippolyta and Sulpitia. 

Hip. Are you affur'd, the Charm prevails ? 

Sul. Do I live ? 
Or do you fpleak to me ? Now, this very Inftant; 
Health takes its laft Leave of her ; meager Palenefs, 
Like Winter, nips the Rofcs and the Lillies, 
The Spring that Youth and Love adorn'd her Face with* 
To force Affe&ion is beyond our Art, 
For I have prov'd all means that Hell has taught me, 
Or th* Malice of a Woman, which exceeds it, 
To change Arnoldo's Love, but to no purpofe : 
But for your Bond- woman — 

Hip. Let her pine and die ; 
She once remov'd, which like a brighter Sun 
Obfcures my Beams, I may fhine out again, 
And, as I have been, be admir*d and fought to : 
How Jong has fhe to' live ? 

Sul. Lady, before 
The Sun twice. rife and fet, be confident, 
She is but dead $ I know, my Charm hath found her. 
Nor can the Governor's Guardi her Lover's Tears, 
Her Father's Sorrow, or his Pow'r, that freed her, 
Defend her from it. 

Enter Zabulon. 

Zab. All things have fucceeded 
As you could with * I (aw her brought fick home •> 
The Image of pale Death ftampt on her Forehead. 
Let me adore this fecond Hecate, 
This great Commandrefs of the fatal Sifters, 
That, as fhe pleafes, can cut fhort, or lengthen, 
The Thread of Life. 

Hip. Where was fhe when th' Inchantment 
Firft feiz'd upon her ? 

Zidb. Taking the frefh Air, 

Pth' Company of the Governor, and Count Clodio, 

Arnoldo too was prefent with her Father, 

When, in a moment (fo the Servants told me) 

As fhe was giving thanks to the Governor, 

And 
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And Clodio, for her unexpe&ed Frecdoril, 
• As if fhe had been Mailed, Ale funk" down, 1 

To their Amazement. 

Hip. 'Tis thy Mafter-piece, 
(46) Which I will fo rwptd; * that thou (halt fix here ; 
And, with the Hazard of thy Life, no more 
Make Trial of thy powerful Art 5 which, known, 
Our Laws call Death ? Off* with this Magical Robe, 
And be thy felf. 

Enter Governor* Clodio, and Charino. 

Sul. Stand 4$%; *yoa-{hall hear more. 

Man. You mud have Patience ; all Rage is vain now, 
And Piety forbids, that we ftiould queftion 
What is decreed* above or ask a Reafon, 
Why Heav'n determines this, or that, Way of us. 

C&i/Meav'o has no hand in't 5 *tis a Work of Hell. 
Her Life hath been fo innocent, all her Actions 
So free from the Sufpicion of a Crime, 
As rather fhe deftrves a Saint's Place here, 
Than to ettdbrfcV wha€ now her Sweetnefe fuBers. 

Cbar.Not father Fault, but mine, Zenocia firffers : 
The Sm blh&it, when I fought to raze down 
Arnold*?* Love, built on a Rock of Truth, 
Now to the Height is puqilh'd. i profefs, 
Had he no Birth, nor Parts, the prefent Sorrow 
He now exprefles for her, does deferve her 
Above all Kings, though fuch had been his Rivals. 

Clod. All ancient Stories, of the Love of Husband* 
To virtuous Wives, be now no more remembred ! 

Char. The Tales of Turtles ever be forgotten, 
Or, for his fake, believ'd ! 

Man. I have heard, there has been 
Between fome married Pairs, fuch Sympathy, 

(46) Which I will forward, that thou (halt fix here; 

Jfid'ivtib the Hazard of thy Life, no more 

Make Trial of thy powerful Jrt,) i. e. Ill reward Thee fo 
liberally, as to fet thee above all the Neceffitics of Life, and thou 
ihalt reft in thfs laft Trial of thy pernicious dcflru&ive Practices, 
which, once difcover'd, are Death by the Laws. 

4*£ * That 
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That th* Husband has fejt really the Throe^ 
His Wife then teeming fuflfers : This true Grief 
Confirms, 'tis not impoffible. 

Clod. We lhall find 
Fit time for this hereafter ; let's ufe now 
All poffible Means to help her. 

Man. Care, nor Cbft, 
Nor what Phyficians can do, lhall be wanting ; 
Make ufe of any Means or Men. 

Char. You are Noble. [Exeunt Man. Clod. tmiCbzr. 

Sul. Ten Colleges of Doctors lhall not lave hen 
Her Fate is in your Hand. 

Hip. Can I reftore her? 

Sul If you command my Art. 

Hip. Pll die my fclf firft. 
And yet I will go vifit her, and fee 
This Miracle of Sorrow in Arnoldo : 
An 'twere for me, I ihould change Places with her, 
And die mod happy ; fuch a Lover's Tears 
Were a rich Monument * but too good for her, 
Whofe Mifery I glory in : Come, Sutpitia, 
You lhall go along with me ; good Zotwkn* 
Be not far off. 

Zab. I will attend you, Madam* [Exeunt. 

Enter Duarte, and a Servant. 

Ser. I have ferv'd you from my Youth* and ever yon 
Have found me faithful : That you live, *sa Treafure 
I'll lock up here •, nor lhall it be let forth, 
But when you give me Warrant.' 

Dua. I rely 
Upon thy Faith •, nay, no more Proteftatations, 
Too many of them will call that in Queftion, 
Which now I doubt not : lhe is th$re ? 

Ser. Alone too ; 
But take it on my Life, your Entertainment, 
Appearing as you are, will be but eoarfe, ; 
For the Difpleafure I lhall undergo, 
I am prepared. 

Dua. Leave me, Pll ftand the Hazard. [Exit Servant. 

The 
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The Silence that's obferv'd, her clofe Retirements, * 

No Vifuants admitted, not the Day ; 

Thefe fable Colours, all Signs of true Sorrow, 

Or hers is deeply Counterfeit. I'll look nearer ; 

Manners," give Leave-— (he fits upon the Ground ; 

By Heav'n, (he weeps ; my Pi&ure in her Hand too * 

She kifles it and weeps again. 

Enter Guiomar. 

Guu Who's there ? 

Dua. There is no darting back now, Madam. 

Gut. Ha! 

Another Murderer ! I'll not proteft thee, 

Though I have no more Sons. 

Dua. Your Pardon, Lady, 

There's no fuch foul Faft taints me. 

Gui. What makeft thou here then ? 

Where are yy Servants, do none but my Sorrows 

Attend upon me ? fpeak, what brought thee hither. ? 

Dua, A Will to give you Comfort. 

Gut. Thou'rt but a Man, 

And 'tis beyond a human Reach to do it i 

If thou cou'dft raife the Dead out of their Graves, 

Bid Time run back, make me now what I was, 

A happy Mother, gladly, I would hear thee i 

But that's impoffible. 

Dua. Pleafe you but read this ; 

You (hall know better there, why I am fent 

Than if I (hould deliver it. 

Guu From whom comes it ? 

Dua. That will inftruft you. I fufpeft this Stranger, 

Yet (he fpake fomething that holds fuch Alliance 

With his Reports ; I know not what to think on't 5 

What a Frown was there ? (he looks me thro', and thro\ 

Now reads again, now paufes, and now fmiles ; 

And yet there's more of Anger in't than Mirth, 

Thefe are ftrange Changes 5 oh, I underftand if, * 

She's full of feribus Thoughts. 

Guu You are juft, you Heav'ns, 

And never do forget to hear their Pray'rs, 

That truly pay their Vows 5 the deferM Vengeance, 

For 
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For you and my Word's fake fo long defer'd, 
Under .which as a Mountain my Heart groans yet, 
When 'twas defpair'd of, now is ofFcr'd to me \ 
And if I lofe it* I am both ways guilty. 
The Woman's Mask, Diffimulation, help me ! [man, * 
Come hither, Friend ; I am fure, you know the Gentle- 
That fent thefe Charms. 

Dua. Charms, Lady? 

Gui. Ay, thefe Charms, 
I well may call them fo, they've won upon me, 
More than e'er Letter did ; thou art his Friend, 
(The Confidence, he* has in thee, confirms it) 
And therefore Ml be open-breafted to thee ; 
To hear of him, though yet I never few him, 
Was moll defir'd of all Men > let me blufh, 
And then Ml fay, I love him. Dua. All Men fee, 
In this a Woman's Virtue ! Gui. I expe&ed, 
For th' Courtcfy I did, long fince to 've fceri him $ 
And though I then forbad it, you Men know, 
Between our Hearts and Tongues there's a large Diftance* 
But I'll excufc him ; may be, hitherto 
He fias forborne it, in refpedt my Son 
Fell by his Hand. 

Dua. .And k Reafon, Lady. Gui. No, 
He did me a Pleafure in't, a riotous Fellow, 
And, with that, infolent, not worth the owning i 
I have indeed kept a long fblemn Sorrow, 
For my Friends* fake partly $ but efpecially 
For his long Abfencc. 

Dua . O the Devil ! 

Gui, Therefore 
Bid him be fpeedy * a Prieft (hall be ready 
To tie the holy Knot ; this Kifs I fend him, 
Deliver that, and bring him. 

Dua. I am dumb : 
A good Caufe I have now, and a good Sword, 
And fomething I (hall do. I wait tipon you. [Exeunt. s 

Enter Manuel, Charino, Arnoldo, Zenocia borne in 
a Chair \ two DoEtors^ and Clodio. 

DoS. Give her more Air, (he dies elfe. 

Vol. II. G Am. m 
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Arn. O thou dread PowV, 
That mad'ft this All, and of thy Worktnan(hip . 
This virgin Wife, the Mafter-piece, look. down on her; 
Let her Mind's Virtues, cloath'd in this fair Garment, 
That worthily deferves a better Name 
Than Flelh and Blood, now fue, and prevail for her! 
Or, if thofe are deny'd, let Innocence, 
To which all Paflages in Heav'n Hand open, 
Appear in her white Robe, before thy Throne, 
And mediate for her: Or if this Age of Sin 
Be worthy of a Miracle, the Sun 
In his diurnal Progrefe never faw • 
So fweet a Subject to employ it on. 

Man. Wonders are ceas'd, Sir, we muft work by Means. 

Arn. 'Tis true, and fuch reverend Phyficians ape ; 
To you thus low I fall then ; So may you ever 
Be ftil'd the Hands of Heav'n, Nature's Reftorers; 
Get Wealth and Honours ; and by your Succefe, 
In all your Undertakings, propagate \ 

Your great Opinion in the World, as now 
You ufe your faving Art ! For know, good Gentlemen, 
Befides the Fame, and all that I pofleis, 
For a Reward, Pofterity fhall (land 
Indebted to you ; for (as HeaV'n forbid it) 
Should my Zenocia die, robbing this Age 
Of all chat's good or graceful, Times fucoeeding. 
The Story of her pure Life not yet perfcdt, 
Will fuffer in the Want of her Example. 

Doll. Were all the World to pertfh with her, w« 
Can do no more, than what Art and Experience 
Give us Aflurance of; we have us'd all Means 
To find the Caufe of her Difeaie, yet cannot; 
How Jhould we then, promife the Cure ? 

Arn. Away, 
I did belie you, when I charg'd you with 
The Pow'r of doing ; ye are meer Names only, 
And ev'n your beft Perfe&ion accidental. 
WJiat ever Malady thou art, or Spirit, 
(As fome hold ail Difcafes that afflict usj 
As Love already makes me fenfible 
• • Of 
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OF half her Sufferings, eafe her of her Part, 
And let me (land the Butt of thy fell Malice, 
And I will fwear, thou'rt merciful. 

D08. Your Hand, Lady; 
What a Grange Heat is hire ? bring fome warm Water. 

Arn. She mall ufe nothing that is yours j my Sorrow 
Provides her of a better Bath, my Tears 
Shall do that Office. 

Zen. 6 my beft Amoldol 
The Trueft of all Lovers ! I would live, 
Were Heav'n fo pleas'd, but to reward your Sorrow 
With my true Service; but fince, that's denied me, 
May you live long and happy ! Do not fufier 
(By your Affe&ion to me, I conjure you) 
My Sicknefs to infedt you ; though much Love 
Makes you too fubjedt to it. 

Arn. In this only 
Zenocia wrongs her Servant * can the Body 
Subfift, the Soul departed i 'tis as eafy, 
As I to live without you 5 I am your Husband, < 

And long have been 10, though our adverfe Fortune, 
Bandying us from one Hazard to another, 
Wou'd never grant me fo much Happinefi 
To pay a Husband's Debt ; delpite of Fortune, 
In Death 1*11 follow you, and guard mine own ; 
And there enjoy what here my Fate forbids mc. 

Clod. So true a Sorrow, and fo feelingly 
Expreft, I never read of. 

Man. I am (truck 
With Wonder to behold it, as with Pity. 

Char. If you, that are a Stranger, fufier for them, 
Being tied no further than Humanity 
Leads you to foft Compaffion ; think, great Sir, 
What of Neceffity I muft endure, 
That am a Father. 

Hippolyta, Zabulon, and Sulpitia at the Door. 

W$. Wait me there, I hold it 
Unfit to have you feen ; as I find Caufe, 
You fhall proceed. 

G 2 Man. 
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Man. YouVe welcome, Lady. Hip. Sir, 
I come to do a charitable Office, 
How docs the Patient ? 

Clod. You may enquire 
Of more than one 5 for two are" fick, and deadly ; 
He languiflies in her \ her Health's defpair'd of. 
And in hers, his. 

Hip. *Tis a ftrange Spe&acle, 
With what a Patience they fit unmov'd ? 
Are they not dead already ? ' 

Doff. By her Pulfe, 
She cannot lad a Day. 

Am. Oh, by that Summons, 
I know my Time too ! 

Hip. Look to the Man. 

(47) Clod. Apply 
Your Art, to fave the Lady ; preferve her, 
A Crown is your Reward. Hip. Til treble it 
In ready Gold, if you reftore Arnoldo ; 
*br in his Death I die too. Clod. Without her 
I am no more, 

Am. Are you there, Madam ? now you 
May feaft upon my Miferies ; my Coldnefs 
In anfwering your Affe&ions, or Hardnefs, 
Give it what Name you pleafc, you are reveng'd of; 
For now you may perceive, our Thread of Life 
Was fpun together, and the poor Arnoldo 
Made only to enjoy the bed Zenocia, 
And not to ferve the Ufe of any other \ 

(47) — — : *PPb 

Your Art to fa*ve the Lady, preferve her, 

A Town is your Reward. 
Hip. ril treble // 

/* ready Gold ] / can % t think, how a Town Jhoa id he trebled 
in ready Money. Indeed, where it is made a Guarantee, or Hoilage; 
it may be rated at a particular Value ; or where it is {imply mortgaged, 
another may be willing to advance three times the Value. But Clodio 
had no Towns to give away ; and rf he had, what mould Sulpitia, 
or the Do8or> do with it. It mud be Crvwn y or golden Coronet, or 
Nothing : Upon which Hrppolyta replies, that fhc'il give thrice the 
• Value of fuch a Coronet, in ready Money. Mr. Symp/on. 

." And 
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(48) And, in That, She my Equal : My Lord Clodio 
Had long* fince elfe enjoyed her, nor colild I 
Have been fo blind, as not to fee your great. 
And many Excellencies far beyond 
Or my Ddervings, or my Hopes ; we are how 
Going our lateft Journey, and together, 
Our only Comfort we defire ; pray, give it ; 
Your Charity to our Afhes, fuch we mud be, . 
And not to curfc our Memories. 

Hip. I am much mov'd. 

Clod. I'm wholly overcome : All Love' to Women 
Farewel for ever 5 e'er you die, your Pardon ; 
And yours, Sir ; had fhe many Years to live, 
Perhaps, I might look on her as a Brother, 
But as a Lover never ; and fince all 
Your fad Misfortunes had Original 
From th* barbVous Cuftom pra&is'd in my Country, 
Heav'n witnefi, for your fake I here releafe it. . 
So to your Memory, chafte Wives, and Virgins, 
Shall ever pay their Vows. I give her to you j 
And wifli, fhe were fo now, . as when my Luft 
Forc*d you to quit the Country. Hip. It is in vain 
To ftrive with Deftiny, here my Dotage cnd$, 
Look up, Zenociay Health in me fpeaks to you; 
She gives him to you, that, by divers ways, 
So long has kept him from you : and repent not, 
That you were once my Servant ; for which, Health, 
In Recompence of what 1 made you fuffer, 
And th* hundred- thoufand Crowns, the City owes me, 
Shall be your Dower. Man. 'Tis a magnificent Gift, 
Had it been timely given. Hip. It is, believe it, . 
Sulpitia — 

(48) And in that /he may equal,] Mr. Sympfon and I both faw that 
the Poets wrote, 

•Jmd, in That, She my Equal; 
The Senfe, if any, without this Phange is abrupt and imperfeft ; 
with it, we gain this Meaning, that Zenocia would no more marry 
any other Man but Jrnoldo, than Arnoldo would marry any other 
Woman but Zenocia. 

G 3 Enter 
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Enter Sulpitia. 

■ 

Sul. Madam-— 

Hip. Quick, undo the Charm ; 
Ask not a Reafon why ; let it fuffice, 
It is my Will. 

Sul. Which I obey, and gladly. [Exit. 

(49) Enter a Servant, who wbifpers Manuel. 

Man. Is to. be married, fay'ft thou ? 

Ser. So ihe fays, Sir, 
And does defire your Prefcnce. 

Man. Tell her, PU come. 

Hip. Pray, carry them to their Reft ; for though already 
They do appear as dead, let my Life pay for't, / 
If they recover not. V^bey are borne off in Chairs. 

Man. What you # have warranted, 
Affure-your felf, will be expe&ed from you ; 
Look to them carefully ; and till the Trial, — 

Hip. Which fhaH not be above four Hours. 

Man* Let me • 

Intreat your Companies : There now i$ ibmething 
Of Weight invites me hence. 

All. We'll wait upon you. [Exeunt. 

Enter Guiomar, and Servants. 

Gui. You underftand what my Directions are, * 
And what they guide you to ; the faithful Promifc 
YouVe made me all. 

All. We do, and will perform it. 

Gui. The Governor will not fail to be here prefently ; 
Retire a while, till you Ihall find Occafion, 
And bring me Word, when they arrive. 

All. We fliall, Madam. 

Gui. Only ftay you to entertain, j Ser. I am ready. 

Gui. I wonder at thtf bold, and pra&is'd Malice, 

(49) Enter a Servant, <wbo whifpers Manuel.] The Dire&ion for 
the Servant entering here, (and not above with Sulpitiaj as the 
printed Copies have it) was fagacioufly hinted to me by Mr. Sympfon. 

Men 
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Men ever have o' foot againft our Honours ; 

That nothing we can do, never fo virtuous, 

No Shape put on fo pious, (no, not think 

What a Good is, be that Good ne'er fo noble, 

Never fo laden with admir'd Example,) 

But dill we end in Luft ; our Aims, our Aftions, 

Nay, even our Charities, with Luft are branded. 

Why fhould this Stranger elfe, this wretched Stranger, 

Whofe Life I fav'd at what dear Price flicks here ycr, 

Why fhould he hope ? He was not here an Hour, 

And certainly in that time, I may fwear it, 

I gave hiqi no loofe Look 5 I had no Reafon * 

Unlefi my Tears were Flames, my Curfes Courtihips \ . 

The killing of my Son, a Kindncfr to me. . 

Why Ihould he fend to me, or with what Safety 

(Examining the Ruin he had wrought me) 

Though at that time my pious Pity fenc'd him, 

And my Word fix'd. I am troubled, ftrongly troubled. 

Enter a Servant. 

Ser. The Gentlemen are come. 

Gut. Then bid *em welcdmc — I muft retire. [Exit. 

Enter Rutilio, and Duarte, dijguis'd. 

Ser. You are welcome, Gentlemen. 
• Rut. I thank you, Friend, I would ljpeak with your Lady. 

Ser. Til let her underftand. 

Rut. It (hall befit you. [Ex. Servant, 

How do I look, Sir, in this handfomc Trim i 
Methinks, I am wondrous brave. 

Dua . You're very decent. 

Rut. Thefe by themfelves, without more Helps of Nature, 
Would fet a Woman hard 5 I know 'em all, 
And where their firft Aims light j Pli lay my Head on't, 
PU take her Eye, as foon as (he looks on me ; 
And if I .come to fpeak once, Woe be to her ! 
1 have her in a Nooze, fhe cannot 'fcape me > 
I have their feveral Lafts. 

Dua. You are thoroughly ftudied ; 
But tell me, Sir, being unacquainted with her, 

# G 4 ' As 
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As you confefi you are — 

Rut. That's not an Hour's Work, 
I'll make a Nun forget her Beads in two Hours. 

Thta. She being fet in Years, none of thole Luftrei 
Appearing in her Eye, that warm the Fancy; 
Nor nothing in her Face, but handfom Ruins,— 

Rut. I love old Stories: Thofe live believ'd, authentique, 
"When twenty of your modern Faces are call'd in, 
For new Opinion, Paintings, and Corruptions ; 
Give rae an old confirrn'd Face j befides, (he fav'd me, 
She fav'd my Life ; have I not Caufe to love her ? 
She's rich and of a conftant State, a fair One, 
Have I not Caufe to woo her ? I have tried fufficient 
All your young Fillies, I think, this Back .has try'd 'em, 
And fmarted for it too : They run away with me, ■ 
Take Bit between the Teeth, and play the Devils ; 
A flayed Pace now becomes my Years ; a fure one, 
Where I may fit and crack no Girths. 

Dua. How miferable, 
If my Mother mould confirm, what I fufpeft now, 
Beyond all human Cure were my Condition ! 
Then I ihall wifli, this Body had been fo too. 
* Here comes the Lady, Sir. 

Enter Guiomar. 

Rut. Excellent Lady, 
To ihew I am a Creature bound to your Service, 
And ( " ' Keep at that Diftance, Sir ; 

For if ut. I am obedient. 

She h [ am for her Turn s 

With wk's Eye (he beholds me ? 

Mark all my Parts. ■ 

Gut man, 

Of a more manly Set I never look'd on. [of 'em. 

Rut. Mark, mark her Eyes (till ; mark but the Carriage 

Gut. How happy am I now, fince my Son fell, 
He fell not by a bale unnoble Hand ? 
As that ftill troubled me ; how far more happy 
Shall my Revenge be, fince the Sacrifice, 
1 offer to his Grave, fhall be both worthy 

. A 
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A Son's untimely Lois, and a Mother's Sorrow ? 

Rut. Sir, I am made, believe it ; fhe is mine own, 
I told you what a Spell I carried with me, 
All this time does fhe fpend in Contemplation 
Of that unmatch'd Delight — I (hall be* thankful to ye % 
And if you pleafe to know my Houfe, to ufc it; 
To take it for your own. 

Gui. Who waits without there ? 

Enter Guard, and Servants ; they feize upon Rutilio 

and bind him. 

Rut. How now ? What means this, Lady ? 
, Gui. Bind him fad* 

Rut. Are thefe the Bride-laces you prepare for me ? 
The Colours that you give ? 

Dua. Fye, gentle Lady, 
This is not noble Dealing. Gui. Be you fatisfied, 
It feems you are a Stranger to this Meaning, 
You lhall not be fo long. 

Rut. Do you call this Wooing ? — 
Is there no End of Womens Perfecutions ? 
(50) Mull I needs fool it, to mine own Deftrudion ? 
Have t not had fair Warnings, and enough too ? 
Still pick the Devil's Teeth ? You are not mad, Lady * 
Do I come fairly, and like a Gentleman, 
To offer you that Honour — Gui. You are deceivM, Sir, 
You come befotted, to your own Deftru&ion : 
I fent not for you ; what Honour can ye add to me, 
That brake that Staff of Honour, my Age lean'd on ? 
That rob'd me of that Right, made me a Mother i 
Hear me, thou wretched Man, hear me with Tcrror f 
'And let thine own bold Folly fhake thy Soul 5 
Hear me pronounce thy Death, that now hangs o'er thee, 
Thou defperate Fool ; who bad thee feek this Ruin ? 
Whflt mad unmanly Fate made thee difcover 
Thy curfed Face to me again ? Was't not enough 

(50) Muft I needs fool 'into my own DeftruBion /] I think verily, 
we ought to read, 

Muft I needs fool it, to &c. * 

It appears to me much the more natural Exprcffion: Mr, Seward. 

To 
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To have the fair Protection of my Houfe, 

When Mifery and Juftice clofe puriued thee ? 

When thine own bloody Sword cried out againft thee, 

(51) Hatch'd in the Life of him ? Yet I forgave thee. 

"My hofpitable Word, even when I law 

The goodlieft Branch of all my Blood lopp'd from me, 

Did I not feal ftill to thee ? Rut. I am gone. 

(52) Gut* And when thou went'ft, to imp thy Mifcry, 
Did I not give thee Means ? But hark, Ungrateful, 
Was it not thus, to hide thy Face and fly me ? 
To keep thy Name for ever from my Memory ? 
Thy curfed Blood and Kindred ? did I not fwear then, 
If ever, (in this wretched Life thou haft left me, 
Short and unfortunate) I faw thee again, 
Or came but to the Knowledge where thou wandredft 
To call my Vow back, and purfue with Vengeance, 
With all the Miferies a Mother fofftrs ? 

Rut. I was born to be hang'd, there f s no avoiding it. 

Gut. And dar'ft thou With this Impudence appear here? 
Walk like the winding Sheet my Son was put in, 
Stand with thofe Wounds. 

Dua. I am happy now again ; 
Happy the Hour I fell, to find a Mother, 
So pious, good, and excellent in Sorrows. 

Enter a Servant. 

Ser. The Governor's come in. 
Gnu O, Jet him enter. [tunes, 

Rut. I have fooPd my felf a fair Thred of all my For' 
This ftrikes me moft ; not that I fear to perilh, 
But that this unmannerly Boldnefs has brought me to it. . 

< 5 i) Htfck'd ;• the Lift rf him?] Hatched, among C*tltr, $ is 
nfed to mean when the Hilts of a Sword arc gilt : So fhe would 
fay that Rutiltfs Woody Sword was hatched or tilt in the Life of 
. her Son Duarte. * • 

(52) ' ■ ■ to imp thy Mifir» f 

«5>v xEL d Im g £7A h "J?T sF ] ''* '• Did r not fr«>ifli thee 
With Money to ajljt thy flight* It b a Term iii Falconry; to 

sSn* * * fCathCr ° f * Ha<wk " put to ** old ** oken 

• Enter 
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Enter Governor, Clodio, and Charino. 

Gov. Are thefe fit Preparations for a Wedding, Lady ? 
I came prepared a Gueft. Gui. O give me Juftice ; 
As ever you will leave a virtuous Name,* 
Do Juftice, Juftice, Sir, Gov. You need not ask it, 
I am bound to it. Gui. Juftice upon this Man, 
That kill'd my Son. Gui. Do you confefi the A&l 

Rut. Yes, Sir. 

Clod. Ruiilio? 

Cba. 'Tis the fame. 

Clod. How fell he thus? 
Here will be Sorrow for the good Amoldo. 

GtrO. Take heed, Sir, what you /ay. 

Rut. I have weigh'd it well, 
I am the Man, nor is it Life I ftart at; 
Only I am unhappy, 1 am poor, , 
Poor in expence of Lives, there I am wretched ; 
(53) That I've not two Lives lent me for this Sacrifice; 
One for her Son, another for her Sorrows. 
Excellent Lady, now rejoice again, 
For though I cannot think, you're pleas'd in Blood, 
Nor with that greedy Thirft purfoe your Vengeance $ 
The Tendernefs, even in thofe Tears, denies that ; 
Yet let the World believe, you lov*d Duarte ; 
The unmatch'd Courtefies you have done my Miferies, 
Without this Forfeit to the Law, would charge roe 
To tender you this Life, and proud 'twou'd pleafe you. 

Gui. Shall I have Juftice ? 

Gov. Yes. 

Rut. I'll ask it for ye, 
I'll follow it my felf, againft my felf. 
Sir, 'tis moft fit I die ; difpatch it quickly, 
The monftrous Burthen of that Grief, flic labours with. 
Will kill her elfe, then Blood on Blood lies on me 5 
Had I a thoufand Lives, I'd give 'em all, 

(53) That I have not tnve Lives lent me for his Sacrifice ;] For 
luhofe Sacrifice ? Not for Duarte's ; that the Beginning of the tobfc- 
quent Verfe contradicts. Tq make any Senfe, we mult read, this. 

Mr. Symffo*. 

Before 
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Before Pd draw one Tear more from that Virtue. 

Gui. Be not too cruel, Sir, and yet his bold Sword — 
But his Life cannot reftore that, he's a Man too 
Of a fair Promife, but, alas! my Son's dead ; 
If I have Juftfce, muft it kill him ? Gov. Yes. 

Gui. If I have not, it kills me ; ftrong and goodly ! 
Why fhould he perifh too ? 

Gov. *T lies in your Pow'r, 
You only may accufe him, or may quit him. ' 

Clod. Be there no other Witnefles ? Gui. Not any. 
And, if I fave him, will not the World proclaim, 
I have forgot a Son, to lave a Murderer? 
And yet he looks not like one, .he looks manly. 

Clod.' Pity, fo brave a Gentleman fliould perifh. 
She cannot be fo hard, fo cruel-hearted. 

Gui. Will you pronounce ? yet ftay a little, Sir. 

Rut. Rid your, felf, Lady, of this Mifery, 
And let me go ; I do but breed more Tempefts, 
With which you are already too much fhaken. 

Gui. Do, now pronounce ; I will not hear. 

Dm. Yt>u fhall not, [Difcovering bimfelf. 

Yet turn and fee, good Madam. 

Gov. Do not wonder. 
*Tis he, reftor'd again, thank the good Doftor ; 
Pray, do not (land amaz'd, it is Duarte, 
He's well,* is fafe again. 

Gui. O my fweet Son, 
I will not prefs my Wonder now with Queftions— — — 
Sir, I am forry for that Cruelty 
I urg'd againft you. 

Rut. Madam, it was but Juftice. 

Dua. 'Tis true, the Do&or heal'd this Body again, 
But this Man heal'd my Soul, made my Mind perfeft ; 
The good fharpLeflbns, his Sword read to me, fav'd me* 
For which, if you have e'er lov'd me, dear Mother, 
Honour and love this Man. 

Gui. You fent this Letter ? 

Rut. My Boldnefs makes me blufh now. 

Gui. I'll wipe off that ;. 
And with this Kifs, I take you for my Husband ; 

Your 
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Your Wooing's done, Sir ; I believe, you love me. 
And that's the Wealth I look for now. 

Rut. You have it. 

Dua. .You have ended my Defire to all my Wifhes. . 

Gov. Now, 'tis a Wedding again. And if Hippolyta 
Make good, what with the Hazard of her Life 
She undertook; the Evening will fet clear, 
After a ftormy Day. 

Enter Hippolyta, and Leopold leading Arnoldo, and 
Zenocia, with Zabulon, and Sulpitia. 

Char. Here comes the Lady. 

God. With fair Zenocia, Health with Life again 
Reftor'd unto her. Zen. The Gift of her Goodnefs. 

Rut. Let us embrace, I am of your Order too, 
And though 1 once defpair'd of Women, now 
I find, they relifh much of Scorpions ; 
For both have Stings, and both can hurt, and cure too ; 
But what have been your Fortunes ? 

Am. We'll defer 
Our Story, and at time more fit, relate it. 
Now all that reverence Virtue, and in that 
Zenocia' s Conftancy, and perfect Love, 
Or for her fake Arnoldo's> join with us 
In th* Honour of this Lady. Cba. She deferves it. 

Hip. Hippolytds Life fhall make That good hereafter, 
Nor will I alone better my felf, but others : 
(54) For thefe, whole Wants, perhaps, have made their 
Not altogether innocent, fhall from me [A&ions 

Be fo fupplied, that Need fhall not compel them 
To any Courle of Life, but what the Law 
Shall give Allowance to. 

Zab. and Sulp. Your Ladyfhip's Creatures. 

Rut. Be lb, and no more your Man-huckfter. 

(54) For thefe 9 *whofe Wants, perhaps, have made their Afiions 
' Not altogether innocent,'] Hippolyta had Obligations to the 
Agency both of Zabulon and Sulpitia ; and (he ihews a Sort of Ro- 
mantick Generality in requiting their Services ; but, indeed, in poeti- 
cal Juftice, they Both ought to have been punifh'd : Zabulon was a 
fcoundrel Pimp to a Bawdy-houfe; and Sulpitia was not only a noto- 
rious Bawd 9 but a Dealer in Magick and a Poifoner. 

Hip. 
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Hip. And, worthy JJopoliy you that with fuch Fervour 
So long have fought me, and in that deferVd me, 
Shall now find full Reward for all your Travels, 
Which you have made more dear by patient Sufferance. 
And though my violent Dotage did tranfport me," 
Beyond thofc Bounds, my Modefty fliould have kept in, 
(55) Though my Defires were loofe, from unchafte Adl 
Heav'n knows, I am free. 

Leop. The Thought of that's dead to me ; 
I gladly take your Offer. 

Rut. Do fo, Sir; 
A Piece of crack'd Gold ever will weigh down 
Silver that's whole. 

Gov. You fliall be all my Guefts, 
I muft<not be deny'd, 

Arn. Come, my Zenoeia* 
Our' Bark at length has found a quiet Harbour j 
And the unfpotted Frogrefs of our Loves 
Ends not alone in Safety, but Reward, 
To inftruft others by our fair Example ; 
That, though good Purpofes ace long withftood, 
The Hand of Heav'n fttil guides fiach as are good. 

[Ex&unt amies. 


(55) 


'from unchafte Art* 


Heart n knows, I am free.] How was (he ireefeom anchafte 
Art? Whai <he lad xufed all the Arts, 4he was Miftrefs of, 10 corrupt 
Jrnoido ? I doubt not, but AS was the Original Word. 

Mr* Seward. 
Both Mr. Sympfon and my felf concurred in flarting this Emendation. 




EPILOGUE. 


"The Epilogue* 

VKTHT there fhouldie an Epilogue to a Play, 
** I know no Caufe: The old and ufual Way, 
For which they were made, was t 9 entreat the Grace 
Of fucb as were Spectators: In this Place, 
And Time i His to no Purpofe ; for I know, 
What you refolve already to bejiowj 
Will not be alter* d, what foe 9 er Ifqy 9 
In the behalf of us, and of the Play ; 
Only to quit our Doubts, if you think fit, 
Tou may, or cry it up, or Jilence it. 

Another Epilogue. 

T Spake much in the Prologue for the Play, 

*■ To its Defer t y . i" hope ; yet you might fay, 

Should I change now from that, which then was meant, 

Or in a Syllable grow lefs confident, 

I were weakrbearted : / am ftill the fame 

In my Opinion, and forbear to frame 

Qualification, orExcufe: If you 

Concur with me, and hold my Judgment true, 

Shew it with any Sign ; and from this Place, 

Or fend me off exploded, or with Grace* 
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T) U T that it would take from our Modefiy, 
-D <To praife the Writer ', or the Comedy % 
Till your fair Suffrage crown it ; IJhouIdfay $ 
Totire all mofi welcome to no vulgar Play ; 
And, fa far, we are confident : If be, 
That made it, ftill lives 4n your Memory ; 
You will expeft what we prefent to Night, 
Should be judged worthy of your Ears and Sight. 
Toujhall bear Fletcher in it *, bis true' Strain, 
And neat Exprejfions. Livings be did gain 
Tow good Opinions y but, . now dead, commends 
This Orphan to the Care of noble Friends : 
And may it raife in you Content and Mirfb 3 
And be received for a legitimate Birth ! 
Tour Grace ereSs new Trophies to bis Fame, 
Andjhall to After-times preferve bis Name. 


I 
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BRA- 


DRAMATIS PERSONM. 

MEN.. 

Lewis, a Lord. 

Miramont, a Gentleman. 

Brilac, a Juftice, B%ptber to Miramont. 

# Charles, a Scholar* 1 e t vr 
Euftace, a Courtier* X 

C f C two Courtiers* Dependants on Euftace. 

Andrew, Servant to Charles. 
4 Cook, \ 

r> 3 

Prieft. 

Notary. 

Servants* 

Officers, 

W O M E N. 

Angellina, Daughter to Lewis. 
Sylvia, her Woman. 
Lilly, Wife tg Andrew. 
Ladies. 


_ . t Servants to Brifac, 
Butler, 


^p^w* 


LECTORI. 

n?oul£ft thou all lVlt t all Comtek Anjuroey ? 
Read here and wonder ; Fletcher writ the Play, 


THE 


THE 

Elder Brother, 
act i. scene i. 

Enter Lewis, Angellina, and Sylvia. 
Lewis. 

!AY, I muft walk you farther. 
Ang. I am ttr'd , Sir, 
And ne'er (hall foot it home. 
Lew. 'Tis for your Health \ [ties, 

The Want of Exercife takes from your Beau- 
And Sloth dries up your Sweetnefs : That you are 
My only Daughter, and my Heir, is granted •, 
And you in Thankfulncfs mull needs acknowledge 
You ever find me an indulgent Father, 
And open-handed, Ang. Nor can you tak me, Sir, 
I hope, for Want of Duty to deferve ' 
Thcic Favours from you. Lew. No, my Angtliina, 
I love and cheriQi thy Obedience to me, 
Which my Care, to advance thee, mail confirm j 
AD, that I aim at, is to win thee from 
The Prattice of an idle foolim State 
Us'd by great Women, who think any Labour • 
(Though in the Service of themfclves) a Blemifli 
To their fair Fortunes. Ang. Make meunderftand, Sir, 
What *tis you point at. Lew. At the Cuftom, how 

H 3 Virgins 
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Virgins of wealthy Families wafte their Youth ; 
After a long Sleep, when you wake, your Woman 
Prefents your Breakfaft, then you fleep again, * 
Then rife, and being trimm'd up by others' Hands, 
You're Jed to Dinner, and that ended, either 
(i) To Cards or to your Couch "(as if you were 
Born without Motipn) after this to Supper, 
And then to Bed : And to your Life runs round 
Without^Variety^ or Aftion, Daughter, 

SyL Here's a learn'd l^efture! 

Lew. From this Idlenefi, 
Difeafes, both in Body, and in Mind, 
Grow ftrong upon you ; where a ftirring Nature, 
With wholeforne JExercife, guards Both from Danger; 
I'd have thee rife wi' th' Sun, walk, dance, or hunt, 
Vifit the Groves and Springs, and learn the Virtue? 
Of Plants and Simples : Do this moderately, 
And thou fhalt not, with eating Chalk, or Coals, 
Leather and Oatmeal, anc) fuch other Trafli, 
Fall into the Green -ficknefi. SyL With your Pardon, 
(Were you but pleas'd to minifter it) I cou'd 
Prefcribe « Remedy for my Lady's Health, 
And her Delight too, far tranfcending thofe 
Your Lord (hip but now mention'd. 

Jjpw* What is it, Sylvia? 

SyL What is't ? a noble Husband : In that Word, 
A noble Husband, all Content of Woman 
Is wholly comprehended; he will roufeher, } 

As you fay, with the Sun -, and fo pipe to her, 
As flje will dance, ne'er doubt it ; and hunt with her, 
Upon Occafion, imtii both be. weary ; 
And then the Knowledge of your Plants and Simples, 
As I take it, were fuperSuous : A loving, and 
But add to it, a gamefome Bedfellow, 

(i) To Cards, or to youx Cpuch ;] The Quarto in 1655 has if 
Coach, which is inoft certainly a miftaken Reading ; for a Coa.ch » 
very good Motion and Exercife for ,jthe Ladies : And Lewis is re- 
proaching their .Cuftam of ufing none at all. The fall $>yarto in 
164a (and the eldeft fictions; I obferve, are generally to be the mod 
depended on) gives i^iw-righrty,.Ce»f^. 

«..'•■ ' : Being 
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Being the fare Phyfician. Lew. Well laid, Wench, 

Ang. And who* gave you Commiffion to deliver 
Your Verdidt, Minion? Syl. I deferve a Fee) 
And hot a Frown, dear Madam : I but (peak 
Her Thoughts, my Lord, and what her Modeftf 
Refufes to give Voice to. Shew no Mercy 
To a Maidenhead of fourteen, but off with't: 
Let her lofe no Time, Sir ; Fathers, that deny 
Their Daughters lawful Pleafures, wheo ripe for them, 
In fome kind edge their Appetites to tafte of 
The Fruit that is forbidden. Lew. *Tis well urg'd. 
And I approve it : No more blufhing, Girl, 
Thy Woman hath Ipoke Truth, and fo prevented 
What I meant to move to thee. There dwells near us 
A Gentleman of Blood, Monfieur Brifac, 
Of a fair State, fix thoufand Crowns per Annum, 
The happy Father of two hopeful Sons, 
Of different Breeding ; the Elder, a meer Scholar % 
The younger, a quaint Courtier. 

Ang Sir, I know them 
By publick Fame, though yet I never law them * 
And that opposed Antipathy, between 
Their various Difpofitions, renders them 
The general Difcourfe and Argument ; 
One Part inclining to the Scholar Charles , 
The other fide preferring Euftace, as 
A Mart compleat in Courtflrip. ' Lew. And which Way 
(If of thefe two you were to chufe a Husband.) 
Doth your Affedtion fway you? Ang. To be plain, Sir* 
(Since you will teach me Boldnefs) as they are 
Simply themfelves, to neither : Let a Courtier 
Be never ib exaft, let him be blefs'd with 
All Parts that yield him to a Virgin gracious » 
If he depend on others, and (land not 
On his own Bottoms, though he have the Means 
To bring his Miftrefs to a Mafque, or by 
Conveyance from fome Great one's Lips, to tafte 
Such Favour from the King's: Or grant, he purchafe, 
Precedency in the Country, to be fworn 
A Servant Extraordinary to the Queen 5 . 

H 4 Nay, 
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Nay, though he live in Expe&ation of 

Some huge Preferment in Reverfion ; if 

He want a prefcnt Fortune, at the beft 

Thofe are but glorious Dreams,- and only yield hinv . 

A Happinefi in pojfe^ not in ejfe ; 

Nor can they fetch him Silks from th* Mercer 5 nor 

Difcharge a'Tailor's Bill, nor in full Plenty, 

Which ftill prelerves a quiet Bed at home, 

Maintain a Family. Lew. Aptly confider'd, , 

And to my Wilh : But what's thy Cenfure of 

The Scholar? Ang. Troth, if he be nothing cite, 

As of the Courtier j all his Songs, and Sonnets, 

His Anagrams, Acroftichs, Epigrams, 

His deep and philofophical Difcourfe 

Of Nature's hidden Secrets, make not up 

A, pferfeQ: Husband ; he can hardly borrow 

The Stars of the coeleftial Crown to make me 

A Tire for my Head ; nor Charles's Wane for a Coach, 

Nor Ganymede for a Page, nor a rich Gown 

From Juno's Wardrobe ; nor wou'd I lye-in, 

For I defbair not once to be a Mother, 

Under Heav'ns fpangled Canopy, or banquet 

My Guefts and Goffips with imagin'd Nedtar ; ". 

Pure Orleans would do better ; no, no, Father, 

Though 1 cou'd be well pleas'd to have my Husband 

A Courtier, and a Scholar, young, and valiant, 

Thefe are but gawdy Nothings, if there be not 

Something to make a Subftance. Lew. And wjiat*s that ? 

Ang. A full Eftate; and, thatfaid, I've faid all; 
And get me foch a one with thefe Additions, 
Fai-ewel, Virginity ! and welcome, Wedlock ! 

Lew. But where is fuch one to be met with, Daughter ? 
(2) A black Swan is more common, you may wear 
Grey Treflfes e'er we find him. Ang. I am not 
Sopunftual in all Ceremonies, I will bate 
Two or'three of thefe'gqod Parts, before Ml dwell 
Too long upon the Choice. 

(2) A black S<wan is more common,'] The Pocti feem here to have 
had an Eye to this Latin Hexameter. 

Rara avis in Terris, nigroque fijnillioia tygno. 

Syl. 
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Syl Only, my Lord, remember, 
That he be rich and aftive ; for, without thefe, 
The others yield no Relifh, but thefe perfeft, 
You muft bear with fmall Faults, Madam. 

Lew. Merry Wench, 
And it becomes you well ; I'll to Brifac, 
And try what may be done ; i'th* mean time, home, 
And feaft thy Thoughts with th* Pleafures of a Bride. 

Syl. Thoughts are but airy Food, Sir; let her tafte them. 

S C E N E II. 

Enter Andrew, Cook, and Butler. 

And. Unload part of the Library, and make room 
For th* other dozen of Carts \ V\\ ftraight be with you. 

Cook. Why, hath he more Books ? 

And. More than ten Marts fend over. 

But. And can he tell their Names ? 

And. Their Names ! he has 'em 
As perfect as his Pater Nqfier 9 but that's nothing ; 
H'as read them over Leaf by Leaf three thouland times ; 
But here's the Wonder, though their Weight wou'd fink 
A Spani/h Carrack, without other Ballad ; 
He carrieth them all in his Head, and yet 
He walks upright. Bui. Surely, he has a ftrong Brain. 

And. If all thy Pipes of Wine were fill'd with Books, 
Made of the Barks of Trees,* or Myft'ries writ in 
Old Moth-eaten Vellom, he wou'a fip thy Cellar 
Quite dry, and ftill be thirfty : Then for's Diet, 
He eats and digefts more Volumes at a Meal, 
Than there would be Larks, ("though the Sky fhould fall) 
Devoured in a Month in Paris ; yet fear not, [mach 
Sons o' th 9 Buttery, and Kitchin, though his learn'd Sto- 
Cannot be appeas'd, he'll fcldom trouble you, 
His knowing Stomach contemns your Black-jacks, Butler, 
And your Flagons ; and, Cook, thy Boil'd, thy Roaft, thy 

Cook. How liveth he ? [BakU 

And. Not as other Men do, 
Few Princes fare like him ; he breaks his Faft 
With Arijiotle^ dines with Tully, takes 

His 
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His Watering with the Mufes, fups with Livy % 
Then walks a Turn or two in Via Lofted, 
And, after fix Hours* Conference with the Star*, 
Sleeps with old Erra Pater. But. This is admirable. 

And. FJ1 tell you more hereafter. Here's my old Matter, 
And another old ignorant Elder ; I'll upon 'em. 

Enter Brifac, and Lewis/ 

Bri. What, Andrew f welcome ; where f s my Charles ? 
fpeak, Andrew \ 
Where didft thou leave thy Matter ? And. Contemplating 
The Number of the Sands in the High-way ; 
And, from that, purpofes to make a Judgment 
Of the Remainder in the Sea : He is, Sir, 
In ferious Study, and will lofe no Minute, 
Nor out of *s Pace to Knowledge. Lew. This is ftrange. 

And. Yet he hath fent his Duty, Sir, before him 
In this fair Manuicript. Bri. What have we here? 
Pot-hooks and Aqdirons ! And. I much pity you, 
It is the Syrian Charafter, or the Arabick. 
Wou'd you have it faid, fo great and deep a Scholar, 
As Matter Charles is, fhould ask Blefling 
In apv Chriftian Language ? Were it Greeks 
I couj4 interpret for you ; but, indeed^ 
(3) Pm gone np farther. Bri. And in Greek you can 
Lie with your fmqg Wife Lilly. And. If I keep her 
From your French Dialed, (as I hope I (hall, Sirs) 
However Iheisr your Lindrels, fhc fhall put you 
To the Charge of no more Soap than ufual 
For th* wattling of your Sheets. Bti. Take in the Knave, 
And let him *at. And. And drink too, Sir. 
' Bri. And drink too, 

(5) Bri. ■ « Ami in Grade you can 

lie *wi*b yeur ft*ug Wife Lilly.} Brifac is here ftrangeljr 
opt of Character, Me is reprefeotcd as an old ftnpid Juftice of the 
Pfac*, one of no polite Literature, and *ead only in the Old Statutes, 
and in them no better learned than his Clerk : Yet here, 'tis manifeit, 
he is making an Allufion to a Paffage in Ju v e n a l's Satire*. 
Hoc cun&m sfundvMt emimi Secret** 'Quid ultra? - 
Concumbunt Grajce. 

And 
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And fee your Matter's Chamber ready for him. 

But. Come, D.o£tor Andrew, without Difputation 
Thou flialt commence i'the Cellar. And. \ had rather 
Commence on a cold bak'd Meat. 

Cook. Thou ftiajt h^a't, Boy. [Exeunt. 

Bri. Good Monfieur Lewis, I efteem my fclf 
Much honoured in your clear Intent to join 
Our antient Families, and make them one ; 
And 'twill take from my Age and Cares, to live 
And Tee what you have purposed put in A& 9 
Of which your Vifit at this prefent; is 
A hopeful Omen ; I each Minute expe&ing; 
Th* Arrival pf my Sons; I have not wrong'd 
Their Birth for Want of Means and Education, 
To fhape them to that Goqrfe.each was adduced ; 
And therefore that we may oroceed difcreetly, 
Since what's concluded rafhfy ftldom profpers, 
You firft lhaiJ take a drift Perafal of them, 
And then, from your Allowance, your fair Daughter 
May fafhion her Affeftion. Lew. Monfieur Brifac, 
You offer fair and nobly, and 1'il meet you 
In the fame Line of Honour ; and, I hope, 
Being bleft but with one Daughter, I IhaLl not - 
Appear impertinently curious, 
Though, with my utmoft Vigilance and Study, ■ 
I labour to beftow her to her Worth: 
Let others fpeak her Form, and future Fortune • 
From me defending to her ; I in that 
Sitr down with Silence. Bri. You may, my Lord, fecurely 5 
Since Fame aloud proclaimed her Perfe&ions, * 
Commanding all Mens Tongues to fing her Praifes; 
Should I fay more, you* well might cenfure me 
(What yet I never was) a Flatterer. 
What trampling's that without of Horfes ? 

Enter Butler. 

But. Sir, my young Mafters are newly alighted. 
Bri. Sir, now obferve their feveral Difpofitiohs. 


i * - 


Enter 
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Enter Charles, 

Char. Bid my Subfizer carry my Hackney to 
TheButt'ry, and give him his Bever ; it is a civil 
And fober Bead, and will drink moderately ; 
And, that done, turn him into the Quadrangle. 

Bri. -He cannot out of his Univerfity Tone. 

Enter Euftace, Egremont, and Cbwfy. 

Euft. Lackey, take Care our Couriers be well rub'd, 
And cloath'd,. they have outftrip'd the Wind in Speed. 

Lew. Ay, marry, Sir, there's Metal in this young Fellow ! 
What a Sheep's Look his elder Brother has! 

Char. Your Bleffing, SkTBri. Rife, Charles, thou haft it. 

Euft. Sir, though it be unufual in the Court, 
(Since 'tis the Country's Garb) I bend my Knee, 
And do expeft what follows. Bri. Courtly beg'd, 
My Bleffing;— -—take it. 

Euft. (to Lew.) Your Lordlhip's vow'd Adorer. 
What a Thing this Brother is ! Yet Til vouchfafe him 
The new Italian Shrug— ——How downilhly 
The Book-worm does return it. 

Char. Pm glad, ye are well. [Reads. 

Euft. Pray you, be happy in the Knowledge of 
This Pair of moft accomplifhed Monfieurs, 
They are Gallants that have feen both Tropicks. 

Bri. I embrace their Love. 

Egre. Which we'll repay with Service. 

Cow. And will report your Bounty in the Court. 

Bri. I pray you, make deferving Ufe on't firft. 
Euftace, give Entertainment to your Friends j . 
What's in my Houfe is theirs. 

Euft. Which we'll make Ufe of; 
Let's warm our Brains with half a dozen Healths, 
And then, hang cold Difcourfe ; for we'll (peak Fire-works* 

[Exeunt. 

Lew. What, at his Book already ? 

Bri. Fie, fie, Charles, 
No Hour of Interruption ? Char. Plate differs 
From Socrates in this. Bri. Come, lay them by ; 

Let 
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(4) Let them agree at Leifure. Char. Man's Life, Sir, being 
So fliort, and then the Way that leads unto 

The Knowledge of our felves, fo long and tedious, 

Each Minute fhould be precious. Bri. In our Care 

To manage worldly Bufinefs, you mud part with 

This Bookifli Contemplation, and prepare 

Your felf for Aftion 5 to thrive in this Age, 

Is held the Palm of Learning. You muft ftudy 

To know what Part of my Land's good for th* Plough, 

And what for Pafture; how to buy and fell 

(5) To the beft Vantage 5 how to cure my Oxen, . 
When they're o'er-done with Labour. 

Char. I may do this 
From what I've read, Sir 5 for what concerns Tillage, 
Who better can deliver it thin Virgil 
In his Georgicks? and to cure your Herds, 
W\%Bucolicks is a Mafter- piece 5 but when 
He does defcribe the Common- wealth of Bees, 
Their Induftry and Knowledge of the Herbs, 
From which they gather Honey, with their Cire 
To place it with Decorum in the Hive, 
Their Government among thcmfelves, their Order 
In going forth and coming loaden home, 
Their Obedience to their King, and his Rewards 

(6) To fuch as labour, with his PunUhments 

(4) Man's Life, Sir, being 

So (hort, &cJ] Charles is here immediately (hewing his Learn- 
ing ; for if I am not very much mrftaken, the Poets have given him 
this Sentiment from the firft Apborifm of Hippocrates. *0 (Ziof 

(5) ■ how to cure my Oxen, 

When they* re o'er-grown nuith Labour. "\ To be o % er-gronvm 
with Labour fhould feem to fignify the Oxen which are paft their 
Labour, being worn out with Age and Toil ; when Phyfick can have 
little Effect on them. The Idea, required here, is that of Oxen flung 
into Surfeits and Diftempers by Over-fatigue. I take the Authors* 
Word therefore to have been tier-done with Labour, which conveys 
this Idea. Mr. Seward. 

Mr. Sympfin likewife darted the fame Emendation. 

(6) ■ with his Punijhments 
Only infliBed on the Jlothful Drone. 

Ignavum Fucos pecus * pnefepibus arcent: fays Virgil. 

Only 
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Only infli&ed oa the flothful Drone, 

Pm ravifh'd vfith it, and there reap my Harveft ; 

And there receive the Gain my Cattle bring me, 

And there find Wax and Honey. Bri. And grow rkh 

In your Imagination ; Heyday, heyday, 

Georgicks* and Bucolicks y and Bees ! Art mad ? 

Char. No, Sir, the Knowledge of thefc guard me from it. 

Bri. But can you find among your Bundle of Books, 
(And put in all your Dictionaries that fpeak all Tongues) 
What Pleafiires they enjoy, that do embrace 
A well-fliap'd wealthy Bride ? Anfwfer me that. 

Cbar. 'Tis frequent, Sir, in Story ;. there I read of 
All kind of virtuous and vicious Womeq, 
The antient Spartan Dames, and Roman Ladies, 
Their Beauties, and Deformities j and when 
I light upon a Portia or Cornelia^ [ncfi, 

Crown'd with ftill-flourilhing Leaves of Truth and Good- 
With fuch a Feeling I perufe their Fortunes, 
As if I then had liv'd, and freely tafted 
Their ravifhing Sweetnefs ; at the prefent, loving 
The whole Sex for their Goodnefs and Example. 
But, on the contrary, when I look on 
A Oytenmeftra or a Tullia* 

The firft bath'd in her Husband f s Blood ; the latter, 
Without a Touch of Piety, driving on 
Her Chariot o'er her Father's breathlefe Trunk ; 
Horror invades my Faculties ; and comparing 
The Multitudes o' th* Guilty, with the few 
That did die Innocents, 1 deteft, and loath 'em, 
As Ignorance or Atheifm. Bri. You refolve then 
Ne'er to make Payment of the Debt you owe me. 

Char. What Debt, good Sir ? 

Bri. A Debt I paid my Father 
When I begat thee, and made him a Grandfire ; 
Which I expeft from you. Cbar. The Children, Sir, 
Which I will leave to all Pofterity, 
Begot and brought up by my painful Studies, 
Shall be my living Iflue. Bri. Very well, 
And I (hall have a general Colle&ion 
Of all the Quiddits. from Adam to this Time 

To 
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To be my Grandchild. Char. And fuch a one, I hope, Sir* 
As fhall not fharne the Family. Bri. Nor will you 
Take Care of my Eftate. Char. But in my Wiflies ; 
For know, Sir, that the Wings on which my Soul 
Is mounted, have long fince borne her too high 
To ftoop to any Prey, that (bars not upwards. 
Sordid and dunghil Minds, compos'd of Earth, 
In that grofs Element fix all their Happinefs ; 
But purer Spirits, purg'd and refin'd, ihake off 
That Clog of human Frailty * give me Leave 
T'enjoy my felf ; that Place, that does contain 
My Books, the bed Companions, is to me 
A glorious Court, where hourly I converfe 
With tfce old Sages and Philosophers ; 
And ibmetimes, for Variety, I confer 
With Kiftgs and Emperors, and weigh their Counfeb t 
Calling their Vidlories, if unjuftly got, 
Unto a ftrid: Accompt, and, in my Fancy, 
Deface their ill-plac'd Statues. Can I then 
Part with fuch conftant Pleafures, to imbrace 
Uncertain Vanities ? No, be it your Care 
T' augment your Heap of Wealth ; it (hall be mine, 
T' cncreafe in Knowledge— Lights there for my Study ! 

[Exit. 
Bri. Was ever Man, that had Reafon, thus tranfportcd * 
From all Senfe and Feeling of his proper Good ? 
It vexes me, and if I found not Comfort 
In my young Euftace y I might well conclude 
My Name were at a Period ! Lew. He's, indeed, Sir, 
The fiirer Bafe to build on. 

Enter Euftace, Egremont, Cowfey, and Andrew. 

Bri. Euftdce,—- 

Eufi. Sir.— 

(7) Bri. Your Ear in private. And. I fufped, my Mailer 

(7) You arc in private.] This is not true, for there are feveral 
Perfons prefent. A Whifper immediately follow ; which full/ fliews 
the true Reading. 

Your Ear in private. Mr. Seward. 

The Quarto's in 1640, 1651, 1661, and the Folio in 1679 all 
concur to confirm Mr. Seward 9 % Comefture. 

Has 
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Has found harlh Welcome, he's gone fupperlefs 
Into his Study ; cou'd I find out the Caufe, 
Jt may be borrowing of his Books, orTo ; 
I fhall be fatisfy'd. Euft. My Duty fhall, Sir, • 
Take any Form you pleafe, and in your Motion 
To have me married, you cut off all Dangers 
The violent Heats of Youth might bear me to. 

Lew. It is well anfwer'd. Eujt. Nor (hall you, my Lord, 
Nor your fair Daughter,, ever find juft Caufe 
To mourn your Choice of me : the Name of Husband, 
Nor the Authority it carries in it, 
Shall ever teach me to forget to be, . 
As I am now, her Sewant, and your Lordfhip's j 
And but that Mod eft y forbids, that I 
Should found the Trumpet of my own Defers, 
I couM fay, my choice Manners have been fuch^ 
As render me lov'd and remarkable 
To th* Princes of the Blood. 

Cow. Nay, to the King. 

Egre. Nay, to the King and Council. 

And. Thefe are Court- Admirers, 
And ever echo him that bears the Bag : 
Though I be dull-ey'd, I fee through this Juggling; 

Euft. Then for my Hopes, — 

Cow. Nay, Certainties, Euft. They ftand 
As fair as any Man's. What can there fall 
In Compafs of her Wiflfes, which fhe fhall not . 
Be fuddenly poffels'd of? Loves fhe Titles ? 
By th'" Grace and Favour of my princely Friends, 
I am what fhe would have me. Bri. He fpeaks well, 
And I believe him. Lew. I cou'd wifh, I did fb. 
Pray you, a Word, Sir ; He's a proper Gentleman, 
And promifes nothing but what is poffible. 
So far I will go with you : Nay, I add, , 

He hath won much upon me, and were he 
But one Thing that his Brother is, the Bargain 
Were foon ftruc^up. Bri. What's that, my Lord ? 

Lew. The Heir. 
• And. Which he is not, and, I truft, never fhall be. 

Bri. Come, that fhall breed no Difference; you fee, 

Cbarlti 
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Charles has giv'n o'er the World ; I'll undertake, 
And with much Eaie, to buy his Birthright of him 
For a dry-fat of new Books ; nor (hall my State 
Alone make Way for him, but my Elder Brother's * 
Who, being Iffuelefs, t* advance our Name, 
I doubt not, will add his. Your Relblution ? [ings ; 

Lew. Til firft acquaint my Daughter with the Proceed- ( 
On thefe Terms I am yours, as fhe fhall be ; 
Make you no Scruple, get the Writings ready, 
She (hall be tradable ; to morrow we will hold 
A fecond Conference. Farewcl,* noble Eufiace^ 
And you brave Gallants. Euft. Full Increafe of Honour 
Wait ever on your Lord (hip ! And. The Gout rather, 
And a perpetual Megrim ! Bri. You fee, Eujtace, 
How 1 travel to poflefs you of a Fortune 
You were not born to ; be you worthy of it, 
I'll furniih you for a Suitor ; vilit her, 
And pro/per in't. Euft. She's mine, Sir, fear it not : 
In all my Travels, I ne'er met a Virgin 
That could re fi ft my Courtfhip. 

(8) Cow. If this take now, 
Ware made for ever, and will revel it. [Exeunt. 

And. In tough Welch Parfly, which in our vulgar Tongue 
Strong hempen Halters \ my poor Matter cozen' d, [is 
And 1 a Looker on ! If we have ftudied 
Our Majors, and our Minors, Antecedents, 
And Confequents, to be concluded Coxcombs, 
W've made a fair Hand on't ; I'm glad I've found 
.O^t all their Plots, and their Confpiracies ; 
This (hall V old Monfieur MirammU one, that though 

(8) , If this take nrw, 

We're made for ever.] Several of the Editions old and mo- 
dern continue This to Euftace's Speech; others have nonfenfically 
afiign'd it to Brifac. The oldefl Quarto of all has it thus. 

Euft. If this take new, Sec. 
But Euftace was the lad Speaker, and no body had interrupted him : 
therefore 'tis abfurd, that his Name (hould be put here only becaufe * 
he continues to fpeak. It mull certainly be placed to one of his 
Hangers-op, who hugs himfelf with the Thought, that if this Match 
takes place, they (hall have it in their Power to revel it with a Ven- 
geance. 

.Vol. II. I He 
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He cannot read a Prodatriation, 

Yet daces on Learning, and loves my Matter Charles 

For being a Scholar ; I hear, he's coming hither, 

I (hall meet with him 5 and if he be that did 

Rough tefty Blade he always us'd to be* 

(jq) He'll ring *em fuoh a ftal as fhall go near 

To fhake their Bell- room * pcradvenfure, beat 'em,, 

For he is Fire and Flax ; and fo have at hh».\ £Ex*t. 
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ACT II. S C E N E I. 

Enter Miramont, andfcri&c. : 

• • • ... 

Mir. ^T A Y , Brother, Brother, -~ 

*^* Bri. Pray, Sir, be not moved, ; 
I. meddle with no Bufinefe but my own ; ~ 
And, in mine own, ^tis Reafon I ihould govern. 

(10) Mir. But know to govern then, and ; undcrftand, 
And be as wife as hafty ; though you be i {Sir, 

My Brother and from one Blood fprung, Imtift tell yc, 
Heartily and home too, ~~- . • 

<Br/.. . What, Sir ?. Mir. What I ^riete to -find, 
You are a Fool, and an old Fool, and that's flwo. 

Bri. We'll part *ena, if you pleafe. 

Mir. No, diey*re^ataiii'd to you ; • 

Seek to deprive an honeft adbfe Spirit), 
Your eldeft Son, Sir, and your very Image, 
(But he's fo like you,/ chat he feues the worie for't) 
Becaufe he loves his Book, and dotes on that, 
And only ftudies how to know things excellent* 

(9) 77/ ring him fuch a Peal, J To rfng a Peat is a Meta- 
phor for Scolding, which Andrew would Certainly not ttfe : No more 
than he would beat Brifac and Euftace : It is plain, Miramont was 
to do both ; we muft read therefore ? 

Hi fl ring *em fuch a Peal — 

This will reftore ooth the Senfe and Grammar, Mr. Seward. 

(10) But how to govern tbtn, and under/land, Sir,"] Tbis Speech 
is quite Nonfenfe from the Want of a Verb. The Quarto in 1651 
retrieves it for us ; and thence I have fubftituted it into the Text. 

Above 
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Above the Reach of fuch coarfe Brains as yours, 
Such muddy Fancies, that never will know farther 
Than when to cut your Vines, and cozen Merchants, 
And choke your hide-boundTenants with mufty Harvefts ? 

Bri. You go too faft. Mir. I'm not come to my Pace yet * 
Becaufe h' has made his Study all his Pleafure, 
And is retired into his Contemplation, 
Not meddling with the Dirt and Chaff of Nature, 
That makes the Spirit of die Mind Mud too, 
Therefore mud he be flung from his Inheritance ? 
(1 1) Muft he be difpoflefi'd, and Monfieur jingle- boy 
His younger Brother — Bri. You forget your felf. 

Mir. Becauff h*has been at Court, and learn'd new 
And how to fpeak a tedious piece of Nothing, [Tongues, 
To vary his Face as Seamen do their Compafs, 
To worfhip Images of Gold and . Silver, 
And fall before the She-Calves of the Seafon, 
Therefore muft he jump into his Brother's Land ? 

Brim Have you done yet, and have you fpake enough 
In Praife of Learning, Sir ? Mir. Never enough. 

Bri. But, Brother, do you know what Learning is ? 

Mir. *Tis not to be a Juftice of Peace as you are, 
And palter out your Time i*th* penal Statutes, 
To hear the curious Tenets controverted 
Between a Proteftant Conftable, and a Jefuit Cobler, 
To pick natural Philofophy out of Bawdry, 
When your Worship's pleas'd to corre&ify a Lady $ ^ 
Nor 'tis not the main Moral of blind Juftice, 
(Which is deep Learning) when your Worfhip's Tenants 
Bring a light Caufe, and heavy Hens before ye, 
Both fat and feafible, a Goofe or Pig ; 
And then you fit, like Equity, with both Hands 
Weighing indifferently the State o'th* Queftion. 

(11) ■ ■ an J Monfieur gingle-Boy, 

His younger Brother ] We muft read, jingle-boy.) /. #. A 

Fop, that fell into every upftart Faftrion. It was the Cuftom in 
the latter Part of Queen Eli%abeth\ Reign, and .alfo in That of 
King James the Firft, fof the Men to wear Boots;. as we may fee 
by the Pi&ures of thofe Times, and their Spurs were equipp'd with 
a Sort of Bells, *or ioofc Rowels, which jingled whenever they 
movM. 

la. Thefe 
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Thcfe are your quodHbets* but no Learning, Brother. 

Bri. You are fo parlouQy in love with Learning, 
That Pd be glad to know what you underftand, Brother,, 
I'm fure, you have read all Ariftotle. Mir. Faith, no \ 
But I believe, I have a learned Faith, Sir, 
And that's it makes a Gentleman of my Sort ; 
Though I can fpeak no Greeks I love the Sound on*t f 
It goes fo thundering as it conjur'd Devils ; 
Charles fpeaks it loftily, and if thou wert a Man, 
Or hadft but ever heard of Homer's Iliads* 
Hefiidj and the Greek Poets, thou wouldft run mad, 
And hang thy felf for Joy thou'dft fuch a Gentleman 
To bethy Son ; O he has read fuch things 
To me ! Bri. And do you nnderftand 'enf, Brother ? 

Mir. I tell thee, no, that's not material ; the Sound's 
Sufficient to confirm an honcft Man : 
Good Brother Brifac^ does your young. Courtier,- 
That wears the fine Cloaths, and is the excellent Gentle- 
(The Traveller, the Soldier, as you think too) [man, 
Underftand any other Pow -r than his Taylor ? 
Or knows what Motion is, more than an Horfe-race ? 
What the Moon means, but to light him home from 

Taverns ? 
Or th* Comfort of the Sun is,but to wear flafh'd Cloaths in i 
And muft this piece of Ignorance be pop'd up, 
Becaufe it can kifs the Hand, and cry, Sweet Lady ? 
Say, // bad been at Rome, andfeen the Relicks 9 
( i z) Drunk your Ferdea-Winc, and rid at Naples* 
Brought home a Box of Venice Treacle with it, 
To cure youbg Wenches that have eaten Afhes : 
Muft this Thing therefore }—Bri. Yes, Sir,this Thing muft, 
I will not truft my Land to one fo lotted, 
So grown like a Difeafe unto his Study, 
He that will fling off all Occafions 
And Cares, to make him underftand what State is, 

• * 

(13) Drunk your Verdca Wine] There is a River in Itafy, that 
runs thro' the Territory of Pranefle, whicjf of old was call'd Verefis: 
The more modern Geographers* tell us that now its Name is Verdi. 
I doubt not, but our Authors allude to the Wiges made in that 
Neighbourhood. 
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And how to govern it ; muft by that Rcafon, 
Be flung himfelf afide from managing : 
My younger Boy is a fine Gentleman. 

Mir* He is an Aft, a Piece of Ginger-bread, 
Gik over to pleafe foolifh Girls and Puppets. 

Bri. You are my elder Brother. Mir. So I had need, 
And have an elder Wit, thou'dft lhanreus all elfe; 
Goto, I (ay, Q>arks (hall inherit. Bri. I fay, no; 
Unlefs Charles had a Soul to under (land it : 
W hy, can he manage fix thoufand Crowns a Year 
Out of the Metaphyficks ? Or can all 
Hislearn'd Aftronomy look to my Vineyards? 
Or can the drunken old Poets make up my Vines ? 
(I know, they can drink 'err}) or your excellent Humanifts 
Sell 'em the Merchants for my beft Advantage ? 
Can Hiftory cut my Hay, or get my Corn in ? 
And can Geometry vent it in the Market ? 
Shall I have my Sheep kept with a Jacob's Staff now ? 
I wonder, you will magnify this Mad-man, 
You that are old and fhou'd underftand. 

Mir. Should, fay'ftthou, 
Thou monftrous Piece of Ignorance in Office! [fufts, 
Thou that haft no more Knowledge than thy Clerk in- 
Thy dapper Clerk larded with Ends of Latin, 
( 1 3; And he no more than Cuftom of his Office ; 
Thou unreprievable Dunce! (that thy formal Bandftrings, 
Thy Ring, nor Pomander, cannot expiate for) 
Doft thou tell me, I fhou'd ? PU poze thy Worlhip 
In thine own Library, an Almanack ; 
Which thou art daily poring on, to pick out 

(13) And he no more than Cuftom of Offences.] There is great 
Humour in this PaiTage, and 'tis Fity that it fhould be hurt by fo ob- 
Ycure an Expreflion at the Clofe. I can affix no Idea to it, but that 
the Juftice's Clerk's whole Literature confifts in the Forms of Com- 
mitment for common Offences ; and therefore thought that the Origi- 
nal might have been,— —cuftomary Offences: Which conveys this 
Idea more clearly than the prefent Reading, which is too obfcure to 
be genuine. But by as fmall a Change of the Letters, I have, I think, 
hit upon a much clearer one, and which for that Reafon is moft likely 
to have been the Original one. 

And he no more than Cuftom of his Office, 

^ Mr. Seward. 

I 3 Day? 
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Days of Iniquity to oozcn Fools in 9 

And full Moons to cut Cattle ; doft thou taint me, 

That have run over Story, Poetry, 

Humanity i Bri. As a cold nipping Shadow 

Does o'er the Ears of Corn, and leave 'em blafted. 

Put up your Anger, what Til do, I'll do. 

Mr. Thou Ih^lt not do. Bri. I will. 

Mir. Thou art an Afe then, 
A dulLold tedious Afi j thou'rt ten times worfe 
And of left Credit than Dunce Hotting/bead 
(14) The Englijhman % that writes of Shows and Sheriffs. 

Enter Lewis. 

Bri. W^ll, take your Pleafure, here's one I muft talk with. 

Lew. Good Day, Sir. Bri. Fair to you, Sir. 

Lew. May I fpeak w* ye ? [riefi. 

Bri. With all my Heart, I was waiting on your Good- 

Lew. Good-morrow, Monfieur Miramont. 

Mr. O fweet Sir, 
Keep your Good-morrow to cool your Worfliip*s Pottage. 
A Couple of the World's Fools met together 
To mile up Dirt and Dunghills ! Lew. Are they drawn ? 

Bri. They (hall be ready, Sir, within thefc two Hours, 
And Charles ^ to fet his Hand. Lew. 9 Tis neceflary \ 
For he being a joint Purchafer, though your State . 
W^s gpt by your own Induftry, unle6 • , 

He feal to the Conveyance, it can be 
Of no Validity. Bri. He lhall be ready, 
And do it willingly. Mr. He lhall be hang'd firft. 

Bri. I hope, your Daughter likes. 
* Lew. She loves him well, Sir; 
Young Euftace is a Bait to catch a Woman, 
A budding fpritely Fellow ; you're refelv'd then, . 
That all fhall pais from Charles. Bri. All, all, he's nothing, 
A Bunch of Books fhall be his Patrimony, 

(14) That write j of Snows and Sheriffs.] The Quarto in 1651, 
*nd the Folio in 1679, 'have it Shows; which I take to be the genuine 
Word : Bccaufe Holingfoead is very prolix in defcribing Tilts and 
Tournaments, publfck Entries, Mafijues, and other Pieces of Pa- 
ltry, 

And 
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And more than he can manage too. Lew. Will your Brother 
Pais over his Land too, to your Son Eufiace? 
You know, he has no Heir. Mir. He will be Head firft, 
And Horfc-collars made of 's Skin} Bri. Let him alone, 
A willful 'Man ; my State fhall ferve the Turn, Sir. 
And how does your Daughter ? Lew. Ready for the Hour j 
And, like a blufhing Roie* that (lays the pulling* 

Bri. To-morrow then's the Day, 

Lew. Why, then To-morrow 
I'll bring the Girl, gee you the Writings ready. 

Mar. But hark you, Monfieur, have you the virtuous 
To heJp to rob an Heir, an elder Brother, [Confidence 
Of that which Nature and the Law flings on him ? 
You were your Father's eldeft Son, 1 take it, 
And had his Land; 'Would, you had had his Wit too, 
Or his Dlfcretion tq> confider nobly, 
What 'tis to deal unworthily in thefe Things ! 
You'll iay, he's none of yours, he is his Son ; 
And he will fay, he is no Son co inherit 
Above a Shelf of Books j Why did he get him i [ Things t 
Why was he brought up to write and read, and know 
Why was he not like his Father, a dumb Juftice ? 
A flat dull Piece of Flegm, (hap'd like a Man, 
A reverend Idol in a Piece of Arras ? 
Can you lay Difobedience, Want of Manners, # 
Or any capital Crime to his Charge i Lew. I do not, 
Nor do not weigh your Words ; they bite not me, Sir, 
This Man mull anfwer* Bri. I have don't already, 
And given fufficient Reafon to fecure me. 
And fo Good-morrow, Brother, to your Patience* 

Lew. Good-morrow, Monfieur Miramont. 

Mir. Good Night-caps ! ■ 
Keep your Brains warm, or Maggots will breed in 'cm. 
Well, Charles, thou (halt not want to buy thee Books yet, 
Thefaireft in thy Study are my Gift, 
And the Lovaine Univerfity for thy fake 
Hath tailed of my Bounty ; and to vex 
Th* old doting Fool thy Father, and thy Brother, 
They (hall not fhare a Solz of mine between them ; 

I 4 Nay 
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Nay more, I'll give thee eight thoufand Crowns a Year, 

In fome high Strain to write my Epitaph, [Exit. 

• . 

S C E N E II. 

Enter Euftace, Egremont, and Cowfy. 

Euft. How do I look now to fay elder Brother ? 
Nay, 'tis a handfome Suit. 

Cow. All courtly, courtly. 

Euft. I'll affure ye, Gentlemen, my Tailor has travePd, 
And fpeaks as lofty Language in his Bills too, 
The Cover of an old Book wou'd not fhew thus. 
Fie, fie, what Things thefe Academicks are, 
Thefe Book- worms, how they look! 

Egre. They're meer Images, 
No genteel Motion nor Behaviour in 'em, 
They'll prattle ye of primum mobile y 
And tell a Story of the State of Heav'n, 
"What Lords and Ladies govern in fuch Houfes, 
And what Wonders they do when they meet together, 
And how they fpit Snow, Fire, and Hail like a Jugler,, 
And make a None, when drunk, which we call Thunder. 

Cow. They are the fneaking'ft Things, and the con- 
temptibleft ; 

Such Sm^ll-heer Brains ; but ask *em any thing 

Out of the Element of their Underftanding, 

And they (land gaping like a roafted Pig ; 

Do they know what a Court is, or a Council, 

Or how th* Affairs of Chriftendom are manag'd ? 

Do they know any thing but a tir'd Hackney ? 

( 1 5) And then they cry abfurd as the Horfe underftood 'em. 

They have made a fair Youth of your elder Brother, 

A prttty Piece of Flefh. Euft. 1 thank 'em for it ; 

(15) And then thej cry abfurd as the Horfe underftood '«,],' There 
is moil certainly fome Corruption here thro' all the Copies, which has 
debafed the Text to dark Nonfenfe. I have not been able, by re- 
volving it many times in my Mind, to retrieve the true Reading ; or 
to conceive what it points at. I mult leave it, as it is, to fome more 
happy Conje&uiers. 

• Long 
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Long may he ftudy to give me his State ! 
Saw you my Miftrefs ? 

Egre. Yes, (he's a fweet young Woman, 
But, be fare, you keep her from Learning. Euft. Songs (he 
May have, and .read a little unbak'd Poetry, 
Such as the Dablers of our Time contrive ; 
That has no Weight nor Wheel to move the Mind, 
/Nor, indeed, nothing but an empty Sound ; 
She (hall have Cloaths, but not made by Geometry ; 
Horfes and Coach, but of no immortal Race ; 
I will not have a Scholar in mine Houfe 
Above a gentle Reader ; they corrupt 
The foolifti Women with their fubtle Problems : 
I'll have my Houfe call'd Ignorance, to fright 
Prating Philofophers from Entertainment. 

Cow. It will do well, love thole that love good Fafhions, 
Good Cloaths and rich, they invite Men to admire 'em, 
That fpeak the Lifp of Court, Oh 'tis great Learning ! 
To ride well, dance well, fing well, or whiftle courtly, 
They're rare Endowments ; that they have feen far Coun- 
tries, [Truths, 
And can fpeak ftrange Things, though they fpeak no 
For then they make things common. When are you 
married ? 

Euft. To morow, I think \ we muft have a Maique,Boys, 
And of our own Making. 

Egre. *Tis not half an Hour's Work, 
A Cupid and a Fiddle, and the Thing's done ; 
But let's be handfome, fhall's be Gods or Nymphs ? 

Euft. What, Nymphs with Beards ? 

Cow. That's true, we will be Knights then, 
Some wandring Knights, that light here on a fudden. 

Euft. Let's go, let's go ; I muft go vifit, Gentlemen, 
And mark what fweet Lips I muft kifs to morrow. [Exe. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Cook, Andrew, and Butler. 

Cook. And how does my Matter ? 
Jnd. Is at's Book *, peace, Coxcomb, 

That 
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That fuch an unlearn'd Tongue as thine fhould ask for 
him! 
Cook. Does he not ftudy conjuring too ? And. Have you 
Loft any Plate, Butler ? But . No, but I know, 
I (hall to morrow at Dinner. •And, Then to morrow 
You fliall be turn'd out o' Place for't ; we meddle with 
No Spirits o'th* Btjttry, they tafte too fmall for .us ; 
Keep me a Pye in Folio % I befeech thee, 
And thou (halt fee how learn'dly Pll tranflate him ; 
Shall's have good Cheer to morrow ? 

Cook. Excellent good Cheer, Andrew. 

And. The fpite on't is, that, much about that Time, 
I (hall be arguing, or deciding rather, 
Which are the Males and Females of red Herrings \ 
And whether they be taken in the Red Sea only, 
A Queftion found out by Copernicus^ 
The learned Motion-maker. Cook. Ay, marry, Butler, 
Here are rare things ; a Man, that look'd upon him, 
Would fwear he underftood no more than we do. 

But. Certain, a learned Andrew. And. Pve (b much on% 
And am fo loaden with ftrong Underftanding, 
] fear, they'll run me mad ; here's a new Inftrumcnt, 
A mathematical Glider to purge the Moon with, 
When (he is laden with cold flegmatick Humours; 
And here's another to remove the Stars, 
When they grow too thick in the Firmament. 

Cook. O Heav'ns ! why do I labour out my Life 
In a Btef»pot ? And only (earch the Secrets 
Of a Sallgd ; and know no further ! And. They are not 
Reveal'd to all Heads ; thefe are far above 
Your Element of Fire, Cook} f fcou'd tell you 
Of Archimedes' Glafs to fire your Coals with ; 
And of the Phitofopher's Turf, that ne'er goes Out ; 
And Gilbert Butler, I cou'd ravilh thee, 
With two moft rare # Invcntions. 

But. What are they, Andrew t [bafe, 

And. The one to blanch your Bread from Chippings 
And, in a moment, as thou wou'dft an Almond; 
The Se& of the Epicureans invented that \ 
The other for thy Trenchers, that's a ftrong one, 

To 


The Elder Brother. 123 

To cleanfe you twenty Dozen in a Minute, 

And no Noife heard ; which is the Wonder, Gilbert, 

And this was out of Plattfs new Ideas. [drew ? 

But.. Why, what a learned M after doft thou fcrve, An- 

And. Theieare but the Scrapings of his Underftanding, 
Gilbert. 
With Gods and Goddeffes, and fuch ftrange People 
He deals, and treats with, in (b plain a Fafhion, 
As thou doft with thy Boy that draws thy Drink ; 
Or Ralph there, with his Kitchen-Boys and Scalders. 

Cook. But why ihou'd he not be familiar and talk fome- 
As other Chriftians do, of hearty Matters, [times, 

And come into the Kitchen, and there cut his Breakfaft ? 

But. And then retire to the But try, and there eat it, 
And drink a lufty Bowl ? my younger Matter, 
That mud now be the Heir, will do all thefe, 
Ay, and be drunk too ; thefe are mortal things. 

And. My Mailer ftudies Immortality. 

Cook. Now that thou talk'ft of Immortality, 
How does thy Wife, good Andrew? My old Matter 
Did you no fmall PJeafure when he procur'd her, 
And ftock'd you in a Farm. If he (hou'd love her now, 
As he hath a Colt's Tooth -yet, what lays your Learning 
And your ftrange Inftruments to that, my Andrew ? 
Can any of your learned Clerks avoid it i 
Can ye put by his mathematical Engine ? 

And. Yes, or I'll break it ; thou awaken'ft me, 
And I'll peep i'th' Moon this Month,but I'll watch for him. 
My Matter rings, I mutt go make him a Fire, 
And conjure o'er his Books. Coek. Adieu, good Andrew j 
And fend thee manly Patience with thy Learning. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Charles. 

* 

Char. I have forgot to eat and fleep with Reading, 
And all my Faculties turn into Study, 
'Tis Meat and Sleep; what need I- outward Garments, 
When I can cloath my fclf with Underftanding? 

The 
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The Stars and glorious Planets have no Tailors, 
Yet ever new they are, and fhine lik.e Courtiers, 
The Seafons of the Year find no fond Parents, 
Yet feme are arxnM in Giver Ice that glitters, 
And fome in gawdy Green come in like Maiquers ; 
The Silk-worm fpins her own Suit and her Lodging, 
And has no Aid nor Partner in her Laboufs ; 
Why fhou'd we care for any thing but Knowledge, 
Or look upon the World but to contemn it ? 

Enter Andrew. 

And. Wou'd you have any thing ? Char. Andrew^ I find, 

(16) There is a Stie grown o'er the* Eye o'th* Bull, 
Which will go near to blind the Conftellation. 

And. Put a Gold-ring infs Nofe, and that will cure him. 
. Char. Ariadne's Crown's awry too, two main Stars, 
That held it faft, are flip'd out. And. Send it prelently 

(17) To Galli Leo the Italian Star-wright, 
He'll fet it right again with little Labour. 

Char. Thou art a pretty Scholar. And. I hope, I fhall be * 
Have I fwept your Books fo often to know nothing ? 
. Char. I hear, thou'rt married. 
And. It hath pleas'd your Father 

( 1 8) To match me to a Mate of his own choofing : 

(I doubt, her Conftellation's loofe too, and wants nailing,) 
And a fweet Farm he has giv'n us a Mile off, Sir. • 

Char. Marry thy felf to Under (landing, Andrew^ 
Thefe Women are Errata in all Authors ; 

(16) There is a Flic grown o'er the 'Eye o'tb* Bull,'] Charles is 
{peaking of the Bull, or Sign Taurus, upon the Cceleftial Globe. But, 
a Fly growing over the Eye, is an odd Expreflion. If the Globe were 
wet with any glutinous Matter, a Fly might dick to it. But I have 
retrieved the true Reading from feveral of the old Quarto's. A 
Piece of Dirt was fell'n on the Bull's Eye, which look'd like that 
Inflammation which is call'd a Stye. 

(17) To Gallatteo, the Italian Star-wright.'] But Gallil*o was 
his true Name, as I had feveral Years ago markU in the Margin of 
my Book ; and as Mr. Sympfon likewife lately obferv'd to me. 

(18) To match me to a Maid of his own choofing ; ] Mr. Sympfon 
thinks Mate to have been the Original and more proper Reading ; 
and fo I have reformed the Text. • 

They're 
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They're fair to fee too, and bound up in Vellom, 
Smooth, white and clear ; but their Contents are monftrous 
They treat of nothing but dull Age and Difeafes. 
Thou haft not fo much Wit in thy Head, as there is 
On thefe Shelves, Andrew. 

And. I think, I have not, Sir. Char. No, if thou hadft 
(19) Thou'dfkne'er have warm'd a Woman in thy Bofom; 
They're Cataplafms made o'th' deadly Sins, 
1 never faw any yet but mine own Mother, 
Or if I did, I did regard them but 
As Shadows that pafs by of under Creatures. [Wife ; 

And. Shall I bring you one ? I'll truft you with my own 
I wou'd not have your Brother go beyond ye, 
They're the prettied natural Philofbphers to play with. 

Char. No, no, they're Opticks to delude Mens Eyes with. 
Does my younger Brother fpeak any Greek yet, Andrew ? 

And. No, but he fpeaks High Dutch j and that goes as 
daintily. 

Char. Reach me the Books down I read yefterday, 
And make a little Fire, and get a Manchet ; 
Make clean thofe Inftruments of Brafs I fhew'd you, 
And fet the great Sphere by, then take the Fox- Tail 
And purge the Books from Dull ; laft, take your Lilly, 
And get your Part ready. And. Shall I go home, Sir ? 
My Wife's Name is Lilly* there my beft Part lies, Sir. 
• Chflr. I mean, your Grammar -, O thou Dunderhead ! 
Wou'dft thou be ever in thy Wife's Syntaxis ? 
Let me have no Noife, nor nothing to difturb me, 
I am to find a Secret. And. So am I too *, 
Which, if I do find, I fhall make fome fmart for't. 

[Exeunt. 

(19) Thoudft ne*er have married a Woman in thy Btfem; ] To 
take a Woman into one*9 Bofcm is a very common and fenfible 
Ex predion ; but to marry one in one's Bofom is a Form of fpeak* 
ing that I have never met with. In fliort, the Quart* in 1651 has 
it rightly, warmfd ; and the Allufion, I take it, is to to the filly 
Countryman, * in the Fah/e, who cherilhM a frozen Snake in his 
Bofom, till it recovered and Hung him. 

ACT 
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ACT HI. S C E N E I. 

Enter Lewis, Angellina, Sylvia, and Notary. 

Lew. npH I S is the Day, my Daughter Angelina, 

«*• The happy Day, that muft make jbu a Fortune, 
A large and full one ; my great Care has wrought it, 
And yours muft be as great to entertain it. 
Young Epftace is a Gentleman at all Points, 
And his Behaviour affable and courtly, 
His Perfoh excellent ; I know, you find that, 
I read it in your Eyes, you like' his Youth. 
Young handfome People fhould be rnatch'd together, 
Then follow handfome Children, handfome Fortunes 5 
The moft part of his Father's State, my Wench, 
Js ty*d in jointure, that makes up the Harmony ; 
And, when ye are marry *d, he's of that foft Temper, 
And fi> far will be chfain'd to your Obfervance, 
That you may rule and turn him as you pleafe. 
What are the Writings drawn on our fide, Sir ? 

Not. They are, and here I have fo fetter'd him, 
That if the Elder Brother fct his Hand to, 
Not all the Pow'r of Law (hall e'er releafe htm. 

Lew. Thefe Notaries are notable confident Knaves, 
And able to do more Mifchief than an Army, • ' 
Are all your Claufes fare ? Nat. Sure as Proportion 5 
They may turn*Rivers ibcrner than thefe Writings. 
Why did you not put all the Lands in, Sir ? 

Lew. f Twas not conditioned. Not. If it had been found, 
k had been but a Fault made in the Writing ; 
If not found all the Land. Lew. Thefe are foall Devils, 
Xhat care not who has Mifchief, fo they make it ; 
They live upon the meer Scent of Diflention. 
*Tis well, 'tis well ; are you contented, Girl ? 
For your Will muft be known. 

Ang. A Husband's welcome, 
And, as an humble Wife, I'll entertain him ; 
No Sovereignty I aim at, 'tis the Man's, Sir ; 
For flie, that feeks it, kill her Husband's Honour : . 

The 
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The Gentleman 1 have fcen, and well obferVd him f 
Yet find not that grae'd Excellence you promife ; 
A pretty Gentleman, and he may pleafe too ; • 
And feme few Flafhes I have heard come from him, 
But not to Admiration, as from others ; [fo, 

(20) He's young, and may be good, yet he muft make him 
And I may help, and for Help thank him alfo. 
It is your Pleafure I fhould make him mine, 
And 't has been ftill my Duty to obienre you. 

Lew. Why then let's go, and I fhali love your Modefty. 
To Hdrfe, and bring the Coach out. Angellina^ 
Tooriorrow you will look more Womanly. 

Jng.-So I look honeftly, I fear no Eyes, Sir. [Exe. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Bribe, Andrew, Cook, and Lilly. 

Bri. Wait on your Mafter, he /hall have that befit* 

jfnd. No Inheritance, Sir ? [him. 

'Bri. You fpeak like a Fool, a Coxcomb, 
He (hall have annual Means to buy him Books, 
And find hinj Cloaths and Meat, what would he more ? 
Trouble hia* with Land ? 'tis flat againft his Nature. 
I Jove him too, and honour thofe Gifts in him. 

Jnd. Shall Mafter Eq/tace have all ? 

Bri. AIL all* be knows how 
To ufe it, he's a Man bred in the World, 
Th'other i f tk* Heav'ns. My Mailers, pray be wary 
And feryfce^ble \ and, Cook, ice all your Sawces 
Be fharp and poynant in the Palate, that they may 

(20) He^s young and may be good, yet be muft make it 9 

And I may be/p, and help to thank him alfo'.'] I can make 
no fort of Senfe of the latter part of the laft Line ; bnt as the 
foregoing, Lines point out the Intention of the Abthor, to That will 
dired us to the true Reading. The Senfe I take to be this. He's 
yet too young to be fix'd to either Good or Evil, bat he may here- 
after make hirafelf good, and I may help to make him fo : And, 
a* I am young, be, in return, may help to fix me in Goodneft. The 
ilight Reformation, that I have ofier'd, entirely gives this Senfe. 

Mr. Seward* 

Com- 
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Commend you, look Co your Roaft and Bak'd Meats 

handfomejy, 
And what new Kickfhaws and delicate made Things — 
Is th* Mufick come ? 

But. Yes, Sir^ they're here at Breakfaft. 
Bri . There will be a Mafque too,you muft fcethis Room 
clean, 

- * 

And, Butler, your Door open to all good Fellows ; 

(2j) But have an Eye to your Plate, for there be Furies. 

My Lilly ', welcome, you are for the Linnen, 

Sort it, and fee it ready for the Table ; 

And fee the Bride- bed made, and look the Cords, be 

Not cut afunder by the Gallants too ; 

There be fuch Knacks abroad 5 hark hither, Lilly, 

To Morrow night at twelve o'clock, 1*11 fup w'ye : 

Your Husband (hall befafe, I'll fend ye Meat'too* 

Before, I cannot well flip from my Company. 

And. Will ye fo, will ye fo, Sir ? 1*11 make one to eat it, 
I may chance make you ftagger too. 

Bri. No Anfwer, Lilly? 

Lil One word about the Linnen 5 I'll be ready, 
And reft your Worfhip's ftill. And. And I'll reft w'ye, 
You (hall fee what Reft 'twill be. Are ye fo nimble ? 
A Man had need ha?e ten pair of Ears to watch you. 

Bri. Wait on your Matter, for, I know, he wants ye; 
And keep him in his Study, that the Noife 
Do not moleft him : 1 will not fail, my Lilly — 
Come in, Sweet-hearts, all to their fevera! Duties. [Exe. 

And. Are you Kifling-ripe, Sir ? Double but my Farm, 
And kifs her 'till thy Heart ake. Theft Smock- vermine, 
How eagerly they leap at old Mens Kifles •, 
They lick their Lips at Profit, not at Pleafure; 
And if 'twere not for the fcurvy name of Cuckold, 
He fhould lie with her ; I know, fhe-11 labour at length 
With a good Lordfhip* If he had a Wife now ? 

(21) But have an Eye to your Plate, for there £# Furies ] i. c. 
Pilferers, Perfons with rapacious Talons : The Allufion may be to the 
Harpies, mention'd by Virgil, whom he calls Furies. 

- " Vobis Furiarum maxima pando. 

And He/ycbius calls them af xcu]/&*V *iuia* . Mr. Sytnpfon. 

But 


The Elder Brother. 129 

But that's all one, I'll fit him : I muft up 

Unto my Matter, he'll be mad with Study. [Exit. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Charles. 

(22) Char. What Noife is in this Houle, (my Head is 
With feveral Noifcs 5 and in every Corner 5 [broken! ) 
As if the Earth were fliaken with fome ftrange Cholkk, 
There are Stirs and Motions. What Planet rules this Houfc ? 

Enter Andrew. 

Wfco's there? And. >Tis I, Sir, faithfoll Andrew. 

Char. Come near, 
And lay thine Ear down ; hear'ft no Noife ? 

And. The Cooks 
Are chopping Herbs and Mince-meat to make Pies, 
And breaking Marrow-Bones-— 

'Cbar. Can they fet them again ? [ftronger, 

And. Yes, yes, in Broths and Puddings ; and they grow 

(22) What Noife is in this Houfe, my Head is broken,] The old 
Editions have handed down to us as ridiculous a Blunder upon this 
Pafiage, as ever pafs'd the Prefs. They read ; 

■ my Head is broken, 

Within a Parenthefis in enfry Comer : 
Our Learned and Ingenious Mr. .Cibber, who jumbled the 
Cnftom of the Country and this Flay into one Comedy, fagacioufly 
faw, that 'within a Parenthefis did not fo harmonioufly begin a 
Verfe ; he has therefore alter'd it thus. 

My Head it broken 

With a Parenthefis in e nfry Corner ; 
This Gentleman, I fuppofe, might have met with this Scrap of 
Latin, which is (aid to thofe who make falfe Grammar, Diminuis 
Prifciani Caput : You break Prifcian'i Head. Now if a little falfe 
Grammar would break Prifcian % % Head} he naturally concluded, a 
common Man's Head might be broken with a Parenthefis : and fo 
he very judicioufly adopted the Expreffion.— But may it not be 
asked, how did this Nonfenfe flip at firft into the old Books r I 
believe, I can give a Solution for That. Some careful Reader had 
written in the Margin of his Book at the Words, 

— — — My Head is broken 
Within a Parenthefis. 
But forgetting to make the two half Moons, which form a Paren* 
thefis, it was miftook at Prefs for a part of the Text, and thence w« 
derive this wonderfiill Interpolation. 

Vol. II. K Foe 
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For th' Ufe of any Man. Cbar. Whaf Squeaking** that ? 
Sure, there is a Mafiacre. And. Of Pigs and Geefe, Sir, 
And Turkeys, for the Spit. The Cooks are angry Sirs, 
And that makes up the Medly. Cbar. Do they thus 
At every Dinner ? I ne'er mark'd them yet, 
Nor know, who is a Cook. And. They're fometimes fober* 
And then they beat as gently as a Tabor. 
Cbar. What Jjoads are tfoefe ? 
And. Meat, Meat, Sir, for the Kitchen. ' 
And (linking Fowls the Tenants have feni in ; 
They'll ne'er be found out at a general Eating, 
Arid there's fat Venifbn, Sir. 

Cbar. What's that ? And. Why, Deer, « 

Thofe that Men fatten for their private Pleafures ; 
And let their Tenants ftarve upon the Commons. 
Cbar. I've read of Deer, but, yet I ne'er eat any. 
And. There's a Filhmonger's Boy with Caviar, Sir * 
Anchoves, and Potargo, to make ye drink. 

Cbar. Sure, thefe are modern, very modern Meats, 
For I underftand 'em not. And. No more does any Man, 
prom Cpca-merda, or a Subftance worfe, 
'Till they be greas'd with Oil, and rubb'd with Onions, 
And then flung out of Doors, they are rare Sallads. 

Cbar. And why is all this, prithee, tell me, Andrew ? 
£re there any Princes to dine here to Day ? 
By this Abundance, fure, there fhou'd be Princes ; 
I've read of Entertainment for the Gods 
At half this Charge ; will not fix Diflies ferve *em ? 
I never had but one, and that a fmall one. 

And. YourBrother's married this Day, he's marry'd, 
Your younger Brother Eufiace. Cbar. What of that ? 

And. And all the Friends about are bidden hither ; 
There's not a Dog, that knows the Houfe, but comes too. 
Cbar. Marry'd! to whom? 
And. Why, to a dainty Gentlewoman, 
Young, fweet, and modeft. 

Cbar. Are there modeft Women ? 
How do they look ? 

And. O, you'd blefi your felf to fee them. 
He parts with's Books, he ne'er did fa before yet 

Cbar. 
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Char. What does my Father for *em ? 

And. Gives all his Land, 
And makes your Brother Heir. Cbar. Muft I have nothing ? 

And. Yes, you muft ftudy ftill, and he'll maintain you. 

Char. I am his eldeft Brother. And. True, you were fa, 
But he has Ieap'd o'er your Shoulders, Sir. 

Cbar. 'TiswelJ, 
He'll not inherit my Underftanding too ? 

And. I think not, he'll fcarce Hnd Tenants to let it 
Out to. ' Char. Hark, hark. 

And. The Coach that brings the Fair Lady. 

. Enter Lewis, Angellina, Ladies, Notary, &c. 

And. Now you may fee her. 

Cbar. Sure, this (hould be modeft ; 
But I do not truly know what Women make of it, 
(13) Andrew; flic has a Face looks like a Story, 
The Story qf the Heav'ns looks very like her. 

And. She has a wide Face then. 

Char, She has a Cherubin's, 
CoverM and veil'd with modeft Blufhes. 
Eu/taee, be happy, whilft poor Cbarles is patient. 
Get me my Book again, and come in with me.— 

[Exeunt. 

Enter Brifac, Euftace, Egremont, Cowfy, Miramont, 

and Ladies. 
fin". Welcome, fweet Daughter j welcome, noble Brother » 
And you are welcome, Sir, with all your Writings ; 
Ladies, moft welcome : What, my angry Brother ! 

( 2 3) ■ Si* has a Face looks lit* a Story, 

-.. JJ" S ^7 y ,he Heav'ns looks very Hit itrA I have not 

"*£ WoST*^ »P° n «W« ?«%« " A.l J can fcSJ 
« Pkc« ? eft *"?' u W ** Vl i hou,d be ** t,d w Gl "n m both 

■ 1 . . -How that fiolift, Man, 

nat reads tie Story of a Women", Facej 
■and dut believing it, it loft for ever I 
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You muft be welcome too, the Feaft is flat elfe. 

Mir. I come not for your Welcome, 1 expe£fc none 5 
I bring no Joys to blefs the Bed withal ; 
Nor Songs, nor Maiques to glorify the Nuptials % 
I bring an angry Mind to fee your Folly, 
A (harp onfe too, to reprehend you for it. 
Bri. You'll ftay and dine though ? 
Mir. All your Meat fmells mufty, 
Your Table will fhew nothing to content me. 
Bri. I'll afliire you, here's good Meat. 
Mir. But your Sawce is fcurvy. 
It is not feafon'd with the Sharpnefi of Difcretion. 
Ettft. It fcems, your Anger is at me, dear Uncle. 
Mir. Thou art not worth my Anger, th'art a Boy, 
A Lump o'thy Father's Likenefs, made of nothing 
But an tick Cloaths and Cringes ; look in thy Head, 
And 'twill appear a Foot-ball full of Fumes 
And rotten Smoke. Lady, I pity you, 
You are a handfome and a fweet young Lady, 
And ought to have a handfome Man yok'd t'ye. 
An underftanding too ; this is a Gincrack, 
That can get nothing but new Fafhions on you * 
For fay, he have a Thing (hap'd like a Child, 
•Twill either prove a Tumbler or a Tailor. 
Euft. Theic are but harfli Words, Uncle. 
Mr. So I mean * em. • 
Sir, you play harfher Play w'your elder Brother. • 
Euft. I would be loth to give you— — 
Mir. Do not venture, 
I'll make your Wedding-cloaths fit clofer t*ye then $ 
I but difturb you, I'll go fee my Nephew. 
Lew. Pray, take a Piece of Rofcmary. 
Mir. I'll wear if, 
But, for the Lady's fake •, and none of yours ; 
May be, I'll fee your Table too. Bri. Pray, do, Sir. 
Ang . A mad old Gentleman. 
Bri. Yes, faith, fweet Daughter, 
He has been thus his whole Age to my Knowledge ; 
He has made Charles his Heir, I know that certainly ; 
Then why fhould he grudge Eufiace any thing ? 

Jhg* 
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Ang* I would not have a light Head, nor one laden 
With too much Learning, as,, they fay, thisCbarks is 
That makes his Book his Miftrds. Sure, there's fomething 
Hid in this old Man's Anger, that declares him 
Not ameer Sot. 

Bri. ^ Come, (hall we go and feal, Brother ? 
All Things are ready, and the Prieft is here, 
When Charles has fet* his Hand unto the Writings, 
As he (hall inftantly, then to the Wedding, 
And fc to Dinner. 

Lew. Corpe, let's feal the Book firft, 
For my Daughter's Jointure. 

Bri. Let's be private in't, Sin [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Charles, Miramont, and Andrew. 

Mir. Nay, y'are undone. Char. Hum! 

Mir. Ha'ye no greater Feeling ? 

And. You were mod fenfible of the great Book, Sir, , 
When it fell on your Head, and, now the Houfe 
Is ready to fall, do you feel nothing ? Char. Will 
He have my Books too ? Mir. No, he has a Book, 
A fair one too to read on, and read Wonders ; 
I wou'd, thou had'ft her in thy Study>Nephew % 
An 'twere but to ncw-ftring her. 

Char. Yes, I faw her; 
Methought, it was-a curious Piece of Learning, 
Handfbmly bound, and of a dainty Letter. 

And. He flung away his Book. 

Mir. I like that in Him ; 
'Wou'd, he had flung away his Dullnefs too, 
And fpake to her. Char. And ipuft my Brother have all ? 

Mar. All that your,Father has. 

Char. And that fair Woman too? 

Mir. That Woman alfb. Char. He has enough then. 
May I not fee her fometimes, and calf her Sifter ? 
I will do him no Wrong. Mir. This makes me mad* 
I cou'd now cry for Anger -, thefe old Fools 
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Are the mpfj: (h^born and the wUfuJleft (J&ftfltijbs. 
Farewell, apd fall to youf Book, forgpfc yot# Brother, 
You arc my Rfeir, and I'll provide y'^ Wife J 
1*11 look upon this Marriage, thoqgh \ hate jt* [Exit. 

Enter Bri fac. 

Bri. Where is my Son? 

And. There, Sir, cafting a Figure 
What chopping Children his Brother fhall have. ^ , 

Bri. He does well. How do'ft , Charles ? ftill at thy Bopk ? 

And. He's ftudying now, Sir, who, fhall be his Father. 

Bri. Peace, you rude Knave— »-Come hither, Charles, be 

Char. I thank you, I am bufy at my Book ? Sir. [merry, 

Bri. You muft put your Hand, my Charles, as I wou'd 
Unto a little Piece of Parchment here, [have you, 

Only your Name, you write a reafenable Hand. 

Char. But I may do unreafonably to write it. 
What is it, Sir ? Bri. To pais the Land 1 have, Sir, 
Unto your younger Brother. # Char. Is't no more ? 

Bri. No, no, 'tis nothing, you fhall be provided for, 
And new Books you fhall have ftill, and' new Studies, 
Afld have your Means brought in without thy Care, Boy j 
And one ftill to attend you. 

Char. This fhews your Love, Father. 

Bru Vm tender to you, And. Like a Stone, I take^ it 

Char. Why, Father,' I'll go down, ah't pleafe yoalet me, 
Becaufe I'd fee the* Thing they call the Gentlewoman ( 
I fee no Women but through Contemplatipii, 
And there Til do't before the Company, • 
And wifh my Brother Fortune. Bri. *Dd, I prithee. 

Char. I muft not ftay, for I have Things abpve 
Require my Study, Bri. No, thou fhalt hot ftay ; 
Thou fhalt have a brave Dinner too. And. Notw has he 
Overthrown himfelf for ever ; I m\\ down : 
{mo the Cellar, an4 be ftark drunk for Anj»er; Exeunt, 

SGENE'V. 

BntetL Lewis, AngeHina, Euftace, Priejl, Ladies^ 
Cpwfy, wtary, and Miramont. 

Not. Come, kt h^ip bring his $on*s Hand, and all's done. 

Js 
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Is yours ready ? Prieft. Yes, 111 difpatch ye prefcntly, 
Immediately, for, in Truth, lam nungry. 

Eufi. Do, fpeak apace, for we believe exactly : 
Do not we ftay long, Miftrefs? Ang. I find no Fault, 
Better Things well done than want Time to do theou 
Uncle, why are you fad ? Mir. S weet-fraelling Bloflbm, 
'Wou'd,, I were thine Uncle to thine own Content* 
I'd make thy Husband's State a thoufimd better* 
A yearly thoufand ; tfoou haft mifs'd a Man f . 

(But that he is addi&cd to his Study, 
And # knows no other Miftrefs than his Mind) 
Wou'd weigh down Bundles of thefe empty Kexes. 

Ang. Can he fpeak, Sir? 

Mir. J Faith, yes, but not to Women: 
His Langaage is to Heav'n, and heav'nly Wonders ; 
To Nature* and her dark and fecret Caufes. 

Ang* And does he fpeak well there? 

Mir. O, admirably; 
But he's too bafliful tb behold a Woman, 
There's none that fees him, nor he troubles none* 

Ang. He is ? Man. 

Mir. Yes, and a clear fweet Spirit. 

Ang. Then Converfation, methinks ■ , ■ . . 

Mir. So think I too, 
But 'tis his rugged Fate, and fo'I leave you, 

Ang. I like thy Noblenefi. Eu/i. See, my mad Uncle 
Is courting, my fair Miftrefs. Lew. Let him alone i 
There*s nothing that allays an angry Mind 
So foon as a fweet Beauty -,- he'll come to us. • 

Enter Brifac, and Charles. 

Eufi.. My Father's here,, my Brother too I that's * 
Wonder s 
Broke tike a Spirit from his Cell. Bri. Come hither. 
Come nearer, Charles; 'twas your Defire to fee 
My noble Daughter, and the Company^ « 

And give your Brother Joy, and to feal, Boy. 
You do like a good Brother. Lew. Marry, does he,, 
And he fhall have my Love for ever for't. 
Put to your Hand bow. Not. Here's the Deed, Sir, ready. 

K 4 Char. 
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Char.. No, you muft pardon me a while; I tell ye, 
I am in Contemplation, do not trouble me. 

Bri. Come, leave thy Study, Charles. 

Char. PI 1 Jeav<S my Life firft ; 
I ftudy now to be a Man, I've found it. . 
Before, what Man was, was but my Argument. 

Mir. I like this beft of all, he has taken Fire, 
His dull Mift flies away. Euft*. Will you write, Brother ? 

Char. No, Brother, no 5 1 have no Time for poor Things \ 
Pm taking the Height of that bright Conftellation. 

Bri. I fay, you trifle Time, Son. 

Char. I will not leal, Sir ; 
I am your Eldeft, and PI1 keep my Birth-right \ • 
For, Heav'n forbid, I fhould become Examples 
Had y* only fhew'd me Land, I had deliver'a it, 
* And been a proud Man to have parted with it ; 
JTis Dirt, and Labour, Do I fpeak right, Uncle ? 

Mir. Bravely, my Boy \ and blefs thy Tongue ! 

Char. FU forward ; • 

But you have open'd to me foch a Trealure, 
I find my Mind free ; Heav'n direct my Fortune ! 

Mir. Can he fpeak now ? Is this a Son to Sacrifice ? 

Char. Such an inimitable Piece of Beauty, 
That I have TFudied long, and now found only, 
That Til part (boner with my Soul of Reafon, 
And be a Plant, a Beaft, a Fifhj a Fly, 
And only make the Number of Things qp, 
Than yield* one Foot of Land, if lhe be ty'd to*t. 

Lew, He (peaks unhappily. 

jing. Atid, methinks, bravely % • 
This the meer Scholar i ' ■ 

Euft. You but vex your.felf, Brother, 
And vex your Study too. Char. Go you and ftudy, 
*Tis Time, young Euftace ; you want bbth Man and Man* 
Fve-ftudy'd Both, although I made no Shew on't. [ners ; 
Go turn the Volumes over I have read, 
£at and digeft them, that they may grow in thee * 
Wear out the tedious Night with thy dim Lamps, 
And fooner lofe the Day than leave a Doubt * 
Piftill the Sweetnefs from/the Poets* Spring, 

/ And 
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And learn to love ; thou know'ft not what Fair is : 
Traverfe the Stories of the greateft Heroes, 
The wife and civil Lives of good Men walk through ; 
Thou haft feen nothing but the Face of Countries, 
And brought home nothing but their empty Words : 
Why (hou'dft thou wear a Jewel of this Worth ? • 
That haft no Worth within thee to prefcrve her. 

Beauty clear and fair, 

Where the Air 
Rather tike a Perfume dwells ; 

Where the Violet and the Rofe 

Their blue Feins in Blujh difclofe, 
And come to honour nothing elfe. 

Where to Woe hut near 9 
Planted there \ 
' Is ftill to live, and jlill live new; 
Whereto gain a Favour is 
More than Light* perpetual Blifs, 
O ! Make me live by ferving you. 

Dear, again recall* 
. To this Light * 

A Stranger to bimfelf and all; 
Both the Wonder and the Story 
Shall be yours, and eh the Glory : 

I am your Servant, and your Thrall. 

Mr. Speak fuch another Ode, and take all yet. 
What fay ye to the Scholar now ? Ang. I wonder ; 
Is he your Brother, Sir ? 

Euft. Yes * 'wou'd, he were buried ! 
(24) I fear, he'll make an Afi of me; a Younker. 

(24) / fear, bill make an 4f* of ma a Younger.] A Younger 
what ? He was already his younger Brother. I hope, I may ven- 
ture to (ay, that I have retriev'd the Original Word. A Younker 9 
among the Sailors, is a Lad employ'd in the moil fervile Offices be- 
longing to the Ship ; fuch as fwabbing the Deck, taking in the Top- 
fails, Singing the Yards, taking their Turns at the Helm, &c 

4ng. 
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jtng. Speak not fo foftly, Sir; 'tis very likety> 
Bri. Come, Jeaye your finical Talk, and let's difpstch, 
Char. Difpatch 9 What ? {Charles. 

Bri. Why, the Land. Char. You arc deceived, Sir; 
Now I 'perceive what 'tis that wooes a Woman, [here. 
And what maintains her when (he's woo*d : I'll ftop 
A willfull Poverty ne'er made a Beauty, 
Nor Want of Means maintain'd it virtuoufly : 
Though Land and Monies be no Happinefs^ 
Yet they are counted good Additions. 
ThatUfe I'll make, he that negledb a Bleffing, . 
Though he want prcfent Knowledge how to ufe it, 
Negle&s himfelt May be, I have ctene you Wrong, Lady, 
Whofe Love and Hope went Hand in Hand together ; 
May be, my Brother, that has lone expe&ed 
The happy Hour, and blefsfd my ignorance**—-^- 
(Pray, give me Leave, Sir, I (hall clear all Doubts.) 
Why did they ihew me you ? Pray, teM me tftat." 
(Mir. He'll talk thee into a Penfiqn fer thy Knavery.) 
Char. You, . happy you, why did you break unto me ? 
(25) The rofie-fingcc'ci Morn ne'er broke fo fweetly . 
I am a Man and have Defires within me, 
Affedtions too, though they were drown*d a while, 
And lay dead, till the Spring of Beauty rais'd them; 
Till I faw thofe Eyes, I was Su* a Lump* 
A Chaos of Confufataeft dw«fo in me * 
Then from thofe Eyes (hot Love* and- b© d&inguifh'd, 
And into Form he drew my Facukiei; 
And now I know my Land, and now I love too, 
Bri. We had beft Femove the Maid, 
Chart It is tdo fete, Sir, 
I have her Figure here. Nay, frown not, Eujiaee^ 
There are lefs worthy Souls for younger Brothers i 
This is no Form of Silk but Sand&y, 
Which wild lafcivious Hearts qan never dignify, 
Repiove tier where you will, I walk along ftill, 

(25) The rofie-finger*d Morn.'] Several of the old ^arto\ read 
rofetfugred Morn ; a Corruption, that, I prefume, was occafioncd by 
the Word, fvoeethf % following. But our Poets deriv'd their compound 
Epithet from Homer, poMali/A®- 'U^. 

For, 
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For, like the Light, we make no Separation ; 

You may fooner part the Billows of the Sea, 

And put a Bar betwixt their Fellowships, 

Than blot out my Remembrance; fooner fliut 

Old Time into a Den, and ftay his Motion * 

Wafh off the fwift Hours from his downy Wings, 

Or ftcal Eternity to flop his Glafc, 

Than Ihut the fwect Idea I have in me. 

Room for an elder Brother! pray, give place, Sir. 

Mir. H'as ftudied Duel too, take heed, he'll beat thee. 
H'as frighted the old Jufticc into a Fever \ 
I hope, he'll disinherit him too for an Afs * 
For, though he be grave with Years, he's a great Baby. 

Char. Do not you think me mad ? , 

Ang. No, certain, Sir. 
I have heard nothing from you but Things excellent 

Char. You look upon my CloatHs and laugh at me, 
My icurvy Cloaths ! Ang. They have rich Linings, Sip % 
I wou'd, your Brother— — G&*r. His are Gold and gawdy. 

Ang. But touch 'em inwardly, they fmell of Copper. 

Char. Can ye Jove me ? I am an Heir, fweet Lady, 
However I appear a poor Dependant ; 
Love you with Honour, I mail love fo ever : 
Is your Eye ambitious ? I may be a great Man. 
Is't Wealth or Land you covet ? My Father muft die. 

Mir. That was well put in ; I hope, htfll take it deeply. 

Char. Old Men are not immortal* as I take it ; 
What is't, you look for, Youth and Handfomenefii 
I do confefs, my Brother's a handfome Gentleman, 
But he fhall give me Leave to lead the Way, Lady. 
Can you Iqvc for Love* and make that the Reward ? 
The old Man fhall not love his Heaps of Gold 
With a more doting Superftkion* 
Than I love you. \ the young Man, his Delights \ 
The Merchant, when he ploughs the angry Sea up, 
And fees the Mountain-Billows falling on him, 
As if all Elements, and all their Angers, 
Were turn'd into one vow'd Deftruction, 
Shall not with greater Joy embrace his Safety, 
We'll live together like two wanton Vines, * 

Circling 
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Circling our Souls and Loves in one another ; 
We'll fpring together, and we'll bear one Fruit, 
One Joy (hall make us (mile, and one Grief mourn, 
One Age go with us, and one Hour of Death 
Shall (hut our Eyes, and one Grave make us happy. 

Ang. And one Hand leal the Match ; I'm yours for ever. 

Lew. Nay, ftay, ftay, day. 

Ang • Nay, certainly, 'tis done, Sir. 

(26) jBrc'.There was a Contract, — Ang. Only conditional, 
That if he had the Land, he had my Love too ; 
This Gentleman's the Heir,, and he'll maintain it. 
Pray, be not angry, Sir, at what I fay ; 
Or if you be, 'tis at your own Adventure. 
You have the Outfide of a pretty Gentleman, 
But, by my Troth, your Infide is but barren ; 
*Tis not a Face I only am in Love with, 
Nor will I fay, your Face is excellent ; 
A realbnable hunting Face, to court the Wind with ; 
Nor th'are not Words, unlds they be well plac'd too, 
Nor your fweet Damnefs, nor your hired Verfcs, 
Nor telling me of Cloaths, nor Coach and Horfes, . 
No, nor your Vilits each Day in new Suits, 
Nor your black Patches you wear varioufly, 
(27) Some cut like Stars, fome in half Moons, fomc 

Lozenges. 
(All which but mew you dill a younger Brother) - ■ 

Mir. Gra'mercy, Wench, thou haft a noble Soul too. 

Ang. Nor your long Travels, nor your little Knowledge, 
Can make me dote upon you. Faith, go ftudy, 
And glean fome Goodnefi, that you may (hew manly ; 
(Your Brother at my Suit, Pm fure, will teach you*) 
Or only ftudy how to get a Wife, Sir, 

(26) Bri. There was a Contra&.l Mr. Sympfon is inclined to think; 
from the Tenor of Jnge/fina'* fumeqaent Speech, that thefe Words 
ihould be placed to Euftace, sot to Brifac. Bat as (he addreffes her 
felf firft to the Father, and then to Euftace, I think, Brifac might 
lay thefe Words as properly as the other. * 

{27) Some cut like Stars, fome in half Moons, fern* Lozenges.] 
Stars, half Moons, and Mullets, are ufed in Coats of Arms, either as 
Bearings, or Differences in the younger Branches of Families ; Lczenges, 
as I take it, are only appropriated to unmarried Women, and Widows. 

« 
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♦ 

You'te caft behind, *tis good you fhould be melancholy, 
It fhews like a Gamefter that has loft his Money, 
Ahd 'tis the Fafhion to wear your Arm in a Scarf, Sir, 
For you have had a fhrewd Cut o'er the Fingers. 

Lew.Bat are you in earneft ? Ang. Yes, believe me, Father, 
You fhall ne'er chufe for me; you're old and dim, Sir, ' 
And th' Shadow of the Earth eclips'd your Judgment, 
You've had your Time without £ontroul, dear Father, 
And you muft give me Leave to take mine now, Sir. [to ? 

Uri. This is the laft Time of asking, will you fet your Hand 

Char. This is the laft Time of anfwering, I will never. 

Bri. Out of my Doors ! Char. Moft willingly. 

Mir. He (hall, Jew, 
Thou of the Tribe of Man-y-afes 9 Coxcomb, 
And never trouble thee more till thy Chops be cold, Fool. 

Ang . Muft I be gone too ? Lew. I will never know thee. 

Ang. Then this Man will, what Fortune he fhall run, Fa- 
Be' t good or bad, I muft partake it with him. [thcr, 

Enter Egremont. 

Egre. When fhall the Mafque begin ? Euft. 'Tis done 
All, all, is broken off; I am undone, Friend ; [already, 
My Brother's wife again, and has fpoil'd all, 
\Pill not releafe the Land, ha£ won the Wench too. 

Egre. Cou'd he not ftay till th* Malque was paft ? w f are 
ready. 
What a fcurvy Trick is this ? Mir. O you may vanifti, 
Perform it at fomc Hall, where the Citizens Wives 
May fee't for fix Pence a Piece, and a cold Supper. 
Come, let's go, Charles 5 and now, my noble Daughter, 
I' 11 fell the Titles of my Houfe e'er thou fhalt want, Wench. 
Rate up your Dinner, # Sir, and fell it cheap. 
Some younger Brother will take't up in Commodities. 
Send you Joy, Nephew Euftace •, if ye ftudy the Law, 
Keep your great Pippin-pies, they'll go far with ye. 

Cbar. I'd have your Blefling. 

Bri.. No, no, meet me no more, 
Farewel, thou wilt blaft mine Eyes elfe. Cbar. I will not; 

Lew. Nor fend not you for Gowns. 

Ang. I'll wear coarfe Flannel firft, 

BrL 
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Bri. Come, let's go take fome Counfel. . / 

Lew. *Tis too late. ' , 

Bri. Then ftay and dine ; it may be, we fhall vex 'em. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT IV; . S C & N E I. 

i 

Enter Brilac, Euftace, Egremont, and Cowfy. 

Bri. ^T^r ta 'k t0 ^ e » 7 0U are ^ Men ^ ut Mafquers, 
A^l Shapes, Shadows, and the Signs of Men, Court- 
* That every Breath, or breaks* or blows away ; [bubbles. 
You have no Souls, no Mettle in your Bloods, . 
£Jo Heat to ftir ye when ye have Occafion ; 
Frozen dull Things that muft be turn'd with Leavers, 
Are you the Courtiers and the traveird Gallants ? 
The fpritely Fellows, that the People talk of ? 
(28) You've no more Spirit than three fleepy Sots. 

Euft. What would ye have me do, Sir ? 

Bri. Follow your Brother, 
And get ye out of Doors, and feek your Fortune ; 
Stand ftill becalm'd, and let an aged Dotard, , 

A hair-brain'd Puppy and a bookiih Boy, 
That never knew a Blade above a Penknife, 
And how* to cut hi* Meat in Characters, 
Crofs my Defign, and take thy own Wench from thee, 
In mine own Houfe too? Thou defpis'd, poor, Fellow ! 

Euft. The Reverence that I ever bare to you, Sir, 
Then tp my Uncle, with whom 'thad been but Sawcinefs 
T* have been fo rough — Egre. Anfl we not feeing him • 
Strive in his own Caufe, that was Principal, 
And fhou'd have led us on, thought it ill Manners 
To 'gin a Quarrel here. Bri. You dare do nothing. 

(28) You've no more Spirit than thru Jlsepy Sops.] Tho* feveral of 

the old Quarto* % agree in this Reading, as the Impreffion in 165 1 

. has it Sots, i. e. Fellows befotted by Drink, or JDullnefs, I have 

adopted that Reading ; the other, I think, conveys too remote an 

Idea. 

Do 
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Do you make your Care th* Excufe of your Cowardlinefi ? 
Three fioys on Hobby- horfes, with three penny Halberts, 
Wdbld beat you all. 

Cow. You mud not fay fo. Bri. Yes, 
And firia it too. Cow. Y ou are a Man of Peace, 
Therefore we muft give Way. Bri. Til make my Way, 
And therefore quickly leave me, or I'll force you j 
And, having firft torn off your flaunting Feathers, 
1*11 trample on *em •, and if that carinot teach you 
To quit my Houfe, I'll kick ye out of my Gates; 
(29) You gawdy Glow-worms, carrying feeming Fire, 
Yet have no Heat within ye ! Cow. O bleft Travell I 
How much we owe thee for our Pow'r to fuffer ? 

Egre. Some fpleenative Youths now, that had never feen 
More than their Country Smoke, wou'd grow in Choler ; 
It would (hew fine in us. Eu/i. Yes, marry, wou'd it, 
That are prime Courtiers, and muft know no Angers ; 
But give Thanks for our Injuries, if we purpofe 
To hold our Places. Bri. Will you find the Door f 
And find it fijddenly ? You fhall lead the Way, Sir, 
With your perfum'd Retinue, and recover 
The now loft \dngellina\ or, build on it, 
I will adopt fome Beggar's doubtful Ifiue, 
Before thou flialt inherit. Euft. We'll to Counfel, 
And what may be done by Man's Wit or Valour 
We'll put in Execution*. Bri. Do, or never 
Hope I (hall know thee. [Exeunt. 

Enter Lewis. 

Lew. O ^ir, have I found you ? 

Bri. I never hid my felf : -Whence flows this Fury*. 
With which, as it appears, you come to fright me? 

Lew. I fmell a Plot, a meer Confpiracy, 
Among ye all, to defeat me of my Daughter * 
And if fhe be not fuddenly delivered, 

(29) You ganudy Glow-worms, carrying Teeming Fire, 

Yet have no Heat within you ! ] How finely has Shake- 
speare exprefs'd this Thought in his Hamlet I 
The Glow-worm Jbe*ws the Matin to ht near. 
And ^gins to pale his ineffc&ual Fire. * 

Untainted 
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Untainted in her Reputation too, 

The beft of Trance mall know how I am juggled with. 

She is my Heir, and if Ihc may be ravifli'd 

Thus from my Care, farewel, Nobility ! 

Honour and Blood are meer negledted Nothings. 

£ru Nay, then, my Lord, you go too far, and tax him, 
Whofe Innocence underftands not what Fear is. 
If your unconftant Daughter will not dwell 
- On Certainties, muft you thenceforth conclude 
Tfct I am fickle ? what have I omitted, 
.To make good my Integrity and Truth ? 
Nor can her Lightneis, nor your Suppofition, 
Cad an Afperfion on me. Lew. I am wounded 
In Fad, nor can Words cure it : Do not trifle 
But fpeedily, once more I do repeat it, 
Reftore my Daughter as I brought her hither, 
Or you fhall hear from me in fucha Kind, 
As you will blulh to anfwer. — [Exit Lewis. 

Bri. All the World, 
I think, confpires to vex me, yet I will not 1 
Torment my felf ; fome fprightful Mirth muft banifli 
The Rage and Melancholy which hath almoft choak'd me; 
T'a knowing Man 'tis Phyfick, and 'tis thought one * 
One merry Hour I s II have, in Spite of Fortune, 
To chear my Heart, and this is that appointed ; 
This Night I'll hug my ,Ldlfy in my Arms, 
Provocatives are fcnt before to chear me \ 
We old Men need 'em, and, though we pay dear 
For our ftoln Pleafures, fo it be done fecurely, 
The Charge, much like a (harp Sauce, gives 'em Relifh. 
Well, honeft Andrew^ I gave you a Farm, 
And it fhall have a Beacon, to give Warning 
To my other Tenants when the Foe approaches ; 
And prefently, you being beftow'd elfewhere, 
I'll graff it with Dexterity on your Forehead ; 
Indeed, I will ; Lilly\ I come \ poor Andrew ! Ex. 
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S C E N E IL 

Enter Miramont, and Andrew. 

Mr. Do they chafe roundly ? 

And. As they were rub'd with Soap, Sir. 
And now they fwear aloud, now calm again, 
Like a Ring of Bells, whofe Sound the Wind ftill alters ; 
And then they fit in Council what to do, 
And then they jar again, what (hall be done; 
They talk of Warrants from the Parliament, 
Complaints to th* King, and Forces from the Province, 
They have a thoufand Heads in a thoufand Minutes, 
Yet ne'er a one Head worth a Head of Garlick. ['em, 

Mir. Long may they chafe, and long may wc laugh at 
A couple of pure Puppies yoak'd together ! 
But what lays the young Courtier, Matter Euflace, 
And his two warlike Friends ? And. They lay but little, 
How much they think, I know not ; they look ruefully, 
As if they had newly come from a Vaulting-Houfe, 
And had been quite (hot through 'tween Wind and Water 
By a (he Dunkirk* and had fprung a Leak, Sir. 
Certain, my Matter was to blame. Mir. Why, Andrew ? 

And. To take away the Wench o'th* fudden from him, 
And give him no lawful Warning ; he is tender, 
And of a young Girl's Con ft i cut ion, Sir, 
Ready to get the Green-ficknefs with Conceit 5 
Had he but ta'en his Leave in travelling Language, 
(50) Or brought an Elegy of his Condolement, 
That th* World might have ta'en Notice he had been 
An Als, it had been fome Savour. Mir. Thou fay'ft true, 
Wife Andrew, but thefe Scholars are fuch Things 
When they can prattle. 

(30) Or bought an Elegy of his Condolement 

That th y World might have ta'en Notice had he been 
An Jfs 9 it bad been fome Favour.] But why muft Charles, 
who was a Scholar, and perhaps, a Poet, buy an Elegy r He might 
have xompos'd one ; and then there had been fome Relifh in the 
Affair. The two Words, which I haye alter'd, axe from the Autho- 
rity of the old Quarto**. 

Vol, II. L * And. 
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And. Very parlous Things, Sir. 

Mir. And wheti they gain the Liberty to diftinguifli 
The Difference 'twixt a Father and a Fool, 
To look below and fpy a younger Brother, 
Pruning and dreffing up his Expeftations 
In a rare Glals of Beauty, too good for him ; 
Thefe dreaming Scholars then turn Tyrants, Andrew* 
And fhew no Mercy. Arid* The more the pity, Sir. 

Mir. Thou told'ft me of a Trick to catch my Brother, 
And anger him a little farther, Andrew. 
. It (hall be only Anger, I allure thee, 
And a little Shame. And. And I can fit you, Sir * 
Hark in your Ear. Mir. Thy Wife? 

And. So I allure ye : 
This Night at Twelve o* Clock. 

Mir. *Tis neat and handfome v 
There are twenty Crowns due to thy Projeft, Andrew. 
I've time to vifit Charles^ and fee what Lefture 
He reads to his Miftrefs. That done. Til not fail 
To be with you. 

And. Nor I to watch my Matter. [Exeunt. 

* ,1 

SCENE III. 

Enter Angellina, and Sylvia with a Taper. 

Ang. I'm worfe than e'er I was, for now I fear 
That that I love, That that I only dote on ; 
He follows me through every Room I pals, 
And with a ftrong-fet Eye he gazes on me, 
As if his Spark of Innocence were blown 
Into a Flame of Lull 5 Virtue defend me! 
His Uncle too is abfcnt, and 'tis Night ; 
And what thele Opportunities may teach him — 
What Fear and endlefs Care 'tis, to be honeit ! 
To be a Maid, what Mifery, what Milchief ! 
'Wou'd, I were rid of it, fo it Were fairly! 

Syl. You need not fear tha^ will you be a Child ftill ? 
He follows you, but dill to look upon you % 
Or if he did defire to lye with ye, 

nns 


The Elder Brother. 1 47 

*Tis but your own Defire, you love for that End ; 
HI lay my Life, if he were now a-bed w*ye, 
He is fo modeft, he would fall afleep ftraight. 

Ang. Dare you venture that ? 

Syl. Let him content, and have at ye, 
I fear him not, he knows not what a Woman is ; 
Nor how to find the Myftery Men aim at. 
Are you afraid of your own Shadow, Madam? 

Ang. He follows ftill^ yet with a fober Face ; 
' Wou'd, I might know the worft, and then I were fatisfied. 

Syl You may know Both, let him but go with ye. 

Enter Charles. 

Char. Why do you fly me ? What have I lb ill 
About me, or within me, to defcrve it ? 

Ang. I am going to Bed, Sir. 

Char. And I am come to light ye ; 
I am a Maid, and 'tis a Maiden's Office; 
You may have me to Bed without a Scruple, 
And yet I am chary too who comes about me. 
Two Innocents ftiould not fear one another. [Madam. 

Syl. The Gentleman lays true. Pluck up your Heart, 

Char. The glorious Sun, both rifing and declining, 
We boldly look upon ; even then, fweet Lady, 
When, like a modeft Bride, he draws Night's Curtains; 
Even then he blulhes, that Men lhou'd behold him. 

Ang. I fear, he will perfuade me to miftake him. 

Syl. *Tis eafily done, if you will give your mind to't. 

Ang. Pray ye, to your Bed. 

Char. Why not to yours, dear Miftrels ? 
One Heart and one Bed. ' 

Ang. True, Sir, when 'tis lawfull : 
But yet you know ■ * 

Char. I wou'd not know, forget it ; 
Thofe are but fickly Loves that hang on Ceremony, 
Nurd up with Doubts and Fears , ours high and healthfully 
Full of Belief, and fit to teach the Prieft 5 
Love lhould feal firft, then Hands confirm the Bargain. 

Ang. I lhall be an Heretick, if this continue. 
What wou'd you do a-bed? You make me blulh, Sin 

L z Char. 
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Char. Pd fee you fleep, for, fure,your Sleeps are excellent : 
You, that are waking fuch a noted Wonder, 
Muft in your Slumbers prove an Admiration : 
I wou'd behold your Dreams too, if 'twere poffible; 
Thofe were rich Shows, Ang. I am becoming Traitor. 

' Char. Then, like blue Neptune \ courting of an Ifland, 
Where all the Perfumes and the precious Things 
That wait upon great Nature are laid up, 
l*d clip it in mine Arms, and chaftly kifs it ; 
Dwell in your Bofom like your deareft Thoughts, 
And figh and weep. 

Ang. I've tod much Woman in me. 

Char. And thofe trueTears,falling on your pure Cry ftals, 
(31) Should turn to Armlets for great Queens to wear. 

Ang. I muft be gone. 

Char. Do not, I will not hurt ye ; 
This is to let you know, my worthieft Lady, 
You've clear'd my Mind, and I can fpeak of Love too ; 
Fear not my Manners, though I never knew 
Before thefe few Hours what a Beauty was, 
And fuch a one that fires all Hearts that feel it \ 
Yet I have read of virtuous Temperance, 
And ftudied it among my other Secrets ; 
And (boner would I force a Separation 
Betwixt this Spirit and the Cafe of Flefli, 
Than but conceive one Rudenefs againft Chaftity. 

Ang. Then, we may walk. 

Char. And talk of any thing, 
Any thing fit for your Ears, and my Language % 
Though I was bred up dull, I was ever civil ; 
'Tis true, I have found it hard to look on you, 
And nor defire ; 'twill prove a wife Man's Task 5 
Yet thofe Defires I have fo mingled (till, 
And tcmper'd with the Quality of Honour, 

(31) Should turn to Armlets for great Queens t' adore,] But why 
fliould a Queen, or Lady of any other Rank, adore her Bracelets ? 
They might be very rich and finely made, and fo far to be admired 
and efteem'd : But to make them the Subject of Devotion, is a Rap- 
ture a little above the Pitch of common Senfe. For great Queens to 
wear, is, I think, a fufficiant Compliment; and fo I have ventured to 
reform the Text. 

That 
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That if you fhou'd yield, I fliou'd hate you for't. 
I am no Courtier of a light Condition, 
Apt to take Fire at every beauteous Face, 
(32) That only ferves his Will and Wantonnefi \ 
And lets the ferious Part of Life run by, 
As thin neglefted Sand, Whitenefe of Name. 
You muft be mine j why fhou'd I rob my felf 
Of that, that lawfully muft make me happy ? 
Why (hou'd I feek to cuckold my Delights ? 
And widow all thofe Sweets, I aim ac in you ? 
We'll lofe our felves in Venus 9 Groves of Mirde, 
Where every little Bird fhall be a Cupid* 
And fing of Love and Youth -, each Wind that blows, 
And curls the Velvet Leaves, fhall breed Delights ; 
The wanton Springs (hall call us to their Banks, 
And on the perfum'd Flow'rs we'll feaft our Senfes, 
Yet we'll walk by, untainted of their Plealures, 
And, as they were pure Temples, we'll talk in them. ^ 
Ang. To Bed, and pray then, we may have a fair lm& 

(32) That only ferves his Will and Wantqnnefs, 
And lets the ferious Fart of Life run by 
As thin negleSed Sand. Whitenefs of Name, 
Ton muft be mine ;] Thus has the corrupted Pointing thro 9 all 
the Editions tranfmitted down Nonfenfe to us. In the firft Place, 
what Lover ever calPd his Miftrefs, Whitenefs of Name ? We may 
lay, Charles was grown ecftatick, but he was not run mad. Then 
again, he talks of the ferious Part of Life; but does not inform us 
what he means by it. It is this that he would underftand by Whit** 
ttefs of Name : i.e. Purity and Chaftity of Manners and Characters. 
This good Senfe my Reformation of the Pointing has reftored to the 
Authors : And if I am miftaken in this, I'll never venture again at 
understanding any Writer's Meaning. 
So, again, in Women pleat* d ; 

— _-— Her Honour too t 

What Jhe may fujfer in this rafh Adventure, 
The Beauty of her Name ? 

Can you believe this f 
And know with what a Modefty and Whitenefs 
Her Life was ever ranJCd. 

«■ Do not wrong that Honour, 

Caft not upon that Purity theft Afperfions 9 &c. 

Bel. He's clear. * 

Syl. She is as white in this as Infants. 

L 3 of 


150 5T&e Elder Brother. 

Of our fair Loves ; ' wou'd, I were worthy of you, 
Or of fuch Parents that might give you Thanks ! 
But I am poor in all but in your Love. 
Once more, good Night. 

Char. A good Night t'ye, and may 
The Dew of Sfeep fall gently on you, fweet One, 
And lock up thofe fair Lights in pleafing Slumbers * 
No Dreams but chafte and clear attempt your Fancy, 
And break betimes, fweet Morn, I've loft my Light elfe. 

Ang. Let it be ever Night when I lofe you. 

Syl This Scholar never went to a x Free-School, he's 
(b fimple. 

Enter a Servant. 

Ser. Your Brother with two Gallants is at Door, Sir, 
And they're fo violent, they'll take no Denial. 

Ang. This is no Time of Night. 
^har. Let 'em in, Miftrefs. 
™ r. They ftay no Leave : Shall I raife the Houfe on 'em. 

Char. Not a Man, nor make no Murmur of 't, I charge ye. 

Enter Euftace, Egremont, and Cowfy. 

EqP. They Ve here, my Uncle abfent, ftand dofe to me. 
How do you, Brother, with your curious Story ? 
Have you not read her yet fufficiently ? 

Char. No, Brother* no, I ftay yet in the Preface ; 
The Stile's too hard for you. Eujl. I muft entreat her, 
She's Parcel of my Goods. 

Cbar. She's all, when you have her. 

Ang. Hold off your Hands, unmannerly, rude, Sir 5 
Nor I, nor what I have, depend on you. 

Char. Do, let her aicme, fhe gives good Counfel ; do not 
Trouble your felf with Ladies, they arc too light 5 
Let out your Land, and get a provident Steward. 

Ang. I cannot love ye, Jet that fatisfy you 5 
Such Vanities as you are to be kugh'd at. 

Euft. Nay, then you muft go, 1 muft claim mine own. 

Both. Away, away with her. Char. Let her alone, 

[She firikes off Eurtace'j Hat. 
Pray, let her alone, and take your Coxcomb up : 

Let 
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Let me talk civilly a while with you, Brother, 
Ic may be, on fome Terms I may part with her. . 

. Eufi. O, is your Heart come down ? 
What are your Terms, Sir ? 
Put up, put up. Char. This is the firft and chiefeft, 
Let's walk a Turn - 9 [Snatches away bti Sword. 

Now ftand off, Fools, I advife ye, 
Stand as far off as you would hope for Mercy : 
This is the firft Sword yet I ever handled, 
And a Sword's a beauteous Thing to look upon, 
And, if it hold, I Ihall Jo hunt your Infolencc : 
'Tis /harp, I'm Sire, and if I put it home, 
9 Tis ten to one I ihall new pink your Sattins : 
I find, I have Spirit enough to difpofe of it, > 
And Will enough to make ye all Examples ; 
Let me tofs it round, I have the full Command on't : 
Fetch me a native Fencer, I defy him ; 
I feei the Fire of ten flrong Spirits in me. 
What, do you watch me when my Uncle is abfcnt? 
This is my Grief, I lhall be tiefh'd on Cowards; 
Teach me to fight, I willing am to learn. 
Are ye all gilded Flies, nothing but Shew in ye ; 
Why ftand ye gaping ? Who now touches her i 
Who calls her his, or who dares name her to me, 
But name her as his own ? who dares look on her ? 
That ihall be mortal too ; but think, 'tis dangerous. 
Art thou a fit Man to inherit Land, 
And haft no Wit, nor Spirit, to maintain it ? 
Stand (till, thou Sign of Man, and pray for thy Friends, 
Pray heartily, good Prayers may reftore ye. 

Ang. Do not kill 'em, Sir. 

Char. You fpeak too late, Dear ; 
It is my firft Fight, and I muft do bravely ; 
I muft not look with partial Eyes on any \ 
I cannot fpare a Button of thefe Gentlemen 5 
Did Life lie in their Heel, jlcbittes-Yfct, 
I'd (hoot my Anger at thofe Parts, and kill 'em. 
W ho waits within ? Ser. Sir,- 

Char, View all thefe, view 'em well, 
Go round about 'em, and ftill view their Faces, 
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Round about yet ; fee how Death waits upon 5 em, 
For thou (halt never view 'em more. 

Euji. Pray hold, Sir. 

Char. I cannot hold, you ftand fo fair before me, 
I muft not hold, 'twill darken all my Glories. 
Go to my Uncle, bid him poft to the King, 
And get my Pardon inftantly, I have Need on't. 

Euji. Are you fo unnatural ? Char. You (hall die laft,Sir, 
I'll talk thee dead, thou art no Man to fight with. 
Come, will ye come ? Methinks, Pve fought whole Battles. 

Cow. We have no Quarrel to you, that we know on, Sir. 

Egre . WeMl quit the Houfe, and ask^e Mercy too : 
• Good Lady, let no Murther be done here ; 
We came here but to parly. Char. How my Sword 
Thirfts after them ? Stand away, Sweet. Euji. Pray, Sir, 
Take my Submiilion, and I difclaim for ever. 

Char. Away, ye poor Things, ye defpicable Creatures! 
Do you come poft to fetch a Lady from me, 
From a poor School-boy that ye fcorn'd of late? 
And grow lame in your Hearts, when you fliould execute? 
Pray, take her, take her, I am weary of her j 
What did ye bring to carry her? 
. Egre. A Coach and four Horfes. 

Char. But are they good ? 

Egre. As good as France can fhew, Sir. [Safeties ? 

Char. Are you willing to leave thofe, and take your 
Speak quickly. Euji. Yes, with all our Hearts. 

Char. 'Tis done then: 
Many have got one Horfe, Pve got four by th' Bargain. 

Enter Miramont. 

Mir. How now, who's here ? 

Ser. Nay, now you're gone without Bail. [Sword 5 

Mir. What,drawn,my Friends ? Fetch me my two-hand 
I will not leave a Head on your Shoulders, Wretches. 

Euji. In Truth, Sir,' I came but to do my Duty. 

Both. And we to renew our Loves. 

Mir. Bring me a Blanket. 
What came they for ? Ang. To borrow me a while, Sir 5 
Bpt one, that never fought yet, has fo curried, 

So 
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So baflinado'd them with manly Carriage, 

They (land like Things Gorgon had turn'd to Stone: 

They watch'd your being abfent, and then thought 

They might do Wonders here, and they have done fo ; 

For, by my Troth, I wonder at their Coldnels ; 

The nipping North, or Frofts, never came near them, 

St. George upon a Sign wou'd grow more fcnfible : 

If the Name of Honour were for ever to be loft," 

Thefe were the moft fufficient Men to do it 

In all the World, and yet they are but young ; 

What will they rifg to ? They're as full of Fire 

As a frozen Glow-worm's Tail, and fhine as goodly ; 

Nobility and Patience are match'd rarely 

In thefe three Gentlemen, thy have right Ufe on't ; 

They'll (land (till for an Hour, and be beaten. 

Thefe are the Anagrams of three great Worthies. 

Mir. They will infedt my Houfc with Cowardice, 
If they breathe longer in it; my Roof covers 
No baffled Monfieurs, walk and air your felves ; * 
As I live, they ftay not here, white-liver'd Wretches! 
Without one Word to ask a Reafon why, 
Vanifli, 'tis the laft Warning, and with Speed ; 
For if I take ye in Hand, I (hall difled you, 
And read upon your flegmatick dull Carcafles. 

[Exeunt Euftace, Jigremont, and Cowfy. 
My Horfe again there : I have other Bufmefs, 
Which you {hall hear hereafter, and laugh at it. 
Good Night, Charles 5 fair Goodnefs to you, dear Lady. 
*Tis late, 'tis late. Ang. Pray, Sir, be careful of us. 

Mir. It is enough, my beft Care fhall attend ye. [Exc. 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Andrew. 

And. Kxt you come, old Matter ? Very good, your Horfe 
Is well fet up 5 but e'er ye part, 1*11 ride you, 
(33) And fpur your reverend Jufticeihip fuch aQueft on't, 

As 

(33) And fpur your rvtfrtnd Jufticejhip fuch a Queftion,] To 
fpur fuch a Queftion % I think, is downright Nonfcnfc: The Word, 

that 


154 The Elder Brother. 

As I fhall make the Sides o* your Reputation bleed, 

Truly, I will. Now muft 1 play at Bo-peep- 

A Banquet well, Potatoes and Eringoes, 

And, as I take it, Cantharides,— — — Excellent ! 

A Priapifme follows ; and, as I'll handle it, 

It (hall, old lecherous Goat in Authority. 

Now they begin to bill ; how he flavers her I 

Gra'merdy, Lilly! (he fpits his Kifles out; 

And, now he offers to fumble, ihe falls off, 

(That's a good Wench) and cries, fair Play 9 above Board. 

Who are they in the Corner? As I live* 

A Covey of Fidlers ; I fhall have fome Mufick yet at 

(34) My making Free o'th* Company of Horn'd Ones ; 
There's the Comfort ; and a Song too ! He beckons for one— 
Sure, 'tis no Anthem, nor no borrowed Rhymes 

Out of the School of Virtue •, I will liften — [A Song. 
This was never pen'd at Geneva, the Note's too ipritdy . 
So, fo, the Mufick's paid for ; and now what follows ? 
O, that Monfieur Miramont would but keep his Word, 
Here were a Feaft to make him fat with Laughter, 
At the mod 'tis not fix Minutes riding from his Houfe, 
Nor will he break, I hope-— — O, are you come, Sir ? 

" Enter Miramont. 

(35) The Prey is in the. Net ; and we'll break in 
Upon Occafion. Mir. Thou lhalt rule me, Andrew. 
O, th' infinite Fright that will afiail this Gentleman ! 
The Quartans, Tertians, and Quotidians 

v That will hang, like Serjeants, on his Worship's Shoulders! 

that I have ventured to fubilitute, gives a Meaning and Humour into 
the Bargain. *. e. fuch an lnquefi> fuch an Enquiry into what you 
are about; and the Term is the more peculiarly proper, as connected 
with Jufticejbip. 

(34) My making Free o*tJP Company of Homers ;] This Word muft 
ignify Planters of Horns,' Cuckold- makers ; but this was not Andrew?* 
Cafe, he was to be dubb'd a Cuckold \ and therefore, confequendy, to 
be made Free of the Company of horned ones. 

(35} The Prty is in the Net, and will break in 

Upon Occafion.] If the Prey was already in the Net, where 
was it to break into ? Andrew means, that he and Miramont would 
break in, and furprize it. Mr. Seward Jaw with me, that the flight 
Alteration, made, was quite neceflary to the Senfe. 

The 
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The Humiliation of the Flelh of this Man, 

This grave auftere Man, will be wondrcd at. 

Hgw will thofe folemn Looks appear to me, 

And that fevere Face, that fpake Chains and Shackles ? 

Now I tak^ him in the Nick, e'er I have done with him, 

He'd better have flood between two Panes of Wajnfcot, 

And made his Recantation in the Market, 

Than hear me conjure him. 

And. He muft pafs this Way, 
To th' only Bed I have ; he comes, ftand clofe. 

Enter Brilac, and Lilly. » 

Bri. Well done, well done, give me my Night-cap. So. 
Quick, quick, untrufs me ; I will trufs and trounce thee a 
Come, Wench, a KHs between each Point ; kifs clofe ; 
It is a fweet Parenthefis. LiL You're merry, Sir. 

Bri. Merry I will be anon, and thou (halt feel it, 
Thou (halt, my Lilly. LiL Shall I air your Bed, Sir ? 

Bri. No, no, Ml ufe no Warming-pan but thine, Girl ; 
That's all. Come kife me again. LiL Ha'yeidone yet ? 

Bri. No ; but I will do, and do Wonders, Lilly. 
Shew me the Way. LiL You cannot mils it, Sir 5 
You (hall have a Caudle in the Morning, for 
Your Worfhip'sBreakfaft. Bri. How, i'th* Morning, Lilly ? 
TVart foch a witty Thing «o draw me on. 
Leave Fooling, Lilly, I am hungry now, 
And th'haft another Kickfliaw, I muft tafte it. 

LiL 'Twill make you forfeit, 1 am tender of you, 
Y'have all y'are like to have. And. Can this be in earned? 

Mir. It feems fo, and flie honeft. Bri. Have I not 
• Thy Promife, Lilly ? LiL Yes, and I've perform'd 
Enough to a Man of your Years ; this is Truth, 
And you (h^H find, Sir 5 you have kifs*d and tous'd me, 
Handled my Leg and Foot ; what wou'd you more, Sir ? 
As for the reft, it requires Youth and Strength, 
(36) And the Labour in an old Man would breed Aches, 

Sciatica's, 

■ 

(36) And the Labour in an old Man would breed Agues,] But will 
Labour in any Cafe breed Agues, unlefs a Man gets a violent Cold 
after it? Aches, which I have fubftimted, correfponds with the 

attendant 
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Sciatica's, and Cramps •, you fhall not curie me, 

For taking from you what you cannot /pare, Sik 

Be good unto your felf, y'have ta'cn already 

All you can take with Eafc ; you are paft Threfhing, 

It* is a Work too boifterous for you, leave 

Such Drudgery to Andrew. Mir. How flie jeers him ? 

Lil. Let Andrew alone with his own Tillage, 
He's tough, and can manure it. Bri. Y'are a Quean, 
A fcoffing jeering Quean. Lil. It may be fo, but, 
Pm fure, I'll ne'er be yours.. Bri. Do not provoke me, 
If thou doft, Til have my Farm again, and turn 
Th* out a begging. Lil. Though you have the Will, 
And Want of Honefty to deny your Deed, Sir, 
Yet, I hope, Andrew has got fo much Learning 
From my young Matter, as to keep his own \ 
At the word, I'll tell a fhort Tale to the Judges, 
For what grave Ends you fign'd your Leafe, and on 
What Terms you wou'd revoke it. 

Bri. Whore, thou dar'ft not. 
Yield, or J*ll have thee whip'd » how my Blood boils, 
As if 'twere o'er a Furnace ! Mir. I (hall cool it. 

Bri. Yet, gentle Lilly, pity and forgive me - 9 
I'll be a Friend to ye, fuch a loving bountiful! Friend— 

Lil. To avoid Suits in Law, I wou'd grant a little, 
But fhould fierce Andrew kngw it, what wou'd become 
Of me ? And. A Whore, a Whore. 

Bri. Nothing but well, Wench, 
I will put fuch a ftrong Bit in his Mouth, 
As thou {halt ride him how thou wilt, my Lilly ; 
Nay, he (hall hold the Door, as 1 will work him, 
And thank thee for the Office. Mir. Take heed, Andrew^ 
Thefe are flirewd Temptations. And. Pray you, know 
Your Cue, and fecond me, Sir ; By your Worfhip's Fa- 

Bri. Andrew! [vour 

And. I come in Time to take Pofleffion 
Of th' Office you aflign me! hold the Door! 

attendant Words, Sciatica's, and Cramps. So, in the Knight *f 
Malta; 

Share her among ye\ 

And may Jhe give you as many Hurts as I have, 

And twice as many Aches I 

Alas, 
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Alas, 'tis nothing for a fimple Man 

To ftay without, when a deep Underftanding 

Holds Conference within; fay, with his Wife: 

A Trifle, Sir ; I know, Ihold my Farm 

In Cuckold's Tenure ; you are Lord o'th* Soil, Sir j 

Lilly is a Weft, a Stray, fhe's yours to ufe, Sir, 

I claim no Intereft in her. Bri. Art thou ferious ? 

Speak, honeft Andrew^ fince thou haft o'erheard us, 

And wink at fmall Faults, Man * I'm but a Pidler, 

A little will ferve my Turn ; thou'lt find enough, 

When I've my Belly full : Wilt thou be private 

And filent ? And. By all Means ; I'll only have 

A Ballad made oft, fung to fome lewd Tune, 

And the Name of it (hall be the Jujiice-Trap : 

It will fell rarely with your Worlhip's Name, 

And Lilly's, on the Top. Bri. Seek not the Ruin 

O* my Reputation, Andrew. And. 'Tis for your Credit ; 

Monfieur Brifac, printed in Capital Letters, 

Then parted upon all the Polls in Paris. 

Bri. No Mercy, Andrew? 

And. O, it will proclaim you 
From th' City to the Court, and prove Sport Royal. 

Bri. Thou lhalt keep thy Farm. 

Mir. He does afHifl: him rarely. 

And. You trouble me. Then his Intent arriving, 
The Vizard of his Hypocrify pulPd off 
To the Judge Criminal. Bri. O, I am undone; 

And. He's put out of Commiilion with Difgrace, 
And held upcapable of bearing Office 
Ever hereafter. This is my Revenge, 
An4 this I'll put in Praftice. Bri. Do but hear me. 

And. To bring me back from my Grammar to my 
Horn-book, . 
It is unpardonable. Bri. Do not play the Tyrant 5 
Accept of Compofition. Lit. Hear him, Andrew. 

And. What Compofition ? Bri. I'll confirm thy Farm, 
And add unto't an hundred Acres more 
Adjoining to ifc And. Umph ! this mollifies ; 
But you're fo fickle, and will again deny this, 
There being no Witnefs by. Bri. Call any Witnefs, 

I'll 
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1*11 prefently aflure it. And. Say you fo ? 
Troth, there's a Friend of mine, Sir, within Hearing, 
That is familiar with all that's paft, 
His Teftimony will be authentical. 

Bri. Will he be fecret ? 

And. You may tie his Tongue up, 
As you would do your Purfe-ftrings. 

Bri. Miramont ! Mir. Ha, ha, ha. 

And. This is my Witnefs. Lord, how you are troubled ? 
Sure, you've an Ague, you fhake fo with Choler; 
He's your loving Brother, Sir, and will tell no body, 
But all he meets * that you have eat a Snake, 
And are grown young, gamefome, and rampant. 

Bri. Caught thus ? 

And. If he were one that would make Jeafts of you, 
Or plague ye with making your religious Gravity 
Ridiculous to your Neighbours, then you had 
Some Caufe to be perplex'd. Bri. I (hall become 
Difcourfc for Clowns and Tapfters. . 

And. Quick, Lilly \ quick. 
He's now paft Killing, t>etween Point and Point. - 
He fwoons, fetch him fome Cordial — Now put in, Sir. 

Mir. Who may this be ? Sure, this is fome Miftake : 
Let me fee his Face, wears he not a falfe Beard ? 
It cannot be Brijac, that worthy Gentleman, 
The Pillar, and the Patron, of his Country ; 
He is too prudent, and too cautelous, 
Experience has taught him to avoid thefe Fooleries ; 
He is the Punilher and not the Doer, 
Befides he's old and cold, unfit for Women ; 
This is fome Counterfeit, he (hall be whip'd for*t, # 
Some bafe Abufer of my worthy Brother. [Judges ? 

Bri. Open the Doors, will ye imprifon me?. Are ye my 

Mir. The Man raves i This is not judicious Brifac : 
Yet now I think on't, a 9 has a kind of Dog-look 
like to my Brother, a guilty hanging Face. 

Bri. I'll fuffer bravely, do your worft, do, do. 

Mir. Why, it's manly in you. 

Bri. Nor will I rail, norcurfe; 
YourSlave, you Whore, I will not meddle with you, 

/ But 
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But all the Torments that e'er fell on Men, 

That feed on Mifchief, fall heavily on you all! {Exit* 

Lil. You have giv'n him a Heat, Sir, 

Mir. He will ride you the better, Lilly. 

And. We'll teach him to meddle with Scholars. 

Mir. He fhall make good his Promife to encreafe thy 
Farm, Andrew , 
Or I'll jeer Kim to Death ; fear nothing, Lilly \ 
I am thy Champion. This Jeaft goes to Charles % 
And then 1*11 hunt him out, and Monfieur Euftace 
The gallant Courtier, and laugh heartily 
To fee 'em mourn together. And. 'Twill be rare, Sir. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT V. S C E N E L 

* 

Enter Euftace, Egremont, and Cowfy. 

« 

Eufi. HPUrn'd out of Doors, and baffled I 

A Egre. We fhare with you 
In the Affront. Cow. Yet bear it not like you, 
With fuch Dejeftion. Eufi. My Coach and Horfes 
The Ranfom of our Cowardice ! 

Cow, Pifh, that's nothing, 
'Tis Damnum reparabik^ and loon recover'd. 

Egre. • It is but feeding a Suitor with falfe Hopes, 
And after fqueeze him with a dozen of Oaths. 
You are new rigg'd* and this no more remembredJ 

Eufi. And does the Court, that fhould be the Example 
And Oracle of the Kingdom, read to us 
No other Do&rine ? Egre. None that thrives fa well 
(37) As that, within my Knowledge. Cow. Flatr/ry rubs on* 
But fince great Men learn to admire themfelves, 

(37) » ' * Flattery rubs out; ] This is a flight typographical 
Error, which turns into Obfcority a Paflagc of great Wit and Hu- 
mour. We mud read, on ; Flattery makes a Shift to rub on at 
Court; tho' it is fome what Creft-faTn, fince great Men have 
learn'd to admire ihemfelres, Mr. St<i»ard 9 

•Tfc 
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•Tis fomething Creft-fallen. Egre. To be of no Religion, 

Argues a fubtle moral Underftanding, 

And it is often cherifti'd. Euft. Piety then, 

And Valour, nor to do nor fufler Wrong, 

Are there no Virtues. Egre. Rather Vices, Euftace 5 

Fighting ! What's Fighting ? It may be in Falhion 

Among Provant Swords, and Buff-jerkin Men : 

But w' us, that fwim in choice of Silks and Tiflues, 

Though in Defence of that Word Reputation, 

Which is, indeed, a kind of glorious Nothing, 

To lofe a Dram of Blood muft needs appear 

As coarfe as to be honeft. Euft. And all this 

You ferioufly believe. Cow. It is a Faith, 

That we will die in j fince from the black Guard 

To the grim Sir in Office, there are few 

Hold other Tenets. Euft. Now my Eyes are open, 

And 1 behold a ftrong Neceflity, 

That keqps me Knave and Coward. 

Cow. Y'are thewifer. 

Euft. Nor can I change my Copy, if I purpofe 
To be of your Society. Egre. By no means. 

Euft. Honour is nothing with you ? 

Cow. A meer Bubble ; 
For what's grown common, is no more regarded. 

Euft. My Sword forc'd from me too, and ftill detained, 
You think, 's no Blemiih. Egre. Get me a Bat toon, 
Tis twenty times more Court-like, and Ids Trouble. 

Euft. And yet you wear a Sword. ; • 

Cow. Yes, and a good. one, 
A Milan Hilt, and a Damafco Blade, 
For Ornament, not Ufe ; the Court allows it. 

Euft. • Will't not fight of it felf ? 

Cow: I ne'er tryM this. 
Yet I have worn as fair as any Man ; 
I'm fure, Pve made my Cutler rich, and paid 
For feveral Weapons, furkifb and Toledo% 
Two thoufand Crowns, and yet could never light 
Upon a fighting one. Euft. Pll borrow this, 
I like it well. Cow. *Tis at your Service, Sir, 
A Lath in a velvet Scabbard will ferve nty Turn. 

Euft. 
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• Eufi. And now I have it; leave me ; y'are infedHou^ 
The Plague and Leprofy of your Baferiefs fpreading 
On all that do come hear you ; fuch as you 
Render the Throne of Majefty, the Court, 
(38) Sulpe&ed and contemptible $ you ire Scarabs; 
That batteh in her Dung, and have no. Palates 
To tafte her curious Viands ; and, like Owls, 
Can only fee her night Deformities, 
But with the glorious Splendor of hct Beauties 
You are ftruck blind as Moles, that undermine 
The fumptuous Building that allow'd you Shelter : 
You flick, like running Ulcers, on her Face, 
And taint the Purenefe of her native Candor, 
And, being bad Servants, caufeyour Matter's. Goodnefi 
To be difputed of ; you make the Court* 
That is the Abftraft of all Academies, 
To teach and practice noble Undertakings 
(Where Courage (its triumphant crown'd with Lawrelj 
And Wifdom loaded with the Weight of Honour) 
A School of Vices. Egre. What fudden Rapture's this f 

Eufi. A Heav'nly one, 
That, raifing me from Sloth and Ignoranct, 
(In which* your Convcrfation long hath charm'd mej 
Carries me up into the Air of AdHon,# 
And Knowledge of my felf 5 «rcn now I feel* 
But pleading only in the Courts Defence^ 
Though for fhort of her Merits and bright Luftrt* 
A happy Alteration, and full Strength 
To ftand her Champion againft all the World, 
That throw Afperfions on hen 

Cow. Sure* he'll beat us, 
I fee it in his Eyes. Egre. A fecond Charles ; 
Pray, look not, Sir, fo furioufly. Eufi. Recant 
What you have laid, ye Mungrils, and lick up 
The Vomit you have caft upon the Court, , 
Where you unworthily have had Warmth 4nd Breeding, 
And (Wear that you, like Spiders, have made Poifon 
Of that *which was a laving Antidote. 

Yon art Scarabs] £ Species of Betiles* 

11. M Egrt. 



1&2, He Eli(er Brother, 

Egre* We will fwear any thing. 

Vow, We honour the Court 
As a mod facrcd Place. Egre. And will make Oath, 
If you enjoin us to't, nor Knave, nor Fool, 
Nor Coward living in it, Euft. Except you two, 
You Rafcals ! Cow. Yes, we are all thefe, and more. 
If you will have it fo. Etfft.. And thajt until 
You are again reformed and grown new Men, 
You ne'er prefume to name the Court, or prefe 
Into the Porter's Lodge but for a Penance, 
To be difciplin'd for your Roguery, and, this done, 
With true Contrition — Both. Yes, Sir. Euft\ You again, 
May eat Scraps, and be thankful, 

Cow. Here's a cold Breakfaft 
After a (harp Night's Walking. Euft. Keep your Oaths, 
And without Grumbling vanifli. 

Both. We are gone, Sir. [Exeunt. ' 

Euft. May all the Poornefs of my Spirit go with you ! 
The Fetters of my Thraldom are fil'd off, 
And I at Liberty to right my felf ; 
And though my Hope in Angellinah little, 
My Honour, unto which compar'd file's nothing, 
Shal], like the Sun, difperfe thole lowring Clouds, 
That yet obfcure &\d dim it ; not the Name 
Of Brother fhall divert me, but from him, 
That in the World's Opinion ruin'd me, 
I will feek Reparation, and call him 
Unto a ftrift Accompt. Ha! 'tis near Day, 
And if the Mufe's Friend, Rofe-cheek'd Aurora, 
Invite him to this folitary Grove, 
As, I much hope, fhe will, he feldom miffing 
To pay his Vows here to her, I frail hazard 
To hinder his Devotions —The Door opens.— —• 

Enter Charles. 

*Tis he, moft. certain, and by's fide my Sword : 
Bleft Opportunity ! Char. I have o'erfleptmy felf* 
And loft part of the Morn, but I'll recover it, • » 
Before I went to Bed, I wrote fome Notes 
Within my Table-book, which Til now eonfidcr. . 

. Ha! 
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Ha ! what means this ? What do I with a Swotd ? 
Learn'd Mercury needs not th' Aid of M'arsy and Innocence, 
Is to it felf a Guards yet fince Arms ever 
Prote& Arts, \ may juftly wear and ufe it ; 
For fince *tv?as made my Prize, I know not how* 
Pm grown in Love with't, and cannot eat* nor ftudy^ 
And much Ids walk, without it. But I trifle. 
Matters of more Weight ask my Judgment; 

Eujt. None, Sir ; 
Treat of no other Theme* I'll keep you to it i 
And fee, y'expound it well. Char. Euftace I 

Euft. The fame* Sir* 
Your younger Brother, who, as Duty binds him, 
Hath all this Night, turn'd out of Doors, attended* 
To bid Good-morrow t'ye. Char. This* not in Scorri; 
Commands me to return it; Wou'd you aught elfe ? 

Eufi. O much, Sir, here I end not, but begin ; 
I muft /peak to you in another Strain 
Than yet I ever us'd, and if the Language 
Appear in the Delivery rough and harfh, 
You, being my Tutor, muft condemn your felf, 
From whom I learn'd it. Char. When I underibind* 
Be*t in what Stile you pleafe, what's your Demand* 
I fliall endeavour in the (elf-fame Phrafe 
To make an Anfwer to the Point. Euft. I come not 
To lay Claim to your Birth-right* 'tis your own, 
And 'tis fit you enjoy it ; nor ask I from you 
Your Learning and deep Knowledge ; though I am not 
A Scholar as you are, 1 know them Diamonds 
By your fole Induftry, Patience, and Labour, 
ForcM from fteep Rocks, and with much Toil attatm'd^ 
And but to few, that prize their Value, granted 3 
And therefore without Rival freely wear them. 

. Char. Thefe not repin'd at, as yoU feem ^inform me? 
The Motion muft be of a ftrange Condition, 
If I refufe to yidd to't ; therefore, Euftace, 
Without this Temped in your Looks, propound it^ 
And fear not a Denial. Eufi. I require then, 
As from an Enemy, and not a Brother, 
The Reputation of a Man, the Honour, 

• Ma Nat 
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Not by a fair War won when I was waking, 

But in my Sleep of Folly ravifli'd from me ; 

With thefe, the Reftitution of my Sword, 

With large Acknowledgment of Satisfaction, 

My Coach, my Horfes ; I will part with Life, 

E'er lofe one Hair of them ; and what concludes all, 

My Miftrefs AngeUma* as (he was 

Before the mufical Magick of thy Tongue 

Inchanted and fcduc*d her. Thefe perform'd, 

And with Submiffion, and done publickly, 

At my (Father's and my Uncle's Interceffion, 

(That I put in too) I, perhaps, may liften 

To Terms of Reconcilement ; but if thefe 

In every Circumftance are not fubferib'd to, 

To th' laft Gafp I defy thee. Cbar. Thefe are ftriflr 

Conditions to a Brother. Euft. My Reft is up, 

Nor will I go lefs. Cbar. I'm no Gamefter, Euftace-, 

Yet I can guefs, your Refolution (lands 

To win or lofe all ; I rejoice to find ye 

Thus tender of your Honour, and that at length 

You underftand what a wretched Thing you were 1 

How deepl y wounded by your felf, and made 

• Almoft incurable, in your own Hopes 5 

The dead Flefh of pale Cowardife growing over 

Your fefter'd Reputation, which no Balm 

Or gentle Unguent ever cou'd make Way to. 

And I am happy, that I was the Surgeon, 

That did apply thofe burning Corrofives, 

That render you already fenfible 

O'th' Danger you were plung'd in - f teaching you, 

And by a tair Gradation, how far, 

And with what curious Refpedl and Care 

The Peace and Credit of a Man within 

(Which you ne'er thought 'till now) fhould be preferred 

Before a gawdy Outlide * pray you, fix here, 

For fo far I go with you. Euft. This Difeourfe 

Is from the Subject. Char. I'll come to it, Brother, 

But if you think to build upon my Ruins, 

You'll find a falfe Foundation : Your high Offers, 

Taught 
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(39) Taught by the Matters of Dependencies, 
That by compounding Differences 'tween others 
Supply their own Neceffities, with me 
Will never carry't : As you are my Brother, 
I would difpenoe a little, but no more 
. Than Honour *:an give Way to 5 nor muft t 
Deftroy that in my felf 1 love in you 5 
And therefore let not Hopes nor Threats perfuade you, 
I will defcend to any Compofition, 
For which I may be cenforU Euft. You (hall fight then. 

Char. With much Unwillingnefs with you, but if 
There's no Evafion Ettft. None. 

Char. Hear yet a Word, 
As for the Sword and other Fripperies, 
In a fair Way fend for them, you fhall have f em, 
But rather than furrender Angellina^ 
Or hear it again mention'd, I oppofe 
My Breaft unto Joud Thunder, caft behind me * 
All Ties of Nature. Euji. She detain'd, I'm deaf 
To all Perfuafion. Char. Guard thy felf then, Euftace: 
Til ufc no other Rhetorick. 

Enter Miramont. 

Mir. Claming of Swords 
So near ray Houfe ! Brother oppos'd to Brother! 
Here is no fencing at half Sword j hold, hold, 
Charles, Eufiace^Eufi. Second him, or call in more Help. 
Come not between us, I'll not know, nor fpare you \ 
D'ye fight by th« Book ? V ' 

Char. 'Tis you that wrong me ; off, Sir, 
And fuddenly PU conjure down the Spirit 
That I have raifed in him. Euft. Never, Charles. 
•Till thine, and in thy Death, be doubled in me. 

Mir.Vm out of Breath, yet truft not too much to't, Boysi 
Fojjf you paufe not fuddenly, and hear Reafon,. 
Do, kill your Uncle, do, but that I'm patient, 

•- { }$ Z*& ht b*l"M*f'ri cfPy**Jt»cie,,} Thu i. a Term ufed 
m the Science of ftnAng. We meet with'it frequently both in 
Shakupsa.i and Bin Joihon ; And ii fully cxplain'd by 
Caeakza in Ms Treafifc of Duelling. ' B ** ,J * m " °* 
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And not* a chplerick oVJ t*afty fool, 
(40) Like to your Farfier, I'd dance a M&fahm with 7011, 
Shou'd make you fweat your beft Blood foi'C; I wbu*& 
And it may be I wilL Qbarles, I command tbec, 
And, Euftace^ I intreat.thees.th'art a bfi&ve Spark, 
A true tougjh-metal'd Bl^cfo and I begins 
To love thee heartily, give .ipe a fighting Courtier, 
I'll ch.erifh, him for Example^ in, our Age 
They Ve not born every Day. Char. You of late, Sir, 
In meloy'd I^earning.M^True,but take me w*yc y Cbarks * 
? Twaa when young Eujiace wore his Heart Aft* Breeches, 
And fought his Battlps in Compliments and Cringes ; ; 
When's Underftanding wav'd in a. flan ting. Feat her, 
And his beft Contemplation, looked no, further 
Than a nfcw-fafhionM Doublet; I confefi, then, 
The lofty Noife, your Greek made, oe>ly pteaaVhme* 
But now he's turn'd ah Oliver and z Rowland 
(Nay/ the whole dozen of Peers are bound up ia him^y 
Let me remember, when I vas. of his Yea*% " • » 
I did look very like him,*. a&d did you fee » 

My Pidture as I was then, yqu WOuW. fwear -. * 
That gallant Euftace, (I mean, now he dares fight) 
Was the true Subftance aftel the perftft Figure. 
Nay, nay, no Anger, you ftftll have enough* Cbarks* 
Cbar. Sur^, Sir, I (hall not need: Additiori from hitm 
Euft. Nor t from any, this fhall decide, my Inttreft \ 

Though tarn loft to all dgfcrving Meih ^ 

To all that; Men. call gocjd, for fuffVing tamely 

Infufferable Wrongs, and juftly- flighted* ■ ! • 

By yielding to a MinutQ : p£ ©play 

In my Revenge, and t ftjop> tjjjunnadff a Stronger 

Unto my Father V.HpgJe $nd Favour,' d'erwfceim'd 

With' all Difgraccs* yet. I >yajl/ mount upward; 

And. force n)y felf a Fo?:t#9Q». though my Birth 

"And Breeding do d#ny ic £for. Seek not, &$&*> m : 

(40) \ • Pd fance a JWattachin <whh you, ] This was a Dance* 
as Skinner tells us in his Etymokgu*?** ,cf gifeac Rapifiity* focaty*d 
from die Jt*lian> Word Mutt*, a Pool or Madmap ; bec^fc. th% ffefh 
formers of it uG%d many framick Gciliculations : And Fiaa^rqs* i« 
his Qr.i&w*£i*i»* Jtefo*; gives us much thfr&me E^criptkm oi fc* 

By- 


The Elder Brother. 167 

By Violence what will be oflerM to you, 

On eafier Compofition ; though I was not 

AUy'd unto your Weaknefi, you (hall find me . 

A Brother to your Bravery or Spirit ; 

And one that, not compell'd to*t by your Sword, 

(Which I muft never fear) will fliare with you 

In all but Angellina. Mir. Nobly laid, Charles, 

And learn from my Experience, you may hear Realbn 

And never maim your Fighting ; for your Credit, 

(41) Which you. think you have loft, (pare Charles ; and 

fwinge me, 
And foundly, three or four walking Velvet Cloaks, 
That wear Swords hot to guard 'em ; yet, deferve it, 
Thou- art made up again. Euji. All this is Lip-falve. 

Mir 9 It (hall be Heart's-eafe, Etfiace, e'er I have done y 
As for thy Father's Anger, now thpu*dar'ft fight^ 
Ne'er fear*t, for I've the Dowcets of his Gravity 
Fail in a String, and will fo pinch and wring him, 
That, fpite of his Authority, thou (halt make 
Thine own Conditions with him, 

Euft. I'll take Ltfave. 
A little to confider. Char. Here comes Andrew. 

Mir. But without his Comical and learned Face, 
What fad Difafter, Andrew? And. You may read, Sir, 
A Tragedy in my Face. Mir. Art thou in Earneft ? 

And. Yes, by my Life, Sir ; and if now you help not, 
And fpeedily by Force or by Perfuafion, 
My good old Mafter (for now I pity him) 
Is ruin'd for ever. Char. Hk, my Father ! And. He > Sir. 

JMSr. By what means ? Speak. 

And. At the, Suit of Monfieiir Lewis, 

(41) , < ,m^— Spare Charles, and fwinge ae, 

Jnd foundiy y three or four walking <vel*vet CJoaJb, 
That 'wear ne Swords to guard y em.~\ How would *EuJ?ace 
give Proof of his Valour, by beating three or four Beaux who had 
no Swords to defend themfelves with ? The Meaning undoubted]/ 
is, who wear Swords for Ornament, and not for Ufe, saCowfi above 
fays, he does $ and that the Court allows it. Put not for no, and it 
will give this Senfe : only it will Hill remain capable of the former. 
I- would- therefore read, 

Tb&t'wear Swords not to guard them, &c. Mr. Seward* 
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His Houfe is feiz'd upon, and he in Perfon 
Is under Guard, (f law it with rhefe Eyes, Sir,) 
To he convey*d-to Parts, and there fentenc'd, 

Mir. Nay, then there is no Jelling. Char. Do J live. 
And know my Father injur'd ? 
And. And what's worfe, Sir, 
My Lady Angellim — - Euft. Whar, of her ? 
And. She's carried away too. Mir. How ? 
And. While you were ablent, 
A Crew of Monficur Lnvis's Friends and Kinfmen 
By force brake in at th' back part of the Houfe, . 
And took her away by Violence-, faithful Andrew* 
(As this can witnefs for him,) did his bell 
In her Defence, but 'twould not do. Mir. Away, 
And fee our Horles faddled ; 'tis no Time 
To talk, but do : Eujlace, you now are oficrtt 
' A fpacious Field, and in a pious War 
To exercife your Valour ; here's a Caule, 
And luch a one, in which, to fall is honourable, 
Your Duty and Reverence due to a Father's Name 
Commanding it -, but thefe unnatural Jars, 
Arifing between Brothers, fliould you profper, 
Wou'd fliame your Victory. Euft. I wou'd do mUch, Sir; 
But (till my Reputation— Mir. Charles ihall give you 
All decent Sarisfa&ion ; nay, join Hands, 

iy, this is done like Brothers ; 
in this Caufe that concerns 
xr Family, Monfieur Lewis, 
work, (hall find and feel 
I in this Arm, I'll lead you bravely, 
follow not, a Coward's Name 
Forehead ! Cbar. This Spirit makes yqii 
'ortunes. Mir. And tn mine, 
once freed, and Angellma 
fefiiqn) you fball know, 
in my Tongue. 
: doubt it, Sir. [Exeunt. 
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SCENE II. • 

Enter Lewis, Brifac, Angellina, Sylvia, and Officers. 

Lew. I'm deaf to all Perfuafion. Bri. Iufenonc, 
Nor doubt I, though a while my Innocence fufiers, 
But when the King fhall underftand how falfely 
Your Malice hath inform'd him, he in Juftice 
{42) Muft fet me right again. Ang. Sir, let not Paffion 
So far tranfport you as to think in Reaibn', 
This violent Courfe repairs, but rather ruins 
That Honour, you wou'd build up : You deflroy, 
What you would feem to nourifh. IfRefpeft 
Of my Preferment, or my Reputation, 
May challenge your paternal Love and Cars, 
Why do you, now good Fortune has provided 
A better Husband for me than your Hopes 
Could ever fancy, ftrive to rob me of him ? 
In what is my Lord Charles defe&ive, Sir ? 
Unlefe deep Learning be a Blemiih in him, 
Or well-proportion'd Liiribs be Mulfis in Nature, 
Or, what you only aim'd at, large Revenues 
Are on the fudden grown diftaftrull to you ? 
Of what can you accufe him ? Lew. Of a Rape 
Ttone to my Honour, which thy rav'nous Lull 
Made thee confent to. 

Syl. Her Luft ! You ar? her Father. 

Lew. And you her Bawd. 

Syl. Were you ten Lords, 'tis falfe % 
The Purenefi of her chaft Thoughts entertains not 
Such fpotted Instruments. Ang . As I have a Soul, Sir,*— 

Lew. I am not to be alter'd ; to fit down 

» 
» > . 

(43) rr~? — &>, let not Paffion 

So far tranfiortyou as to think in Reafon, 

This violent Courfe repairs, but ruins it ; 

That Honour yon would build up you defroy, ' 

What you would fttm to nourijb^ This Paflage, flom wiOM 
Pointing, is all Obfcurity and Nonfenfe. In the third Vcrfc there 
is a Relative (it) without any antecedent SuWUntive. I have, br 
the Affiftance of the old S[uarto % % retrieved ch* true Reading : and 
my Adjuftmcnt of the Stop* makes all clear. 

With 
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With this Dilgrace would argue me a Peafant, 
And not born -Noble i AW Rigour that the Law • 
And that Encreafe pf Pow'r by .Favour, yields, . 
ShaH be witfc alf Severity inflifted ; ' 
You hav« the King's fiand for'e y na Bail will fenre,. 
And therefore at your Perils, Officers, away with 'em. 

Bri. This is Madnefs. Lew. Tell me fc in open Courts 
And there I'll anfwer you, 

Ifoftr Miramont, Charles, Euftace, and Andrew. 

Mir. Weft overtaken. 

Char. Ill, if they dare refift. JK^?; He that ad varices 
But one Step forward, dies. Lew. Shew, the King's* Writ. 

Mir. Shew your Difcretion, 'twill become you better. 

Char. You're once more in ray Power,, and ifagaire 
I part with you, lot me for ever lofe thee! [To Angel. 

Eu/i. Force will not do' t, nor Threats, accept this Service 
From your defpair'd of Euftace. And. And beware, 
Your reverend Worfliip never more atterript 
To fearch my LMfy-pot ; yoU fee, what follows. 

Lew. h the King's Pow'r colrcein&'d I 
' Mir. No, bat the Torrent ■ # .. 
O' your wilful FoHy ftopp'd. And for you, gocd* Sir, 
If you woutt but be fenJible, what can you wifli 
But the Satisfa&ion of an obftinatc Will, 
That is not tender'd to you ; rather than* 
Be crofe'd in what you ptirpos'd, you'll undo 
Your Daughter's Fame, the Credit of your Judgrftttit* 
And your old foolifh Neighbour ; make' your States, 
(43) And in a Suit not worth a Cardecue, 
A- Prey to Advocates,. Jand their buckram Scribe ; 
And after they haves plumMyc, rttkm toOtt& 
like a couple of naked Fowls without a Feather, 

Char. This is a mdft tfrorig Truth, /Sir. 

Mir. No, nb,. Mbnfieur, 
Let us be right Frenchmen^ violent to» charge j 
Bw when our Follies ane repell'd by Reafon, 

(J4)' — ■ not worth a CawJecue, J W*' have made ah Englijf, 

Word of This from a* Corruption of the French, un Quart f ecm* 
i f c. $e fourth Part of a French Crown. 

- ' . This 
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*Tfc fit that we retreat, and ne'er come on more : 
Obferve my learned Charles y he'll get thee a Nephew, 
On AngelUna^ fhall difpute in her Belly, 
And fuck the Nurfe by Logtck. And here's Euftace, 
He was an Afs, but now is grown an Amadis ; 
Nor (hay he want a Wife, if all my Land 
For a* jointure can effW: it : You're a good Lord, 
And'o^a gentte Nature, in your Looks 
I fee a kind Confent, and it fhews lovely. 
* And do you hear, old Fool ? but I'll not chide \ 
Hereafter, like me, ever doat on Learning, 
The meer Belief is excellent, twill lave you* 
And next love Valour, though you dare not light 
Your felf, or fright a foolifti Officer v young Euffote 
Can do it to a Hair. And to conclude, 
Let Andrew's Farm b'increas'd* that is your Penance, 
You know for what ; and* fee, you rut no more, 
You under/land me. So embrace oa all Sides.. 

I'll pay thofe Billmen, and make large Amends ; 

Profited ws prefave yw ftill out Friends. 

[Exeunt mMth 
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**J~IS not the Hands, or Smiles, or common Way 

°f approbation to a welUlikd Play, 
We only hope*, Bui that you freely would, 
To tb % Author's Memory, fofar unfold, 
Andfhew your Loves and hiking to bis Wrt+ 
Not in your Praife, but often feeing it ; 
That being the grand Affurance, that can givt 
The f*oet and the Player Means to live. 
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HP O tell ye, Gentlemen, we have a Play, 
■*• A new one too, and that 'tis launch' d to Dqy r 
The Name ye know, thafs nothing to my Story \ 
To tell ye, 'tis familiar, void of Glory, 
Of State, of Bttternefs \ of Wit, you" U fay, 
For that* is now held Wit, that tends that way, 
Which we avoid: To tell ye too, 9 tis merry, 
And meant to make you plea/ant, and not weary : 
The Stream that guides ye, eajy to attend; 
To tell ye, that 'tis good, is to no End, 
If you believe not. Nay, to go thus far, 
To fwear it, if you fwear again/i, is War. 
To qffure you any thing, unlefs you fee, 
And fo conceive, is Vanity in me*, 
Therefore I leave it to it felf; and pray, 
Like a good Bark, it may work out to day, 
And ft em oil Doubts ; Uwas built for fuch a Proof, 
And we hope highly: Iffbe lie aloof 
For her own Vantage, to give Wind at Will, 
Why, let her work, only be you but JtiU, . 
And, fweet-opinioit d ; and we are bound to fay, 
Toitre worthy Judges, and you crown the- Play. 
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DRAMATIS 


DRAMATIS P&RSONJL 

MEN. 

Don Henrique, an uxorioks Lord, cruel to bis Brothers 
Don Jamie, younger Brother to Don Henrique. 
Bartolus, a covetous Lawyer, Husband to Arnaranta. 
Leandro, a Gentleman who wantonly loves the Lawyer's 
Wife. 

Milanes, j» Two Gentlemen, Friends to Leandra, 
Arfenio, 3 

Afcanio, Son to Don Henrique. 
O&avio, fuppofed Husband to « Jacinth** 
Lopez, the Spanifh Curate. 
Diego, bis Sexton. 
Afliftant, which we call a Judge. 
Algaziers, whom we call Serjeants* 

Four Pari/bioners 9 Apparitor \ Singers, Servants* 

» 

WOMEN* 

Violante, fuppofed Wife to Dm Henrique. 
Jacintha, fohnerly controlled to Don Henrique.- 
Amaranta, Wife to Bartolus. -_> 

A Woman Moor, Servant to Atnaranta. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

Enter Angelo, Milanes, and Arfenio. 

Arsbnio. 

QEANDRO paid all. 

Mil. 'Tis his ufual Cuftom, [off 

! (2) Andrequifiteheihould: He has now put 
• The funeral Black, your rich Heir wears 
with Joy, . 

When he pretends to weep for his dead Father. 
Your gathering Sires fo long heap Muck together, 

(1) We are now come to the SpamfiOtratt, a moil excellent Play ; 

and from whence two of our firft Rate Modern Plays, the Spaaijb 

Frjar and Old Batcbtllar, have taken their moll comick .Scene*. It 

as fall of Humour, Sprightlinefe and PleaJaiury. m any one Comedy 

the whole Setof Biavmont and Fletcher's Works: And were 

not that an Adulterer is rather let in too amiable a Light, i know. 

fcarce any Play I could wiih to fee oftener upon the Stage. 

Mr. Seward. 

. ( z ) __ __ Htbamow tut off 

Tbi fitniral Black (your rich Heir-wtari luitb Joy, 
When be frtttndi to lueep for bis dead Fatber ;] ThiJ Sent- 
ment is lhadow'd out from one of the feleft Sentences of Seneca, 
and Publ. Sy«us 

Heredis Betua fab Perfona Ribs tjl. 
Which Ben Jonson has thus very clofely iranflafed, in his Fox. 

?*t! forgot, Sir. 

Tbo Weeping of an Heir, ftmuld flill bi LaughMr, ■ 

Undir a Vifor. 

Vol. II. N That 
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That their kind Sons, to rid them of their Care, 
Wi(h them in Heav'n * or if they take a Taftc 
Of Purgatory by the way, it matters not, 
Provided they remove hence ; what is bcfaln - 
To his Father, in the other World, I ask not ; 
' I am fure, his Prayer is heard : 'Would, I could ufe one 
For mine, in the fame Method. Arf. Fie upon thee ! 
This is prophane. 

Mil. Good Do&or, do not fchool me • 

For a Fault you are not free from : On my Life, 
Were all Heirs in Cordoba put to their Oaths, 
They would confefe with me, 'tis a found Tenet : 
I'm lure, Leandro does. 

Arf. He is th' Owner of 
A fair Eftate. 

Mil. And fairly he deferves it, 
He's a Royal Fellow ; yet obferves a Mean 
In all his Courfes, carcfyll too on whom 
He fhowers his Bounties : He, that's liberal 
To all alike, may do a Good by Chance, 
But never out of Judgment : This invites 
The prime Men of the City to frequent 
All Places he reforts to, and are happy 
In his fweet Converfe. 

Arf. Don Jamie> the Brother 
To the Grandee Don Henrique », appears much taken 
With his Behaviour. 

MU.~ There is fomething more in't: 
He needs his Purfe, and knows how to make Ufe on't. 
'Tis ribw in Falhion for your Don, that's poor, 
To vow all Leagues of Friendfhip with a Merchant 
That- can Supply his Wants 5 and howfoe'er 
Don Jamie's ' noble born, his elder Brother ; 
Don Henrique** rich, dnd his Revenues long fince 
Encreasfd by marrying with a wealthy Heir, 
•Call'd Madam Viokmte, he yet holds 
A hard Hand Q'er Jame^ al tewing him 
A bare Annuity only, 

Arf. Yet, 'tis faid, « . ., 

He hath no Child \ and by the Laws of Spate* 

.:■ '. -"if 
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If he die without Iflue, Don Jamie 
Inherits his Eftate. 

Mil. Why, that's the Reafon 
Of their fo many Jars : Though the young Lord 
Be fick of th* elder Brother, and in Reafon 
Shou'd flatter, and obferve him * he's of a Nature 
Too bold and fierce to ftoop fo, but bears up> 
Prefuming on his Hopes; 
• Arf. What's the young Lad 
That all of 'em make fo much of ? 

ML 'Tis a fweet One, 
And the beft-condition'd Youth I ever law yet * 
So humble, and fo affable, that he wins 
The Love of all that know him ; and fo modeft, 
That, in defpite of Poverty, he wou'd ftarve 
Rather than ask a Courtefy. He's the Son of 
A poor caft Captain, one Oftavio \ 
And She, that once was Call'd the fair Jacinths* 
Is %ppy in bang his Mother : For his fake, 

w 

Enter Jamie, Leandro, qnd Afcanio. 

Though in their Fortunes fain, th*y are efteem'd of, 
And cherifti'd by the beft. O, here they come. 
I now may fpare his Character, but obferve him, 
He'll juftify my Report. 

Jam* My good Afcanio, 
Repair more often to me $ above Women 
Thou evef ftalt be welcome. 

Afc. My Lord, your Favours 
May quickly teach a raw.uncutor'd Youth 
To be both rude and fawcy. 

Lean. Tou cannot be 
Too frequent, where you are fo muth defir'd : 
And gjroe flit Letve, dear Friend, to be your Rival 
In part of his Affe&ion * I will buy it 
At any Rate* 

Jam. Stood I but now poflefe'd 
OS what my future Hope prefages to the, 
I then would make it ckar thou hadft a Patron, 
That wou'd not fay, but <jkn Yet as 1 am, 

N a Bt. 
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Be mine, I'll not receive thee as a Servant ; 
But as my Son 5 and though I want my felf, 
No Page attending in the Court of Spain 
Shall find a kinder Matter. 

Afc. I befeech you, 
That my Refufal of fo great an Offer 
May make no ill Conftru&ion \ 9 ils not Pride 
(That common Vice is far from my Condition) 
That makes you a Denial to receive 
A Favour I fhou'd fue for : Nor the Falhion, 
Which the Country follows, in which to be a Servant 
In thofe that groan beneath the heavy Weight 
Of Poverty, is held an Argument 
Of a bafe abjeft Mind. I wifh, my Years 
Were fit to do you Service in a nature 
That might become a Gentleman : (give me Leave 
To think my felf one.) My Father fciVd the King 
As a Captain in the Field ; and though his Fortune 
Return'd him home a poor Man, he was rich • 

In Reputation, and- Wounds fairly taken j 
Nor am I by his ill Succefi deterr'd 5 
I rather feel a ftrong Defire that fways me 
To follow his Profeffion ; and if Heairti 
Hath mark'd me out to be a Man, how proud, 
Pth* Service of my Country, fhou'd I be, 
To trail a Pike under your brave Command ! 
There, I wouM follow you as a Guide to Honour, 
Though all the Horrors of the War made up 
To ftop my Paflage. 

Jam. Thou'rt a hopeful Boy, . 

And it was bravely fpoken : For this Anfwe^ . 
I love thee more than ever. r. , \ . •_ . 

Mil. Pity, fuch Seeds . . rr.„- . 

Of promifing Courage fhouM not grow and praipgr! . 

Ang. Whatever his reputed Parents be, . - * -. 
He hath a Mind that fpeaks him right and noble. 

Lean. You make him blulh : It needs not, fweer Jfcartia ; 
We may hear Praifes when they are deferv'cj, - 

Our Modefty unwounded. By my Life, . 
I wou'd add Something to the building up 

So 
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So fair a Mind ; and if till you are fit 

To bear Arms in the Field, you'll fpend Ibmc Yean 

In Salamanca^ I'll fupply your Studies 

With all Conveniences. 

Afc. Your Goodnefs, Signiors, 
And charitable Favours overwhelm me. 
If I were of your Blood, you cou'd not be 
More tender of me: .What then can I pay, 
A poor Boy and a Stranger, but a Heart 
Bound to your Service? With what Willingnefi 
I wou'd receive, good Sir, your noblft Offer, 
Heav'n can bear witnefs for me : But, alas, 
Shou'd I embrace the Means to raife my Fortunes, 
I muft deftroy the Lives of my poor Parents, 
To whom I owe my Being, they in me 
Place all their Comforts ; and, as if I were 
. The Light of their dim Eyes, are fo indulgent, 
They cannot brook one fhort Day's Abfence from me \ 
And, what frill hardly win Belief, though young, 
I am their Steward and their Nurfe : The Bounties, 
Which others beftow on me, fcrve to fuftain *em ; 
And, to forfake them in their Age, in me 
Were more than Murther. 

Enter Henrique. 

Ang. This is a kind of Begging, 
Wou'd <nake a Broker charitable. 

Mil. Here. 
Sweet-heart, I wifh it were more. 

Lean. When this is fpent, 
Seek for Supply to me. 

Jam. Thy Piety 
For ever be rcmembred ! Nay, take all ; 
Though 'twere my Exhibition to a Ryal 
For one whole Year. 

Afc. High Heav'ns reward your Goodnels ! 

Hen. So, Sir, is this a Slip of your own Grafting \ 
You are fo prodigal ? 

Jam. A Slip, Sir ? Hen. Yes, 
A Slip \ or call it by the proper Name, 

N 3 Your 
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Your Baftard. 

Jam. You're Foul-mouth'd ; do not provoke me, 
I fhall forget your Birth if you proceed, . 

And u(e you, as your Manners do deferve, j 

Uncivilly. 

Hen* So brave ! Pray you, give me Hearing ; 
Who am I, Sir ? 

Jam. My Elder Brother : One, 
That might have been born a Fool, and fo reputed, 
But that you had the Luck to creep into 
The World a Ye* before me. Lean. Be more temperate. 

Jam. I neither can nor will, unlefs I learn it 
By his Example . Let him ufe his harih 
Unfavoury Reprehenfions upon thofe 
That are his Hinds, and not on me. The Land 
Our Father left to him alone, rewards him, 
For being twelve Months elder ; let that be 
Forgotten, and let his Parafites remember 
One Quality of Worth or Virtue in him, 
That may authorize him to be a Cenfurer 
Of me, or my Manners, and I will 
Acknowledge him for a Tutor ; till then, never. 

Hen. From whom have you your Means, Sir ? 

Jam. From the Will 
Of my dead Father ; I am fore, \ fpend not, 
l^or give't upon your Purfe. 

Hen. But will it hold out 
Without my Help? Jam. I am fure, it (hall , Til finkelfe* 
For fooner I will feek Aid from a Whore, 
Than a Courtefy from you. 

Hen. *Tis well ; you are proud of 
Your new Exchequer, when you have cheated him, 
And worn him to the Quick, I may be found 
In the Lift of your Acquaintance. 

Lean. Pray you, hold, 
And give me Leave, my Lord, to fay thus much, 
And in mine own Defence, 1 am no Gull 
To be wrought on by Perfuafion ; nor no Coward 
To be beaten out pf my Me^ns, but know to whom 

And 
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And why I give or lend, and will do nothing 
But what my Rcafon warrants 5 you may be 
As fparing as you pleafe, I muft be bold 
To make Ufe of my own, without your Licence. 

Jam. Tray thee, let him alone, he is not worth thy 
All that he do's, Leandro^ is for my Good ; [Anger. 
I think, there's not a Gentleman of Spain 
That has a better Steward, than I have of him. 

Hen. Your Steward, Sir ? 

Jam. Yes, and a provident one, 
W hy, he knows, I am giv'n to large Expence, 
And therefore lays up for me : Could you believe elfe 
That he, that fixteen Years hath worn the Yoke 
Of barren Wedlock, without Hope of Iflue, 
His Coffers full, his Lands and Vineyards fruitfull, 
Cou'd be fo fold to bafe and fordid Thrift, 
As almoft to deny himfelf the Means 
And Neceflaries of Life? Alas, he knows, 
The Laws of Spain appoint me for his Heir, 
That all muft come to me, if I out-live him 5 
Which fure, I muft do, by the Courfe of Nature, 
And the Afliftance of good Mirth, and Sack, 
How ever you prove melancholy. 

ffeti. If I live, 
Thou dearly flialt repent this. Jam. When thou'rt dead, 
I am fure, I fliall not. Mil. Now they begin to burn 
Like opposed Meteors. Arf % Give them Line, and Way, 
My Life for Don Jamie. 

Jam. Continue ftill 
The excellent Husband, and join Farm to Farm, 
Suffer no Lordlhip, that in a clear Day 
Falls in the Profpeft of your covetous Eye 
To be another*s ; forget, you are a Grandee ; 
Take Ufe upon Ufe, and cut the Throats of Hein 
With coz'ning Mortgages : Rack your poor Tenants, 
Till they look like fo many Skeletons 
For Want of Food j and when that Widows* Curfes, 
The Ruins of ancient Families, Tears of Orphans, 
Have hurried you to the Devil *, ever remember, 
All was rak'd up for me, your thankfull Brother j 

N 4 That 
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That will dance merrily upon your Grave. 
And, perhaps, give a double Piftolet 
To fome poor needy Friar, to fay a Mafi 
To keep your Ghoft from walking. 

Hen. That the Law 
Should force me to endure this ! 

Jam. Verily, 
When this fliall come to paft, as fare, it will, 
If you can find a Loop-hole, though in Hell, 
To look on my Behaviour, you fhall fee me 
Ranfack your Iron Cherts; and once again 
Pluto's flame- colour*d Daughter fhall be free 
To domineer in Taverns, Mafques, and Revels, 
As fhe was us'd, before (he was your Captive. 
Methinks, the meer Conceit of it fhould make you 
Go home fick, and diftempcr'd : if it do's, 
Til fend you a Doftor of mine own, and after 
Take Order for your Funeral. 

Hen. You have faid, Sir * 
I will not fight with Words, but Deeds to tame you ; 
Reft confident, I will $ and thou (halt wift, 
This Day thou hadft been dumb. [Exit. 

Mil- You have giv'n him a Heat, 
But with your own Diftemper. 

Jam. Not a whit, 
Now he is from mine Eye, I can be merry, 
Forget the Caufe and him : AU Plagues go with him! 
Let's talk of fomething elfe : What News is ftirring ? 
Nothing to pafs the Time ? 

Mil. 'Faith, it is faid, 
That the next Slimmer will determine much 
Of that we long have talked of, touching the Wars. 

Lean. What have we to do with them ? Let us difcourle 
Of what concerns our felves . *Tis how in Falhion, 
To have your Gallants fet down in a Tavern, [what 

"What the Arch-Dukq's Purpofe is tlie next Spring, and 
Pefcnce my Lords, the States, prepare; what Courfe 
The Emperor takes againft the encroaching Turk ; 
And whether his Moony -ftandards are defign'd 
Tor P'qfy. qt Poknia \ and aH this, 

The 
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The wife Sort of State- Worms feem to know 
Better than their own Affairs : This is Difcourfe 
Fit for the Council it concerns ; we are young, 
And if that 1 might give the Theme, 'twere better 
To talk of handfome Women. Mil. And that*s one, 
iUmoft as general. Arf. Yet none agree 
Who arc the feireft. 

Lean. Some prefer the French* 
For their conceited Dreffings : Some the plump 
Italian Bona-Robafs, fome the State 
That oursobferve ; and I have heard one fwear 9 
A merry Friend of mine, that once in London 
He did enjoy the Company of a Gamefter, 
A common Gamefter too, that in one Night 
Met him th' Italian, French* and Spanijb Ways, 
And ended in the Dutch \ for, to cool her ftlf, 
She kifs'd him drunk i'th' Morning. 

Jam. We may fpare 
The Travel! of our Tongues in foreign Nations, 
When in Corduba, if you dare give Credit 
To my Report, (Tor I have feen her, Gallants,) 
There lives a Woman, of a mean Birth too, 
And meanly match'd, whole all-excelling. Form 
Difdains Companion with any She, 
(3) That puts in for a Fair One; and though you borrow 

From 

( 3) ' ' ■ and tho* you Borrow 

From ftfry Country of the Earth the heft 

Of thofe Perfections, 'which the Climate yields 

Vo help to make her up, if put in Balance, 

This will weigh down the Scale.} This Dcfcription come} 
in very ftrongly in Support of a Parallel one of Shakespeare 
in his Cymheline, which has been unnecefiarily tampered with. 

And that She hath all courtly farts more exquijite. 
Than Lady, Ladies, Woman y from each One 
The heft She hath, and She, of all compounded, 
' Outfells them all. 

J cannot fee any impenetrable Nonfenfe in this, unlefs o'er- weaning 
Criticks will labour to expound it into fuch. The. Poet's Text is a 
juft Climax i fciL " She hath all courtly Parts more cxquifite than 
" any fingle Lady whoever ; ay, than many Ladies ; nay, than 
" the whole Sex put together." Ferdinand fpeaking of his Miftrefi 
Miranda, fays almoft the fame Thing in the Temfeft. 

Bat 
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From every Country of the Earth the beft 
Of thofe Perfections, which the Climate yields 
To help to make her up, if put in Balance, 
This will weigh down the Scale. 

Lean. You talk of Wonders. 

Jam. She is, indeed, a Wonder, and fo kept y 
And, as the World deferv'd not to behold 
. What curious Nature made without a Pattern, 
* Whole Copy Ihe hath loft too, fhc*s fhut up, 
Sequeftred from the World. 

Lean. Who is the Owner 
Of fuch a Jem i I am fir'd. Jam. One Bartolus, 
A wrangling Advocate. Arf. A Knave on Record. 

Mil. I am fare, he cheated me of the beft Part 
Of my Eftate. Jam. Some Bufinefs calls me hence, 
And of Importance, which denies me Leifure 
To give you his full Chara&er : In few Words, 
Though rich, he's covetous beyond Expreflion 5 
And, to increafc his Heap, will dare the Devil, 
And all the Plagues of Darknefs : And to thefe 
So jealous, as if you wou'd parallel 
Old Argus to him, you muft multiply 
His Eyes an hundred times : Of thefe none fleep. 
He, that would charm the heavieft Lid, muft hire 
A better Mtrcuty, than Jove made Ufe of: 
Blefi your felves from the Thought of him and her, 
For 'twill be Labour loft ! So, farewel, Signiors. [Exii. 

Arf. Leandro ? In a Dream ? Wake Man, for Shame. 

Mil. Trained into a Fool's Paradife, with a Talc 
Of an imagined Form. 

Lean. Jamie is noble, 
And with a forged Tale would not wrong his Friend ; 
Nor am I fo much fir'd with Luft as Envy, 
That fuch a Churl as Bartolus fhould reap 
So fweet a Harveft ; half my State to any. 
To help me to a Share. 

Arf. Tufh, do not hope for 


But You, O You, 


— — — , — — , 

S§ perfect mnd/o peerlefs, are created 
Ofcv'ry Creature's beft. 

Impof- 
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Impoffibilities. Lion. I mull enjoy her, 
And my pr©phetick Love tells me, I fliall, 
Lend me but your Affiftance. 

Arf. Give it o'er. 

ML I would not have thee fool'd. 

Lean. I have ftrange Engines 
Falhioning here, and Bartolus on {he Anvil ; 
Diffuade me not, but help me. 

Mil. Take your Fortune, 
If you come off well, praife your Wit 5 if not, 
Expeft to be the Subjeft of our Laughter. [Extant. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Oftavio, and Jacintha. 

Jac. You met Don Henrique ? 

Oil. Yes, 

Jac. What Comiprt bring you ? 
Speak chearfully : How did my Letter work 
On his hard Temper ? I am fure, I wrote it 
So feelingly, and with the Pen of Sorrow, • 
That it muft force Com pun ft ion. 

-0£t. You are cozen'd 5 
Can you with one Hand prop a falling Tow'r ? . 
Or with the other flop the raging Main, 
When it breaks^in on the ulurped Shore ? 
Or any thing that is impoflible ? 
And then conclude, that there is fomc way left 
To move him to Companion. 

Jac. Is there a Juftice 
Or Thunder, my Qffavio, and be 
Not funk unto the Center ? 

Ofc Good Jacintha, 
With your long-pra&is'd Patience bear Afflictions ; 
And by provoking call not on HeavVs Anger \ 
He did not only fcorn to read your Letter, 
But, mod inhuman as he is, he curs'd you, 
Curs'd you moft bitterly. 

Jac. The bad Man's Charity. 

Oh, 
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Oh, that I couM forget there were a Tye, 
In me, upon him! or the Relief I feek, # 
If given, were Bounty in him, and not Debt, 
Debt of a dear Accompt ! 

08. Touch not that String, 
'Twill but increaie your Sorrow ; and tame Silence,. 
The Balm of the opprefs'd, which hitherto 
Hath eas'd your grievM Soul, and prefcrv'd your Fame, 
Muft be your Surgeon (till. 

Jac. If the Contagion 
Of my Misfortunes had not fpread it felf 
Upon my Son Afcanio, though my Wants 
Were centuply'd upon my felf, I cou'd be patient r 
But he is fo good, I fo miferable, 
His pious Care, his Duty, and Obedience, 
And all that can be wifh'd for from a Son, 
Difcharg'd to me, and I, barr'd of all Means 
To return any Scruple of the Debt 
I owe him as a Mother, is a Torment, 
Too painfull to be borne. 

Oft. I fufFer with you, 
In that ; yet»6nd in this Aflurance Comfort ; 
High Heav'n ordains, whofe Purpofes cannot alter, 
Children, that pay Obedience to their Parents, 
Shall never beg their Bread. 

Enter Afcanio. 

Jac. Here comes our Joy ; 
Where has my deareft been ? 

Afc. I have made, Mother, 
A fortunate Voyage, and brought home rich Prize, 
In a few Hours : The Owners too contended, 
From whom I took it. See, here's Gold, good Store too; 
Nay, pray you, take it. 

Jac: Mens Charities are fo cold, 
That if I knew not thou wert made of Goodnefi, 
•Twould breed a Jealoufy in me, by what Means 
Thou cam'ft by fuch a Sum. ] 

Jfc. Were it ill got, 
I api fure, it could not be eriTploy'd fo well, 

As 
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As to relieve your Wants- . Some noble Friends, 
Rais'd by HeavVs Mercy to me, not my Merits, 
Beftow'd it on me, 

08. It were a Sacrilege 
To rob thee of their Bounty, fince they gave ic 
To thy Ufe only. * 

Jac. Buy thee brave Cloaths with it. 
And fit thee for a Fortune, and leave us 
To our Neeeffities ; why do'ft thou weep ? 

Afc. Out of my Fear I have offended you ; 
For had I not/ I am lure, you are too kind ' 
Not to accept the Offer of my Service, 
In which I am a Gainer -, I have heard 
My Tutor fay, of all aereal Fowl 
The Stork's the Embleme of true Piety ; 
fiecaufe, when Age hath ieiz'd upon his Dam, 
And made unfit for Flight, the grateful young one 
Takes her upon his Back, provides her Food, 
Repaying fo her tender Care of him, 
E'er he was fit to fly, by bearing her : s 

Shall I then, that have Rcafon and Difcourfc, 
That tell me, all I can do is too little, 
Be more unnatural than a filly Bird ? 
Or feed or. cloath my felf fuperfluoufly. . 
(4) And know, nay, fee you want? Holy Saints keep me 
From fuch Impiety ! 

Jac. Can I be wretched, 
And know .my felf the Mother to fuch Goodnefs ? 

OS. Come let us dry our Eyes, we'll* have a Feaft, 
Thanks to our little Steward. 

Jac. And, in him, 
Believe, that we are rich. 

Afc. I'm fure, I am, 
While I have Pow'r to comfort you, andfervejou. [Exe. 

■ * • » 

(4) Holy Saints keep me.} Jfcanio'* Speech ends with an imper* 
fed Sentence, and the natural Senfe which Supplies it, exactly fills t 
op the Hemiftich which follows. So that it is * very probable it was' 
an accidental ^million, which one may venture to fall up without • 
Danger of adding what is not out Author's. Mr. Seward.. 

9 
1 

SCENE 
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SCE N E III. 

Enter Henrique, and Violante. 

Viol. Is it my Faulty Don Henrique, or my Fate ? 
What's my Offence ? I came youngf to your Bed, 
I had a fruitful Mother, and you met me 
With equal Ardour in your May of Blood ; 
And why then am J barren ? • 

Ben. f Tia not in Man 
To yield a Reafbn for the Will of HeavM, > . 

Which is inscrutable. 

Viol To what Ufe fcrve 
Full Fortunes, and the meaner Sort of Blefiings* . 
When that, which is the Crown of all our Wilhcs, 
The Period of human Happinefi, 
One only Child, that may pofiefs what's ours, 
Is cruelly deny'd us ? 

Hen. Tis the Curfe 
Of gr&t Eftates to want thofe Pledges, which 
The Poor are happy in : They in a Cottage, 
With Joy, behold the Models of their Youth ; 
And, as their Root decays, thofe budding Brandies 
Sprout forth and flourifh, to renew their Age ; 
But this is the Beginning, not the End 
Of Mifery to me, that 'gainft my Will, 
Since Heav'n denies us Iflue of our own, 
Muft leave the Fruit of all my Care and TravcH 
To an unthankful Brother, that infults 
On my Calamity. 

Viol I will rather choofc 
A Baftard from the Hofpital and adopt him, 
And nourifh him as mine own. 
. Hen. Such an Evaiion, 
My Violante, is forbid to us ; 
Happy the Roman State, where it was lawful}. 
If our own Sons were vicious, to choofe one 
Out of a virtuous Stock, though of poor. Pagmts? 
And make him Noble. But the Laws of Spmn y 
Intending to preferve all ancient Houfes, 

Prevent 
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Prevent fuch free Ele&ions; with this, my Brother** 
Too well acquainted, and this makes him bold 
To reign o'er me, as a Mailer. 

Viol. I will fire 
The Portion I brought with me, e'er he lpcnd 
A Ryal of it : No Quirk left, no Quiddit, 
That may defeat him ? Hen. Were I but confirm'd, 
That you wou'd take the Means 1 ufe with Patience* 
As I muft pra&He it with my Dilhonour, 
I cou'd by level with the Earth his Hopes, 
That (bar above the Clouds with Expectation, : 

To fee me in my Grave. Viol. Effect but this, 
And our Revenge (hall be to us a Son, 
That (hall inherit for us. Hen.. Do not repent 
When 'tis too late. 

Viol. 1 fear not, what may fall ; 
He dilfpofieft'd* that does ufurp on all. [Exeunt* 


I *1M I«| 


ACT II. SCENE h 

» • 

(f) Enter Leandro, Milanes, and Arfenia 

Mil f^ A N any thing but Wonder - t - 

^** Lean. Wonder on, 
I am, as ye fee; and, what will follow, Gentlemen? 

Arf. Why doft thou put on this Form ? what can this do? 
Thou Jook'ft moft fillily. Mil. Like a young Clerk, 
A half-pin'd Puppy, that would write for a RyaL 
Is this a commanding Shape to win a Beauty ? 
To what Ufe, what Occafion i 

Lean. Peace, ye are Fools, 
More (illy than my Out- fide (eems, ye are ignorant •, . . 
They, that pretend to Wonders, muft weave cunningly. 

Arf What manner of Accefs can this get ? or, if gotten, 

(5) Enter Leandro, with a Letter nvrit out,} This is a Stage-Di- 
re&ion, tranferib'd from the Prompter's Book ; and a Memorandum 
to him only, that Leandro fhould go on furniftTd with fuch a Letter, 
to deliver to Lope% the Curate. 

What 
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What Credit in*hcr Eyes? 

Lean. Will ye but leave me ? 

Mil. Methinks, a young Man and a handfom Gen tieman* 
(But, fare, thou arc Lunatick,) methinks, a brave Man, 
That wou'd catch cunningly the Beams of Beauty, 
And (b diftribute 'em unto his Comfort, 
Should like himfelf appear, young, high, and buxom, 
And jn the brighteft Form. 

Lean. Ye are cozen'd, Gentlemen, 
Neither do I believe this, nor will follow it : 
Thus as I am, I will begin my Voyage. 
When you love, launch it out in Silks and Velvets, . 
Ml love in Serge, and will outgo your Sattins. 
To get upon my great Horfe and appear 
The Sign of fuch a Man, and trot my Meafures, 
(<$) Or fiddle out whole frofty Nights, my Friends, 
Under the Window* while my Teeth keep Time, 
I hold no handfomnefs. Let me get in, 
There trot, and fiddle, where I may have fair Play. 

Arf. But how get in ? 

Lean. Leave that to me •, your Patience, 
I have fome Toys here that I dare well truft to : 
I have finelt a Vicar out, they call him Lopez. 
You arp ne'er the nearer now. 

Mil. We do confefs it. 

Lean. Weak fimple Men, this Vicar to this Lawyer 
Is the mod inward Daman. 
' Arf What can this do ? 

Mil. We know the Fellow, and he dwells there. 

Lean. So. 

(6) Or fiddtt out whole frofty Nights, my Friends, 

Under the Window, <wbilft my Teeth keep Tunc,] I have 06- 
ferv'd, that no two Words, in the old Books, fo often and fo mif- 
takenly change Place with each other, as Time and Tune. Indeed, 
in the running Secretary-hand, the Difference is fo minute betwi$t 
im and un, that it has been the Source of number lefs Errors. Lemn* 
dro % s Meaning is, that if he were to go a Serenading in a: frofty 
Night, he fhould be fo cold as to have the Chattering of hk Teeth 
keep Time with his Inilrument. 

Arf. 
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(7) Arf. A poor, thin Thief: He help I he? hang the 
Can reading or an Homily prefer thee ?, ,' [Vicar \ 

Thou art dead-fick in Love, and he'll pr^y. for thee. 

Lean. Have Patience, Gentkmcp ; I fay, this Vicar, 
This Thing, I fay,- is all one with the clofe Bartolus, • 
(8) For fo they call the Lawyer ; on his Nature, 
(Which I have ftudied by Relation'.; . 
And make no Doubt I (hall hit handfomly •,) ; 

Will I work cunningly, and home : Underftand. me. 

Enter Lope*,' dnd Diego., 

Next, 1 pray, leave me, leave me to my Fortune ; 
Difficilia pukbra^ that's my Motto, Gentlemen ; 
1*11 win this Diamond from the Rock, and wear her, 
Or— — — 

Mil. Peace, the Vicar : Send-ye a full Sail, Sir. 

Arf There's your Confefibr, but what lhall be your Pe- 

Lean. A Fool's Head, if I fail ; and fo forfake me. [nance? 
You fhall hear from me daily. 

Mil. We will be ready. [Exeunt Mil. Arf. 

Lop. Thin World, indeed! 

Lean. I'll let him breath, and mark him : 
No Man would think, a Stranger, as I am, 
Should reap any great Commodity from his Pigbelly. 

Lop. Poor Airing for poor Vicars. 

Die. And poor Sextons. 

Lop. We pray, and pray, but to no Purpofe, 
Thofe, that enjoy our Lands, choke our Devotions ; 
Our poor thin Stipends make us arrant Dunces. 

Die. If you live miferably, how (hall we do, Matter, 
That are fed only with the Sound of Prayers ? 

(7) ■ bang the Vicar ; 

Can reading of an ■ ' " prefer thee t ] *Tis ftrange, that 
none of all the Editions mould be able to furniih out the interme- 
diate Word to fill up the Hiatus of this Verfe. As they are talk* 
ing of the Vicar, it is fiemonflrable it ' mulK have been, Homily ; 
which makes both the Metre and Senfe complete. 

(8) For fo they call the Lawyer, or his Nature , 

Which I have ftudied by Relation, &c] This Paflage has been 
llightly corrupted in the Text and Pointing. I have regulated Both, 
and'Mr. tympfin prefcrib'd the very fame Adjuihncnt. 

Vol. II. O * W* 
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We rife and ring the Sells to get good Stomachs, 
And muft be fain to eat the Ropes with Reverence. - 

Lop. When was there a Chriftning, Diego ? 

Die. Not this ten Weeks : 
Alas, they have forgot to get Children, Matter ; 
The Wars, the Seas, arid Ufqry undo us : 
Takes off our Minds, our Edges, blunts our Plough-fhares. 
They eat nothing here, but Herbs, and get nothing but 
green Sauce: 

There are fome few poor Labourers, that, perhaps, 
Once in feven Year, with helping one another, 
Produce fome few pin'd-Butter-prints, that force hold 
The Chriftning neither. 

Lop. Your Gallants, they get Honour, 
A ftrange fantaftical Birth, to defraud the Vicar ; 
And the Camp chrifiens their Iflues; or the Curtizani* 
•Tis a lewd Time, 

Die. They are fo hard-hearted here too, 
They will not die; there's nothing got by Burials. 

Lop. Diego, the Air's too pure, they cannot perifih 
To have a thin Stipend, and an evcrlafting Parilh, 
Lord, what a Torment 'tis ! 

Die. Good fenfible Matter, 
You are allow'd to pray againft all Weathers, 
Both (bpl, and fair, as you (hall find Occafion % 
Why not againft all Airs ? 

Lop. That's not i'th f Canons. 
I wtyi'd, it had ; f tis out of our way forty Pence, [die here, 

Die. f Tis ftrange, they are ftaiVd too yet they will net 
They will not earth : A good (tout Plague amongft 'cm* 
Or half a dozen new fantaftical Fevers. 
That would turn up their Heels by whole-fale, Matter, 
And take the Dpftors too, in their grave Counfeb, . 
That there might be no natural Help for Money : 
How merrily would my Bells go then ? 

Lop. Peace, Diego, 
The Doftors are our Friends ; let's plcafc them well % 
For though they kill but flow, they are certain, Diego. 
We muft remove into a muddy Air, 
A moft contagious Climate. 

Die. 
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Die. We muft, certain. 
An Air that is the Nurfery of Agues, 
Such Agues* Mafter, that will fhake Mens Souls out, 
Ne'er ftay for Poffets, nor good old Wives* Plaifters* 

Lop. Gouts and dead Palfies. 

Die. The Dead do's well at all times, 
Yet Gduts will hang an arfe a long time, Mafter ♦ 
The Pox, or Englijb Surfeits, if we had *em 1 • 
Thofe are rich Marie, they make a Church- yard fat ; 
^Lnd make the Sexton ling, thev never mils, Sir. 

Lop: Then Wills and Funeral Sermons come in Seafbn* 
And Feafts that make us frolick. 

Die. Wou'd'I cou'd fee *em. 

Lop. And though I weep i*th* Pulpit for my Brother, 
Yet, Diego, here I laugh. 

Die. The Caufe requires it. 

Lop. Since People left to die, I am a Dunce, T)iego. 

Die. 'Tis a ftrange thing, I have forgot to dig too. 
• Lean* A. precious pair of Youths ! I muft make toward 'em. 

Lop. Who's that ? look, it feems, he would fpeak to us* 
.1 hope a Marriage, or fome Will to make, Diegtr* 

Die. My Friend^ your Bufinefc ? 

Lean. *T]& to that grave Gentleman ; 
Blefs your good Learning, Sir ! 

Lop. And blefs you alio ! 
He bears a promifing Face, there*s fome Hope toward* 

Lean. I hive a Letter to your Worfhip* 

Lap. Well, Sir, 
From whence, I pray you ? 
. Lean. From Nova Hijpania, Sir, 
And from an ancient Friend of yours. 

Lop. *Tis well* Sir, 
•Tis very well.: The Devil a one I know there* 

Die. Take heed of a Snap, Sir, h-as a cozening Court te- 
I do not like his way* [nance* 

Lop. Let him go forward. # 

(9) Cantabit *vacuusr-» they that have nothing, fear nothing. 

(9 Cantabit vacuus ] This Hemiftich is the beginning of a 

Vcrfe in]uvEMAL*s Satyrts. 

Cantabit vacuus coram Lairone Viator. 

O x All 
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"All I have to lofe, Diego, is my Learning ; , 

And, when he has gotten that, he may put it in aNut-lhell. 

■ 

Reads the Letter. • 

« 

Olgnior Lopez, Since my Arrival from Cordova to thefi 
. ^ PartSj I have written divers Letters unto you x but as 
yet received no Anfwer of any : (Good, and very good) And 
-although Jo great a Forge tfidlnefs might caufe a Want in my 
due Correfpondence> yet the Defire 1 have ftill toferveyou 
• muft more prevail with me (Better and better : The Devil 
a Man know I yet) and therefore with theprefent Occafion 
offered I am willing to crave a Continuance of the Favours 
which I have heretofore reccirtdfrom yoti, and do recom- 
mend my Son Leandro, the Bearer* to you ; with Requeft 
that he may be admitted in that Univer/ity, till fuch time as 
I Jhall arrive at home j his Studies bt will make you ac- 
quainted withal : This Kindnefs Jhall fupply the IVant of 
your Slacknefs : And Jo Heaven keep you. Tours, 

Alonzo Tiveria. 
Alonzo Tiveria, very well, 
A very ancient Friend of mine, I take it, 
For till this Hour I never heard his Name yet. 

Lean. You look, Sir, as if ye had forgot- my Father. 

Lop. No, no, I look, as I would, remember him, 
For that 1 never remembred, I cannot forget, Sir ; 
Alonzo Tiveria f 

Lean. The fame, Sir. 

Lop. And rtow i*th* Indies ? 

Lean. Yes. c 

(10) Lop. He may be any where, 
For aught that I — 

Lean. Confider, think again, Sir ; 
You were Students both at one time in Salamanca, ' • 
And, as I take it, Chamber-fellows. 

Lop. Ha ? 

(10) He may he any where 

For aught that I confider. 
Lean. Think again , Sir,] I have regulated jthe Text in this 
Paflage, as Mr. Sympfon gave me his Opinion, he fufpe&ed it fhould 
be. . 

Lean. 
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Lean. Nay, fuye, you mull remember. 

Lop. 'Wou'd, I could ! ■. 
• Lean. I have heard him fay, you were Goflips too. 

Lop. Very likely, 
You did not hear him fay, to whom ? For we Students 
May oft-times over-reach our Memories. 
Doft thou remember, Diego, this fame Signior ? - . 
Thou haft been mine thefe twenty Year*. 

Die. Remember ? 
Why, this Fellow wou'd make ye mad : Nova Hifpania ? 
And Signior Ttveria ? What are thefe? 
He may as well name ye Friends out of Cat ay a. 
Take heed, I befeech your Worlhip: Do you hear, fny 
You have no Letters for me ? t [Friend i 

Lean. Not any Letter, 
But I was charged to do my Father's Love 
To the old honeft Sexton Diego : Are you he, Sir ? 

Die. Haf hav£ I Friends, and know 'em not? My 
Name is Diego, 
But if "either I remember you or your Father, 
Or Nova Hifpania (I wa3 never there, Sir,) . 
Or any Kindred that you have — for Heav'n fake, Maflier, 
Let's caft about. a little, and confider, 
Wc may dream out our Time. 

Lean. It feems I am deceiv'd, Sir; 
Yet, that you are Don Lopez, all Men tell me, 
The Curate here, and have been fome time, Sir ; 
And you the Sexton Diego, fuch I am fent to, 
The Letter tells as much : May be, they are dead, 
And you of the like Names fucceed : I thank yc, Gentle- 
Ye have done honeftly in telling truth, [men, 

I might have been forward elfe — For to that Lopez, 
That was my Father's Friend, I had a Charge, 
A Charge of Money to deliver, Gentlemen, 
Five hundred Duckets, a poor fmall Gratuity ; 
But fince you are not he — 

Lop. Good Sir, let me think, 
I pray ye, be patient ; pray ye, ftay, a little » • • " , 
Nay, let me remember, I befeech you ftay, Sin 

Die. An honeft noble Friend, that fends fo lovingly \ 

O 3 . . An 
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An old Friend too ; you -will remembef, fore, Sir. 

Lop. Thou fay'ft true, Diego. 

Die. 'Pray ye, confidfcr quickly ; 
Do, do, by any means - p methinks, already 
A grave ftaid Gentleman comes to my Memory, 

Lean. He's old indeed, Sir. 
• Die. With a goodly white Beard, 
(For now he mail be Co : I know he muft be) 
Signior Jlonzo, Matter. 

Lop* t begin to have him. . £5iiv 

Die. H 9 as been from hence about fomc twenty Years^ 

Lean. Some five and twenty. Sir. 

Die. Vou fay moft true, Sir. 
Tuft to an Hour •, 'tis now juft five and twenty, 
A fine ftrait-timber'd Man, and a brave Soldier, 
He pvried : Let me fee, — 

Lean. De Caftro^s Daughter- 
. Die. The very fame. 

Lean. Thou art a very Rafcal, I4fi*ki 

$e Cajiro is the *turk to thee, or any Thing : 
The Money rubs 'em into ftrange Remembrances, 
For as many Duckets more they would remember Jdam A 

Lop. Give me your Hand, you are welcome to your 
Now I remember plainly, manifeftly, [Country ; 

As frelhly, as if Yefterday I had feeh him, 
Moft heartily welcome : finfull that I am, 
Moft finfull Man ! why ffeou'd I loie this Gentleman ? 
This loyingold Companion * We had all one Soul, Sir, 
He dwelt here hard by, at a handfome — Lean. Farm, Sir; 
You lay moft true. 

Lop. Alonzo tfveria / (thus J 

Lord* Lord, that Time fhould pfyy the treacherous Knav? 
Why, he was the only Friend I had in Spain 9 Sir, 
I knew your Mother too, a handfome Gen tie woman j> ' 
She was married very young : I married -em : 
I do remember now the Mafques and Sport? then, 
The Fire- works, and the fine Delights ; good Faith, Sijv 
Now I Jopfc in, your Face, whofe Eyes are thofe, Ditto'? 
Nay, ifhe be not juft Abpatf* Pifturc-r- 

Lea** 
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Lean. Lord, how i blufli for thefe t*o Iftipudents ! 

[sf/Ue. 

Die. Well, Gentleman, I think your Narrte f s Ledndn. 

Lean. It is, indeed, Sir. 
Gfa'-mo-cy, Letter, thou hadft never known elfe. [jplde. 

Die. I have dandled ye, and kifsM ye and plaid with ye 
A hundred, and a hufldretl Time), ihd danced ye 9 
And fwong ye in my Bell-ropes, ye lov'd Twinging, 

Lop. A fweet Boy, . 

Lean. Sweet lying Knaves. 
What wou'd theft do for thoufohds f [4$** 

Lop. A wondrous fweet Boy then it was, fee now 
Time, that oonfumes us, (hoots him op ffill fwefeter. 
How do's the noble Gentlematn ? how farei he f 
When lhall we fee httn ? when tolll he bleft hfc Country I 

Lean. O, very fliOf tly, Sir ; '611 his Return 
lit has fcnt me over to your Ghargt. 

Lap. And welcome, 
Nay, you lhall know you ate wc!c6me to your Friend, Sin 

Lean. And to my Study,* Str, Which muft be the Law. 
To further which^ he wou'd entreat your Care 
To plant me in rile FaVout of fome Man 
That's expert m that Knowledge? r Fot hiV fctins 
I fiivfe three hundred Duckete mote : For my £>iet, 
Enough, Sir, i& drfray me? : Whibh I am* ch'arg'd 
To take ftill, as I ufe ft, frofn jfour Cuflody, , 
I have the Monty ready, and f airt Wttiy. f Welcome * 

Left. Sit down, fit dpwn, and tnci rtiore, ye aft: ntoft 
The Law you have hit upon mod happily ; 
Here is a Matter in that Art, Bartt>utf % 
A Neighbour by, to him I will prifet ye ; 
A learned Man, and my moft loving Neighbour * 
I'll do ye faithful Service, Sir. 
He's an Afs, 
fo we'll ufe him ; he lhall be a Lawyer, [&*£** 

Lap. But if ever he recover this Money again— Before, 
And get fome pretty Pittance : My Pupil's hungry. 

Lean. Pray ye, Sir, unlade me, 

Lxf. Pfl refrcih ye, Sir \ 
When ye want, you know your Exchequer. 

O 4 Lean. 
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Lean. If all this get me but Accels, I.anlfoppy. . 
Lop. Come, I am tender of ye. 
Leah. V\\ go with ye. . • v; 

To have this Fort betray *d thefe Fools muft, fleece roc. 

[Exeunt; 

» 

SCENE II. 

Enter JBartolus, and Amaranta. 

• • • • . . • . 

Bar, My Amaranta,- a retir'd fweet Life, v 
Private and clofe, and ftill, and houfewifely, 
Becomes a Wife, fets .off the Grace of Woman. , 
At home to be believed both young and handfome, -. ..? r 
As Lillies that are cas'd in cryftall Glaflcs, 
Mates up the Wonder : Shew it ahroad,, 'tis ftale, 
And ftill, the more Eyes cheapen it, 'tis, more flubber'-d j 
(i i) And what need Windows open to Inviting ? 
Or evening Terrafles, to take in Minions? ... ;•; 

When the mod wholfome Air, my. .Wife, blows inward, 
When good Thoughts are the nobleft Companions, ^ . ( , ; 
And old chad Stories, Wife, the*beft Difcourfes j, 
But why do I talk thus,, that know thy Nature ? [lostyfy ; 

Ama. You know your own Difeafe ; Diftruft, and Jeai 
And thofe two give thefe Leffons, not good Meaning. i 
What Trial isthere of my Honefty, . . , <,T 

When I am mewMathome? To what End, Husband,' \ 
Serves all the Virtuous Thoughts, and chaft Behaviour, 
Without their Ufes? Ther* they ait known. mpft excellent, 
When by their Contraries they,arefet off, and ^rnifh^'d^ - 
(12) If ye both hpid me fair, and chaft, and virtuous, 

Let 

<. - ■ ' i. 

(11) And what need Windows open to Inviting? 

Or enfning Terrajfes , to take Opinions \ ] Opinions, . of 
What f Only to be fe$n by Paftecgers, and have? her feauties judged 
of? I believe Verily, the Authors meant fomejhjng farther ; What if* 
we fhouW read, and take in Minions ? /. e. attradt Admirers. 

• ; • * -V- ! ; Mr. Symffim. 

(12) tfye both bold me fafr § \r.and chaft, and virtuous, . 

Let me go fearlefs out, and win that Greatnefs : J The Word 
Greatnefs is very obfeure y it can only mean Greatnefs of Reputation,- 
a very ftiffExpreffion upon this Occafion. The -Meaning plainly is, 
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Let me go fearlefi out, • and wirt that Chaftnefs : 

Thefe Seeds grow not in Shades,, and conceal'd Places i 

Set.'em i*th* Heat of all, then they life; glorious. 

Ban. .Peace, \ ye are too loud. 

Ama. You are. too covetous. . - .: 
If that be rank'd a Virtue, you have a rich one. 
Set me, like other Lawyers Wives,, off handfomely, 
Attended as I ought, and as they have it, 
My Coach, my People, and my handfome Women, 
My. Will in hoheft Things. 

Bar. Peace, Amaranta. v [cures *em ; 

Ama. They h^ve Content, rich Cloaths, and that ife- 
Binds, to their carefull Husbands, their Obfervance j 
They are merry, ride abroad, meet, laugh. 

Bar. Thou fha\t too. 

Ama m And freely may converfe with proper Gentlemen, 
Suffer Temptations daily to their Honour. 



Enter Woman Moor. 


» » 


Bar. You are now too far again : Thou (halt have any ' 
Let me but lay up for a handfome Office, [thing,- 

And then, my Amaranta^— 

Ama. Here's a thing now, 
Ye place as Pleafure to me : All my Retinue, ' ' r 
My Chamber-maid, my Kitchin-maid, my Friend^ *. 
And what fhe fails in, I muft do my felf. 
A Foil to fet my Beauty off, I thank ye, 
You will place the Devil next for a Companion. 

Bar. No more fuch Words, good Wife. 
What would you have, Maid ? 

Moor. Mafter Curate,and the Sexton, and a Stranger,Sir, 
Attend to fpeak with your Worfhip. 

B(tr. A Stranger? [not. 

Ama. You had beft tp be jealous,of the Man you know 

Bar. 'Pray thee, no more of that 

Ama. 'Pray ye, go out to 'em j 

that no Woman deferves the Name of Chaft $ but they who have 
prov'd themfelves fo when try'd ; therefore let me go into the World, 
and win the Name. 1 think, Chaftnefs gives this Idea \ and was 
moft probably the Author' * Wgrd, . Mr. Seward, 

That 
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That will be fafcft for ye, I am wdl here* 

J only love your Peace, and ferve like a Slave for it. 

, Bar. No, no, thou (halt not; 9 tis fbme honeft Client,, 
Rich, and litigious, the Curate has brought to me * 
Prithee, go in, my Duck ; I'll but ipeak to 'en^ 
And return inftantly. 

Jma. I am commanded, 
One Day you will know my Sufferance.-** [Exit* 

Bar. And reward it. 
So, fo, fail bind, faft find ; Come in, my Neighbour* ; 
]My loving Neighbours, pray ye, come in \ y e arc wckxtfne. 

Enter Lopez, Lcandro, and Diego* 

Lop. Bids your good Reverence ! ' 

Bar. Good-day, good Mafter Qirate, 
And Neighbour. TAega % welcome : whafs your Bufktefe? 
And, 'pray ye, be fhort, good Friends, the time fepteCttts * 
Welcome, good Sir, 

• Up. To be (hort then with your Mafterfhip, 
For, I know, yoar feveral Hoard arc ftdt of Bufiaefe, 
We have brought ye this young Man> 0* honeft Parents, 
And of an honeft Face, — 

Bar. It feems fo, Neighbors, 
But to what End ? 

Lop 9 To be your Pari!* Sir * 
Your Servant, ff yoo jrieafe. 

Lean. I have traveled far, Sir* ■ • . * 5 

To feek a worthy Maw. 

Bar. Alas, good Gendeman, 
I am a poor Man, and a private too, 
Unfit to keep a Servant or your Reckoning * 
My Houfe a little Cottage, and fiance *b$* 
To hold my felf,and thofe poor Few'dSa* Kveundcr it j 
Bfefidts, yw muft not blame me; Gentfemeti, 
If 1 were able to receive a Servant, 
To be a little fcrupulotft of his Dealings 
For in thefe Times — 

Lop. Pray let me anfwer that, Sir, 
Here is five hundred Duckets^ to fecure Him* 
He cannot want, Sir j to make good his Credit^ 

Good 


• 
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Good GoH, and Coin. • 

Bar. And that's an honeft Pledge; 
Yet, fure, th*t needs not, for his Face and Carriage, 
Seem to declare an in-bred Honefty, 

Lean. And (for I have a ripe Mind to the Law, Sir f 
(13) In which, I underftand, you Hve aMafter) 
The leaft poor Corner in your Houfe, poor Bed, Sir, 
(Let me not feem intruding to your Worfliip) . 
With fome Books to inftruft me, and your Counfef, 
Shall I reft moft content with: Other Acquaintance 
Than your grave Prefence, and the Grounds of Law, 
I dare not eover^ nor I will not ftek, Sir ; 
For, furely, mine own Nature defires Privacy. 
Next, for your monthly Pains, to fhew my Thanks, 
I do proportion out feme twenty Duckets ; 
As 1 grow ripet\ more : Three hundred now, Sir* 
To (hew my Love to Learning, and my Matter, 
My Diet PJJ defray too, without Trouble. 

£14) Lop. Note but his Mind to learning. 

Bar. 1 do ftrangely, 
Yes, and I IjHe it too. 5 — 

Die. Thanks, to his Money. 
• Wou*d, he would live with me, and learn to dig too. 

Lop. A wondrous fnodeft Man, Sir. 

Bar. $0 it feems,, 

(*}} fywkhb, I underfiand; jjou live a MaJUr\ This Wotd has a 
Se*fe not ufiu^ thp f vcqr eWgap* 1 *n4 is put fer, are * $#*> lor 
fiuo. So, Ho ra<? e: 

Vivet uter tocuples fine ffotis ; i. C. erit\ 

SoP-L^UTva, kl die Prorogue to hi* Amphitryon* 

¥*$&,*> 4ixb% w xiQeret vivere* i . «. tflfc. 

An4 tOf our v^ommrMfi. § p * n s ** ; 

to I Fideffa dwell : /. /. anju W. faffi** 

(14) Note but bis Mind to ^earning. 
Bar. Idoftraugety, yes, and Hike tit too, f banks to bis Mo**?. 
t)fa Would, be would linn with me y and' lea** to dtp too.] Bdh 
the Meafure and Humour are greatly injtar'4 by thjt. <wrupt Resid- 
ing. I doubt not? but. the Original nm t}w*. 
Lop. Note but bis Mind' to Learning. 
Bar. ^ . ■ ■ ■ I do ftrangely % 

Yes, t and % fikf ft too,. 
Hve. -r. — ' ■ ■ .. T hanks to bis;Money;—T-> 

1 Would, be would live with me, &c. Mr, Seward. 

His 
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His dear love to his Study mud be npurifh'd ; 
Neighbour, he's like to prove, ~ — : 

Lop. With your jgpod Counfel, 
And with your Diligence, as you wiU ply him ; 
His Parents, when they know your Owe — - 

Bar. Come hither. 

pie. An honefter young Man, your Worfhip ne'er kept^ 
But he is fo balhful — 

Bar. O I like him better. . . - , \ • 

Say,* I fhould undertake ye, which,, indeed, Sir, 
"Will be no little Straitnels to my Living, 
Confidering my Affairs* and my fpiall.Houfe, Sir, . m _\ \ 
(For I fee fome Promifes, that pullrne, to ye,; ) 
Cou'd you content your (elf, at fir ft thus meanly, : / 
To lie hard,, in an out-part of my Houfe, Sir ? ; * 

For I have not many Lodgings .to allow ye \ 
And Study fhou'd be ffill remote from Company; 
A little Fire fometimes too, to refrefli ye; .. : u 
A Student muft be frugal : Sometimes Lights too£ 
According to your Labour. Lean. Any tiding, Sir^. # 
That's dry, andwholfome: I am no .bred Wanton. 7 

Bar. Then I receive you : But I muft defire ye 
To^ keep within, your Confines. Lean; Eyer>Sirs . 
There is the Gold, and ever be your Servant, 
Take it and give me Books : May I but prove, Sir, 
According to my Wifh, and thefe (hall multiply ! 

Lop. Do, ftudy hard, pray ye take him in, and fettle him^ 
Hc f s only fit for you ; Shew him his Cell, Sir. [yer, 

Z)/V.Take a good Heart ; and when ye are a cunning Law- 
ril fell my Bells, and yQU fhall prove it lawful, [gence. 

Bar ^ Come, Sir,with me : Neighbours, I thank your Dili- 

Lop. Til come fometimes, and crack a Cafe with ye. 
* Bar. Welcome * ■ « [Exit. 

Lopi Here's Money got with Eafe : here, fpendthat jo- 
And pray for the Fool, the Founder. [vially, 

- Die. Many more Fools, 
I heartily pray, may follow his Exanfple I 
Lawyers, or Lubbers, or of what Condition, 
And many fuch fweet Friends in Nova Hijpania ! 

Lop. It will do well ; let 'em but fend their Monies; 
" Come 
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Cdtrte from what Quarter of tlie Worlds 1 ! care not, 
I'll know 'em inftantly ;< nay, I'll be Kin to 'em •, 
I cannot mift a Man, that fends mie Money : * 
Let hkn la# thdre, - forig as his Ducketf iaflr, Boy, 
I'll grace hrm, and pre|er : hifti. ] " • - 

Die. MI turn Trade, Maftely * 
And now live by the Living* let the Dead (link, 
*Tis a poor ffinkingThide. 

Log. If the young Fool -now r 

Should chance to chop upon his fair Wife, Diego?. . 

Die. And handle' her Cafe, Mafter, that's a Law^point ;. 
A Point would make him ftart, and put on his Spectacles j 
A hidden Point, were worth the canvaffing. - 

Lop. Now, furely, furely, I lhou'd love him, Diego 9 
And love him heartily : Nay, I lhou'd love my fclf, 
Or any thing that had. but that good Fortune, 
For to «iay the Truth, the Lawyer is a Dog-bolt, 
An arrant Worm : And though I call him Worihlpful, ; 
1 wifli him a canoniz'd Cuckold, Diego y 
Now, if my Youth do but dub him — . 

Die. He is too demure, Sir. 

Lop. If he do fting her home. 

Die. There's no luch. Matter, 
The Woman was not born to fo much Bfcflednefs, 
He has no Heat : Study confumes his Oil, Mafter. 

Lop. Leave it to the WiU of Fate, and prefently 
Over a Cup of lufty Sack, let's prbphefy . 
I am like a Man that dream'd he was an Emperor,' 
Come, DiegOy hope 5 and, whilff he lafts, we'll lay it on.] 

[Exeunt. 

S* GENE III. . 

Enter Jamie, Milanes*, and Axfcmo. 

* 

(15) Jam. Milanes > did you fee this Wonder? 
m Mil. Yes, yes. Jam. 

yam. Angelo, Milanes, did you fee this Wonder t 
Mil. Yv 1 yes. Jam. And you, Arfenio I 
Arf. Yes, be is gone, Sit, 

Strangely difguis % d, be'sfet upon bis Voyage. 

Love guide his Thoughts! &c] Angelo makes his Appearance 

•- in 
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Jam. And yoq» Arjmot Jrf, Yea, he is gone. Sir, 
Strangely difguis'd, Ik's fa upon his Voyage. [Fellow, 

7<ww. Love guide his Thoughts ! He's a brave boacft 
Sit clofe, Don Lawyer, O that arrant Knave now, 
How he will (link, will fmqok again, will burft ! 
He's the moft arrant Beaft. 

Ml. He may be more Beaft. 

Jam. Let him bear fix, and fix, that all may blaze him % 
The Villany he has fowed into my Brother, 
And, from his State, the Revenue he has reach'd at ! 
Pay him, my good LianJro, take my Prayers* [Heifer f 

Arf. And all our Wilhes plough with his fine whit* 

Jam. Mark him, my dear Friend, for a famous Cuckold, 
Lee it out* live his Books, his Pains, and hear me, 
The more he fteks to Another it with Juftice, 

Enter a Servant. 

Let it blaze out the more : What News, Andrea ? 

Andr. News I am loth to tell ye ; but I am charged. Sir } 
Your Brother lays a ftrift Command upon ye, 
No more to know his Houfc, upon your Danger 5 
I am forry, Sir. 

Jam. Faith, never be; I am glad on't j 
He keeps the Houfc of Pride, and Foolery : 
I mean to flaun it j (o return my Anfwtr \ 

in the firft Scene of the firft Ad, bat he fpeaks bat four Lines there i 
and nothing but what Arfeuio might fall as well have &id : And he 
has nothing Jto do here, but to ipoH the Verfe. As he is quite an 
attftfeceflary Pcrfon in tfce Play » I fency^ he has intruded into k by 
fiune Error of the Players. However, it is *necefiary to ftrike him 
out from this Pafiage. The latter Part of Arfeufti Speech ought, I 
believe, to be given to Jamie i it is perfectly 1a his Character. I 
would read therefore ; 

Jam. Milanes, Hip* fit etis Winder? Mil. Tire, yes. 

Jam. And you, Arfenio } Arf. Yes, he is gout. Sir, 
Strange}} difruis % d% He's fat ufou bis Voyage. 

Ia». Love guide bis Thoughts! &c. Mt.StWtret. 

I will only add to Mr. Seward's Obfervation, that as Angeh is 
no where elfe (poke of, or to, throughout the whole Play 3 as he is 
no manner of a Chara&or, nor any ways conducive to carrying ron 
the Plot ; no ways affiftant in* making Diego** Will, nor comnre- 
hended in Bartolu/% Refartmcnt, I have ventured to expunge fim 
quite oat of the Drama. 

Twill 
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•Twill fhortly foew him out * Come, let's be merry, 
And lay our Heads together carefully, 
How we may help our Friend ; and let's lodge near him, 
Be ftill at hand : I wou'd not for my Patrimony, 
* But he fhou'd crown his Lawyer, a learn'd Monftcr ; 
Come, let's away, I am ftark mad 'till I fee him. [Exe. 

SC£NE IV. 

Enter Bartolus, oo/Amaranta, 

Ama. Why will ye bring Men in, and yet be jealous? 
Whv will ye lodge a young Man, a Man able, 
And yet repine ? 

Bar. He fhall not trouble thee, Sweet, 
A modeft poor (light Thing \ did I not tell thee 
He was only giv^n to his Book, and for that 
How royally he pays ? finds his own Meat too ? 

Ama. I will not have him here : I know your Couries, 
And what Fits you will fall into of Madnefe. 

Bar. Faith, I will not, Wife. 

Ama. I will not try ye. 

Bar. He comes not near thee : Shall not dart to tread 
Within thy Lodgings : In an old Out-Room, 
Where Logs and Goals were laid »■■ 

Ama. Now ye lay Kre \ 
Fire to coniume your Quiet 

Bar. Did ft thou know him 
Thou wou'dft think as I do : He difquiet thee? [him. 
Thou ma/ft wear him next thy Heart, and yet not warm 
His Mind, poqr Man, *s o>th' Law, how to live after, 
And not on Lewdnefs : On my Confidence, 
He knows not how to look upon a Woman* 
More* than by reading of what Sex fhe is. 

Ama. I do not like it, Sir. 

Bar. Doft thou not fee, Fool, 
What Pnefents he fends hourly in his Gratefulnefi ? 
What delicate Meats ? 

Ama. You had beft truft him at your Table, 
Do, and repent it, do. 

Baf. 
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Bar. If thou bq*ft willing, 
By my troth, I think he might come, he's fo modeft j 
He never fpeaks : There's part of that he gave me, 
He'll eat but half a dozen Bits, and rife immediately, 
Ev'nas he eats, he ftudies : He'll not dtfquiet thee, 
Do as thou pleafeft, Wife. 

Ama. What means this Wood-cock ? [Knock within. 

Bar. Retire, Sweet, there's one knocks : Come in, your 
Bufinefe. 

Enter Servant. 

Ser. My Lord, Don Henrique, would entreat ye, Sir, 
To come immediately, and fpeak 4 with him ; 
He has. Bufinefs of fomc Moment. 

Bar. 1*11 attend him, 
I mull be gone : 1 prithee, think the beft, Wife ; 
At my Return, I'll tell thee more, good morrow- 
Sir, keep ye clofe, and ftudy hard: An Hour hence 
I'll, read a new* Cafe to ye* Exit. [Lean, within. 

Lean. I'll be ready. 

Ama. So many hundred Duckets, to lie.fcurvily, 
And learn the pelting Law ? This founds but flenderiy* 
But very poorly : I would fee this Fellow, 
Very fain fee him, how he looks: I will find 
To what End, and what Study : There's the Place ; 
I'll go o'th' other Side, and take my Fortune. 
I think, there is a Window. [Exit. 

Enter Leandro. 

* 

Lean. He's gone out 
Now, if I cou'd but fee her : She is' not this Way : 
How naftily he keeps his Houfe ? My Chamber, 
If I continue long, will choak me up, . 
It is fo damp : I fhall be mortified 
For any Woman, if I ftay a Month here : 
I'll in, and ftrike my Lute * that Sound may call her. [Ex. 

Enter Amaranta. 

Ama. He keeps very clofe : Lord, how I long to fee him ! 
A Lute ltrook handfomely, a Voice too i 1*11 hear that : . 

LUTE 
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L tJ T E and $ O N G. 

• 'i. '■ 

Veareft, do not you delay me, • • 

Since, thou know'ft, I muft he gone - 9 
Wind and Tide, 'tis thought, doth ft ay me, 

But 'tis Wind that muft be blown - - r 

From that Breath, whpfe native Smell 

Indian Odours doth jexcelL 

• * 

^ II. • ...... 

then Jpeak^ thou fair eft Hair, 

Kill not him that vows to ferve thee ; 
But perfume this neighbouring Air, * 

Elfe dull Silence, fur e, willftarve m^: 
%c fts.Q Word that's .quiekly Jpoken, ■ 
Which being reftrain'd, a Heart is broken. 


» > V 


Thefe Verfes arc no Law, they found too fweetly, 
Now lam more defirpus. ..;:,.-. . [Lctodjo peeping. 

Lean. 'Tisfhe,. certain. ' '•' * 

Ama. What's that, that peeps? 

Lean. O admirable Face! 

Ama. Sure, 'tis the Maiv ' ' ... 

Leaf. I will go out a little., 

Ama. He looks not like a Fool, his Face is noble ; 
How ftill he ftands ! \; 

Lean. Iam-ftrucken cjumb with Wonder;* ' ' 
Sure, all the Excellence of Earth dwells he^e. . ([Torches, 

Ama. How p^le he looks! yet, how his Eyes, like 
Fling their Beams round ! How manly his Face ihews ! 
He comes on : Surely, he will {peak : he is made mod hand- 
This is no Clerk Behaviour ; now I have feen ye, [fomly : 
1*11 take my Time : Husband, ye have brought home 
Tinder. . , [Exit. She drops her Glove. 

Lean. Sure, ih'as transformed me, 
I had forgot my Tongue clean, 
I never law a Face yet, but this rare one, 
But I *ps able boldly to encounter it, 

Vol. II. P And 
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And fpeak my Mind; my Lips were locked up here. 

This is Divine, and only fervM with Reverence, 

O moft fair Cover of a Hand far fairer, 

Thou bleffed Innocence, that guards that Whitenefi, 

Live next my Heart ! I am glad, I have got a Relick; 

A Relick, when I pray to it, may work Wonders. 

& Noife within. 
^ muft retire again. 



enjoy. Now foftly to my Kennel.- [Exit. 


MW* 


ACTni. SCENEL 

Enter Henrique, and Birtolvis. 

Hen. \7 OU know my Caufe fufficiendy ? 
* Bat. Ida, Sin 

Mm. And though it will impair my HoMfty, 
And ftrike deep at my Credit, yet, my BarMus* 
There being no other Evafion left to free me 
From the Vexation of my fpitefol Brother* 
That moft infulringhr reigns over me, 
I muft and will go forward. 

Bar. Do, my Lord, 
And look not after Credit, we fhall cure thai; 
Your bended Honefty we fhall fet right, Sir ; 
We Surgeons of the Law do defperate Cures, Sir, 
And yoHhall fee how heartily Pit handle it: 
Mark, how I'll knock it home : Be of good Chear, Sir, ' 
You give good Fees, and thole beget good Cades, 
iFhe Prerogative of your Crowns will carry the Matter, 
Carry it fheer ; the Af&ftant fits to Morrow, 
And he's your Friend ; your monied Men love naturally 9 
And as your Loves are dear, fo are your Gaufes. 

Hen. He fhall not want for that. 

Bar K No, no, he muft not ; 

Line your Caufe warmly, Sir, (the Times are aguifli,) 

^That 
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That holds a Plea in Heart ; hang the Penurious, 
Their Caufes, like their Purfes, nave poor Ifiiies, 

Hen. That Way, 1 was ever bountiful. 

Bar. 'Tis true. Sir, (to ye* 

(16) That makes ye fear*d, forces the Snakes to kneel 
Live full of Money, and fupply the Lawyer, 
And take your Choice of what Man's Lands you pleafe 9 Sir, 
What Pleafures, or what Profits, what Revenges, 
They are all your own. I muft have Witnefles 
Enough, and ready. 

Hen. ,T5ou ihall not want, my Bartolus. 

Bar. Substantial fearlefs Souls, that will fwear fuddcnly, 
That will fwear any thing. 

Hen. They fhall (wear Truth too, 

Bar. Thats no great Matter : For Variety, 
They may fwear Truth ; elfe 'tis not much look'd after 1 
I will ferve Procefs, prefendy, and ftrongly, 
Upon your Brother, and Offavio^ 
JatitabOj and the Boy ; provide your Proofs, Sir, 
And fet 'em fairly ofi^ be fure of Witnefies * 
Though they coft Money, want no Store of Witnefles } 
I have feen a handfome Caufe Co foully Loft, Sir, 
So beaftly caft away for Want of Witnefles- ■ ■ ■ 

Hen. There (hall want nothing. 

Bar. Then be gone, be provident, 
Send to the Judge a fecret Way : You have me,-** 
And let him underftand the Heart. 

Hen. I fhall, Sir. 

Bar. And feel the Pulfcs ftrongly beat % Pll ftudy* 

( X 6) ^forces the Snakes to kneel to you.] Snakes fccmi 

evidently a corrupted Reading. For if by Snakes we might under- 
ifcand the Petty foggers of the Law, or Don Henrique's Enemies, or 
any other Set of Men, yet oar Authors would hardly ufe fo ill* 
jointed a Metaphor as that of Snakes kneeling. The Words, that 
ieem moft like it, are Rakes, Jacks, and Knaves » the latter bids 
faireft to have been the Original. Mr. Seward. 

I hare not difturb'd the Text, becaufe our Authors, perhaps, by* 
a bold Metaphor mav mean poor fervile Wretches that Creep like 
Snakes : And when the Snake ere&s its Creft a little, and trails its 
hinder Parts on the Ground, it in fome Sort refcmbks the PoAure of 

Pa .And 
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And at my Hour, but mark me, go, be happy, 
Go and believe i'th* Law/ 
Hen. I hope, 'twill help me. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Lopez, Diego, four Parifhiofitr$ % and Singers. 

Lop. Ne'er tatfc to me, I will not ftay amongft ye, 
Debauch'd and ignorant; lazy Knaves I found ye, 
And. Fools I leave ye. I have taught thefc twenty Years, 
'Preach'd Spoon-meat to ye, that a Child might fwallow, 
Yet ye are Blockheads ftill : What (hou'd 1 fay to ye ? 
Ye have neither Faith, nor Money, left to fave ye ; 
Am I a fit Companion for fuch Beggars ? (Sir— 

i Par. If the Shepherd will fufFer the Sheep to be fcab'd, 

Lop. No, no, ye are rotten. 

Die. 'Wou'd, they were, for my fake! • 

Lop. I have'nointed ye, and tarr'd ye with my Do&rine, 
And yet the Murren flicks to ye, yet ye are mangy 5 
I will avoid ye, N 

2 Par: Pray ye, Sir, be not angry, 

In the Pride of your new Caflbck j do not part with us, 

We do acknowledge ye are a careful Curate, 

And one that fcldom troubles us with Sermons ; 

A fhort Slice of a Reading ferves us, Sir, 

We do acknowledge ye a quiet Teacher 5 

Before you'll vex your Audience, you'll flee£ with 'cm, 

And that's a loving Thing. 

3 Par. We grant ye, Sir, 

The only Benefaftor to our Bowling, 
To all out* merry Sports the firft Provoker ; 
And, at our Feafts, we know there is no Reafon, 
But you, that edify us moft, fliould eat moft. 

Lop. I will not ftay for all this, ye (hall know me 
A Man born to a more befeeming Fortune 
Than ringing all-in to a Rout ofDunces. [Eggs too, 

4 Par. We will jncreafe your Tithes, you (hall have 
Though they may prove moft dangerous to our Iffues. 

1 Par. I am a Smith * yet thus far out of my Love, 

You 
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- You fhall have the tenth Horfe I prick, to pray for 5 . 
I am fure, I prick five hundred in a Year, Sir. 

2 Par. I am a Cook, a Man of a dry'd Confidence, 
Yet thus far I relent : You fhall have tithe Pottage. [Diego. 

5 Par. Your Stipend lhall be rais'd too, good Neighbour 

Die. Wou'd ye have me fpeak for yef I am more angry, 
Ten times more vex'd, not to be pacified : 
No, there be other Places for poor Sextons, 
Places of Profit, Friends, fine ftirring Places, 
And People that know how to ufe our Offices, 
Know what they were made for : I fpeak for fuch Capons ? 
Ye fhall find the Key o'th* Church under the Door, Neigh- 
Youmay go in, and drive away the Daws. [bours, 

Lop. My Surplils, with one Sleeve, you fhall find there, 
For to that Dearth of linnen you have driven me ; 
And the old Cutwork Cope, that hangs by Geometry : 
'Pray ye, turn 'em carefully, they are very tender j 
The remn&nt of the Books lie where they did, Neighbours, 
Half puft away with the Church-warden's Pipings, 
Such fmoaky Zeals they have againft hard Places. 
The Poor-man's Box is there too : If ya find any thing 
Befide the Pofie, . and that half rub'd out too, 
For fear it fhould awake your too much Charity, 
Give it to pious Ufes, that is, fpend it. 
• Die. The Bell-ropes, they are ftrong enough to hang ye, 
So we bequeath ye to your Deftiny. 

1 Par. 'Pray ye, be not fb hafty. 
Die. 1*11 fpeak a proud Word to ye, 

Would ye have us ftay ? 

2 Par. We do mod heartily pray ye. 

3 Par. Pll draw as mighty Drink, Sir. 
Lop. A ftrong Motive, 

The ftronger ftiD, the more ye come unto me, 

3 Par. And Pll fend for my Daughter. 
Lop. This may ftir too : 

The Maiden is of Age, and muft be edified. 

4 Par. You fhall have any thing. Lofe our learned Vicar ? 
And our mod conftant Friend ; honeft, dear, Diego f 

Die. Yet all this will not do : Pll tell ye* Neighbours, 
And tell ye true : If ye will have us ftay, 

P 3 If 
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If you will have the Comforts of our Companies 
You fhall be bound to do us Right in thefe Points $ 
You fhall be bound, and this is the Obligation, 
(17) Die when 'tis fit, that we may have fit Dues, 
And do not feek to draw out our Undoings, 
Marry try'd Women, that are free, and fruitful ; 
Get Children in abundance, for your Chriftnin<*$, 
Or fuffer to be got, 'tis equal Juftice. 

Lap. Let Weddings, Chriftnings, Churchings, Funerals, 
And merry Goflipings, go round, go round ftill ; 
Round as a Pig, that we may find the Profit. 

Die. And let your old Men fall fick handfemely, 
And die immediately, their Sons may fhoot up : 
JLet Women die oW Sullens too ; 'tis natural : 
But, be fure, their Daughters be of Age firft, 
That they may flock us ftill : your queazy young Wives, 
That perifli undelivered, I am vexM. with, 
And vex'd abundantly ; it much concerns me ; 
There's a Child's Burial loft ; look, that be mended. 

Lop. Let'em be brought to Bed,thendie when they pkafe. 
Thefe Things confidcr'd, Country-men, and fworn to 

z Par. All thefe, and all our Sports again, and Gambob, 

3 Par. We muft die, and we muft live, and we'll be 
Every Man fhall be rich by one another. [merry 5 

2 Par. WeareheretoMorrow,andgonetoDay 5 formy 
If getting Children can befriend my Neighbours, roart 
I'll labour hard but I will fill your Font, Sir. 

1 Par. t have' a Mother now, and an old Father, 
- They arc as fure your own, within thefe two Months— 

4 P». My Sifter muft be prayed for too, fte is defperate, 
Defperate in Love, • 

Die. Keep defperate Men far 'from her, 
Then 'twill go hard : Do you fee how melancholy, 
Do vou mark the Man ? Do you profefs, ye love hini I 
And would do any thing to ftay his Fury ? 
And are ye unprqvided to refrefli him, 

(17) Ditnuben 'tis ft, that wl may have fit Duties 1 JW#r h»r» 
a> not abfolute Nonfen/e ; -but Dues\ ^t^^^S 
Word on the Occaiion, and, therefor*, I y^\£rJ^SS^ 
W * Mr. fympfi*. 

To 
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To make him know your JU>ves ? fy, Neighbours. 

2 Par. We'll do any thing. 
Wc have brought Munck to appeafe his Spirit, 
And the beft Song wft'H give him. 

JDie. 'Ptay ye, ttt down, Sir, 
They know their Duties now, and they (land ready 
To tender their beft Mirth. 

Lop. 'Tiswell, proceed, Neighbours; 
I am glad I have brought ye to underftand good Manners, 
Ye had Puritan Hearts a-while, fpurn'd at all Paftimes, 
But I fee lome Hope now. 

Die. We are fet * proceed, Neighbours, 

SO N G, 
I. 

Let the Bells ring, and let the Boysjing* 

The young Laps skip and play ; 
Let the Gups go round, 'till round goes the Ground*, 

Our Learned old Vicar willjlay. 

H. 

JJt the Pig turn merrily* merrily* ab % 

And let the fat Goojeftvim ; 
For verily* verity, verily* ah* 

Our Vicar this Bay pall be trim. 

III. 

ttejtew'd Cock /hall crow 9 Cocha-loodle-loo* 

A loud Gock-a-Ioodle Jhall be crow ; 
The Duck and the Drake Jhall Jwim in a Lake 

OfOpions and Claret below. 

1Y. 

Our Wives Jhall be neat* to bring in our Meat \ 

<To thee our mofi noble Advijer* 
Our Pains Jhall be great* and Bottles Jhall fweat* 

And we our. fe Ives will be wifer. 

p 4 y.weii 
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V. 

. JVtll labour and fwink, wftt kifs and we'll drink, 

And Tithes fhall come thicker and thicker ; 
We'll fall to our Plow y and get Children enough, 
And thou Jhalt he Learned old Vicar. # 

^ £*/#■• Arfenio and Milanes. 

\ Arf W hat ails this Pricft ? how highly theThing takes it? 

Mil. Lord, how it looks ? has he not bought fome Pre- 
Leandro's Money makes the Rafcal merry, [bend ? 

Merry at Hqart; he fpies us. . 

Lap. Be gone, Neighbours, 
Here are fome Gentlemen : be gone, good Neighbours, 
Be gone, and labour to redeem my Favour ; 
No more Words, but be gone : Thefe two are Gentlemen, 
No Company for crufty-handed Fellows. 

Die. We will ftay for a Year or two, and try ye. 

Lop. Fill all your Hearts will Joy, we will ftay with ye. 
Be gone, no more j I take your Paftimes gracioufly. 

[Exeunt Parifhioners. 
Would ye with me, my Friends? 

Arf. We would Iook upon ye, 
For, methinks, ye look lovely. 

Lop. Ye have no Letters ? 
Nor any kind Remembrances ? 

Mil. Remembrances? 

Lop. From Nova Hifpania^ or fome Part remote, Sir, 
You look like travel'd Men : May be, fome old Friends, 
That happily I have forgot ; fome Signiors 
In China or Catqya 5 fome Companions - 

Die. In the Mogul's Court, or elfewhere. 

Arf They are mad, fure. 

Jj>p. Ye came not from Peru ? Do they look, Diego 9 
As if they had fome Myftery about *em ? 
Another Don Alonzo now ? 

Die. Ay, marry, 

And fo much Money, Sir, from one you know not ; 
Let it be who it will. • 

. Lop. They have gracious Favours, 

Would 
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Would ye be private ? 

MSI. There's no Need on't, Sir. 
We come to bring ye a Remembrance from a Merchant. 

Lap. *Tis very well ; "'tis like, I know him. 

Arf. No, Sir, 
I do not think, ye do. 

Lop. A new Miftake, Diego, 
Let's carry it decently, 

Arf. We come to tell ye, 
You have receiv'd great Sums from a young Fa&or • 
They call Leandro, that has rob'd his Matter, 
Rob'd him, and run away. 

Die. Let's keep clofe, Mafter ; 
This News comes from a cold Country. 

Lop. By my Faith, it freezes. [Curate ? 

Mil. Is not this true? do you fhrink now, good- man 
Do I not touch ye ? 

Lop. We have a hundred Duckets 
Yet left, we do befcech ye, Sir — -— 

Mil. You'll hang Both, 

Lop. One may fuffice. 

Die. I will not hang alone, Mafter, 
I had the leaft Part, you fhall hang the higheft, 
A Plague o' this Tiveria y and the Letter ! 
The Devil lent it poft, to pepper us, 
From Nova Hifpania ; we fhall hang at home now. 

Arf I fee, ye are Penitent, and I have Companion : 
Ye are fccure Both j do but what we charge ye, 
Ye fhall have mdre Gold too, and he fhall give it, 
Yet ne'er indanger ye. 

Up. Command us, Mafter, 
Command us prefently, and fee how nimbly—— 
.Die. And it we do not handfomely endeavour—* 

Arf Go home, and 'till ye hear more, keep you private, 
*Till we appear again, no Words, good Vicar, 
There's fbmething -added. 

Mil. For You too. 

Lop. We are ready, 

Mil. Go and expert us hourly : I fye falter, 

Though ye had twenty Lives — — 

Die. 
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Die. We are fit to Jofe *em. 

Lop. 'Tis moft expedient, that we Ihould hang Both. 

Die. If we be hang'd, we cannot blame our Fortune* 

Mil. Farewel, and be your own Friends. 

Lop. We cxpeft ye [Exeum. 

• 4 

SCENE III. A Bar; A TabU-Book % too* 
Chairs i Paper, and a Standijh Jet out. 

« 

Enter Oftavio, Jacintha, and Afcanio. 

Oil. We cited to the Court! 

Joe. It is my Wonder.? 

Oil. But not our Fear, Jacintha : wealthy Men* 
That have Eftates to lofe, whole confcious Thoughts. 
Are foil of inward Guilt, may fliake with Horror 
To have their Adfcions lifted, or appear 
Before the Judge. But we, that know our felves 
As inhocent, as poor ; that have no Fleece 
On which the Talons of the griping Law 
Can take fure hold ; may fmile with Scorn on all 
That can be urgM againft us. 

Jac. I am confident, 
There is po Man lb covetous, that defires 
To ravilh our Wants from us 5 and lefe Hope 
There can be fo much Juftice left on Earth, 
Though fued, and call'd upon, toealeusof 
The Burthen of our Wrongs. 

OH. What thinks Afcanio f 
Shou'd we be call'd in Queftion, or accus'd 
Unjuftly, what would you do to redeem us * 
From tyrannous Opprelfion ? 

Afc. I cou'd pray 
To him that ever has an open Ear 
To hear the Innocent, and right their Wrongs 5 
Nay, by my Troth, I think, I cou'd out-plead 
An Advocate, and fweat as much as he 
Do's for a double Fee, e'er you Ihould fuffer 
In an honeft Caufe, 

Enter 
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Enter Jamie and Baitolus. 

OS. Happy Simplicity ! 
Joe. My deareft and my belt one ; Don Jamie! 
Oft % And the Advocate, that caused us to be fummon'd. 
Jfc. My Lord is mov'd. I fee it in his Looks, 
And that Man, in die Gown, in my Opinion 

(18) Looks like a progging Knave. 
Jac. Peace, give them Leave. 
Jam. Serve me with Procefi ? 
Bar. My Lord, you are not lawlds. 
Jam. Nor thou honeft $ 

One, that not long fince was the buckram Scribe, 

(19) That would run on Mens Errands for an Afperj 
And from fuch Bafenefs, having raia'd a Stock 

Td bribe the covetous Judge, call'd to the Bar. 

So poor in Pradrice too, that you wouM plead 

A needy Client's Caufe, for a ftarv'd Hen, 

OrhalfaUttleLoinofVeal, though fly-blown * 

And thefe, the greateft Fees you coufd strive at 

For juft Proceedings 5 but fince you turn'd Rafcal — 

Bar. Good Words, my Lord. 

Jam. And grew my Brother's Bawd, 
In all his vicious Courfes, foothing him 
In his difhoneft Pradtices, you are grown 
The rich and eminent Knave 5 in the Devil's Name, 
What am I cited for r • . 

Bar. You fhall know anon, 
And then too late repent this bitter Language, 
Or HI mifs of my Ends. 

Jam. Were't not in C<iurt, 
I would beat that Fat of thine, rais'd by the Food 
Snatch'd from poor Clients' Mouths, into a Jelly : 
I would, my Man of Law, but I am patient, 

(18) Looks like a proguing Knave.] I never knew, nor am ac- 
quainted with this Word : It muft certainly be, pmHmw ; i. e. an 
hungry, fcrapmg, hoarding- up Rafcal. Prog is a cant Word for 
"raft/ions. 

„ W .-T7"«* M"" grands fir an Afper.] An AAer if a Tuikifli 
Cow, in Value about three Farthings. 

An4 
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And would obey the Judge. 

Bar. *Tis your beft Courfc : 
•Would, every Enemy I have wou'd beat me, 
I would \tfifh no better A&ion. 

OS. 'Save your Lordfhip. 

Afc My humble Service. 

Jam. My good Boy, how doft thou ? 
Why arc thou call'd into the Court i 

Enter JJJiftant, Henrique, Officer, and JPitneflcs. 

Afc. I know not, 
But 'tis my Lord the Afliftant's Pleafure 
I fhou'd attend here. \ 

Jam. He will foon reiolve us. 

Offi. Make way there for the Judge. 

Jam. How ? my kind Brother ? 
Nay, then, 'tis rank : There is fome Villany towards. 

Jjjifi. This Seflions purchas'd at your Suit, Don He*- 
Hach brought us hither, to hear and determine [rifue, 
Of what you c^n*prefer. 

Hen. I do befeech 
The honourable Court, I may he heard 
In my Advocate. 

•^p.'Tis granted. 

Bar. Humn, humh ! « 

Jam. That Preface, 
If left out jn a Lawyer, fpoils the Caufe, 
Though ne'er (b good, and honeft. 

Bar. If I flood here, 
To plead in the Defence of an ill Man, 
Mod equal Judge, or to accufe the Innocent, 
(To both which I profefi my felf a Stranger,) 
It wou'd be requifite I fhou'd deck my Language 
With Tropes and Figures, and all Flouriihes 
That grace a Rhetorician ; 'tis confefs'd, 
Adulterate Metals need the Gold-fmith's Art, 
To fet 'cm off; what in it felf is perfeft 
Contemns a borrowed Glofs : This Lord, my Client, 
Whole honeft Caufe, when 'tis related truly, 
Will challenge Juftice, finding in his Confcicnce 
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A tender Scruple of a Fault long fince 
By him committed, thinks it not fufficient 
To be abfolv'd oft by his Confeflbr, , 
If that in open Court he publilh not 
What was fo long concealed. 

Jam. To what tencls this ? 

Bar. In his young years (it is no Miracle, [thcr) 

(20) That Youth, acid Heat of Blood, fhould mix togc- 
He look'd upon this Woman, on whofe F^ce 
The Ruins yet remain of excellent Form, 
He look'd on her, and lov'd her. 

Jac. You good Angels, 
What an Impudence is this ? 

Bar. And us'd all means 
Of Service, Courtftrip, Prefents, that might win her 
To be at his Devotion I But in vain ; 
' Her maiden Fort; impregnable, held out, 
Until he promised Marriay ; and before 
Thefe Witnefies a folemn Contract pafs'd 
To take her as his Wife. 

Jjfift. Give them their Oath. 

Jam. They are incompetent Witnefles, his own Crea- 
And will fwear any thing for half a Ryal. [cures, 

Offi. Silence. 

4/Jjft. Proceed. 

Bar. Upon this (bong Afiurance - 
He did enjoy his Wilhes to the full ; 
Which fatisfied, and then with Eyes of Judgment, 
Hood-wink'd with Luft before, confidering duly 
The Inequality of the Match, he being 
Nobly defcenaed, and allied, but (he 
Without a Name, or Family, fecretly 
He purchased a Divorce, to difanull 
His former Contract, marrying openly 

(20) ■ *■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ (it if no Miracle, 

That Touth y and Head of Blood, Jbould mix together) ] Head 
of Blood is certainly far from being an" intelligible Expreflion. A 
Man is often head-ftrong in his youthful Paffions, and then his Blood 
ia hot and violent. I have reftor'd Heat from the Authority of the 
two oldeft Folio's in 1647 and 1679 : And fo Mr. Seward fagaciouily 
conje&ured that the Reading ftiould be-. 

The 
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The Lady Violante. 

Joe. As you fie here 
The Deputy of the grot Kiog t who is 
The Subftitute of that impartial Judge, 
With whom, or Wealth, or Titles prevail Nothing, 
Grant to a much-wrong'd Widow, or a Wife, 
Your Patience, with Liberty to fpeak 
In her own Caufe * and let me, Face to Face 
To this bad Man, deliver what he is: 
And if my Wrongs, with his Ingratitude balanced, 
Move not Compaffion, let me die unpkicd. 
His* Tears, his Oaths, his Perjuries, I jpafs o'er ; 
To think of them, is a Difeafe ; bat Death, 
Should I repeat them. I dare not deny, 
(For Innocence cannot juftify what's Me,) 
But all the Advocate hath alkdg'd concerning 
His Falfhood, and my Shame, in my Content, 
To be mod true. But now. Irfurn to thee, 
To thee, Don Hemruptt, and i* impious Ads 
Have left thee Blood enough to make a Blufh, 
I'll paint it on thy Cheeks. Wat not the Wrong 
Sufficient to defeat me of mine Honour, 
To leave me full of Sorrow, as of Wm% 
(2 1) The Witnefi of thy Luft left in my ^fornb, 
To teftify thy Falfhood, and my Shame ? 
But now fo many Years I had conceaPd 
Thy molt inhuman; Wicked nc&, and won 
This Gentleman to hide it from the World, 
To father what was thine (for yet by Hew'n, 
Though in the City he pris'd tor my Husband, 
He never knew me as ms Wife.) 

4ffjft. 'Tisftrange: 
Give him an Oath. 

Oa. I gladly fwear/and truly. 

(21) Tie Whmfi rf my L*A fy* in my Womb^ We maft mad, 
thy. As Jacintba was a ipodeft Woman, and had been conflated 
In Marriage to Henrique, who afterward* forfook her ; and as file it 
here complaining of his Wickednefs, the prefent Reading is evidently 
corrupt. She {peaks of bis Loft, and not her own. Sir* 8rw*ri. 

Thy is confirmed by the Authority of the two oldcft f§ttf%. 

Joe. 
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jac. After all this, I fay, when I had borne 
Thefe Wrongs with Saintlike Patience, ftw another 
Freely enjoy, what was in Juftkre mine, 
Yet (till fi> tender of thy Reft and Quiet, 
I never wou'd divulge it, to difturb 
Thy Peace at homer* yet thou moft barbarous, 
To be fo carelefi of me, and my Fame, 
(For all Refpeft of thine in the firft Step 
To thy bafe Luft, was loft,) in open Court 
To publiih my Difgrace ; and on Record, 
To write me up an eafy-yielding Wanton ; 
I think, can find no Precedent : in my Extreams, 
One* comfort yet i$ left, that though the Law 
Divorce me from thy Bed, and made free Way 
To the unjuft Embraces of another, 
It cannot yet deny that this my Son, 
(Look up, jffcanio, iince it is come out) 
Is thy legitimate Heir. 

Jam. Confederacy"! 
A Trick, tny Lard, to cheat me ; e'er you give 
Your Sentence, grant me Hearing. 

40$. New Chimera's ? 

Jam. I am, my Lord, fince he is without Iffue, 
Or Hope of any, hi* undoubted Heir ; 
And- this forg'd by the Advocate, to defeat me 
Of what the Laws of Spain confer upon me 5 
A meer Impofture, and Conlpiracy 
Againft my future Fortunes 

jffl$. You are too bold. 
Speak to the Caufe, Don Henrique. 

Hen. I confefi, 
Though the Acknowledgment muft wound my Honour, 
That all the Court hath heard touching this Caufe, 
Or with me, or againft me, is moft true ; 
The latter part my Brother urg'd, excepted. 
For what I now do, is not out of Spleen, 
As he pretends, but from Remorfe of Confcience, 
And to repair the Wrong that I have done 
To this poor Woman : And I befeech your Lordfhip 
To think, I have not fo far loft my Reafon, 

To 
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To bring into my Family, to fucceed me, 
(22) The ftran^cr Iflue of another's Bed ; 
By Proof, this is my Son, I challenge him, 
Accept him, and acknowledge him, and defire, 
By a definitive Sentence of the Court, 
He may be fo recorded ; and full Pow'r 
To me, to take him Home. 

Jac. A fecond Rape 
To the poor Remnant of Content that's left me, 
If this be granted : And all my former Wrongs 
Were but Beginnings to my Miferies, 
But this the Height of all : Rather than part 
With my Afcamo^ I*J11 deny my Oath, 
Profcfs my felf a Strumpet, and endure 
What Punifliment foe'er the Court decrees 
Againft a Wretch that hath forfworn herfelf, 
Or plaid thfc impudent Whore. 

Affft. This taftes of Pafllon, 
And 'that muft not divert the Courfe of Juftice ; . 
Don Henrique 1 take your Son, with this Condition, 
You give him Maintenance, as becomes his Birch ; 
And 'twill ftand with your Honour to do fomething 
For this wrqngM Woman : I will compel nothing, 
But leave it to your Will. Break up the Court : 
It is in vain to move me * my Doom's pafs'd, 
And cannot be revok'd. — [Exit. 

ifen. There's your Reward. 

Bar. More Caufcs, and fuch Fees. Now to my Wife, 
I have too long been abfent. Health to your Lordfhip. 

[Exit. 

Afc. You all look ftrangely, and, I fear, believe 
This .unexpected Fortune makes me proud s 
Indeed, it do's not : I fliall ever pay you 
*The Duty of a Son, and honour you 
Next to my Father : Good my Lord, for yet 

(22) The Granger — — IJjfue of another's Bed; ] It is very fre- 
quent both with Shakespeare and oar Poets to ufe the Sab- 
ftantive Stranger adjeftively, prefix'd to another Subftantive : In the 
Acceptation of, foreign. In Confirmation of which, it would be 
needlefs to amafs Inftancej, 
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I dare not call you Uncle, be not fad ; 
I never (hall forget thofe noble Favours 
You did me being a Stranger, and if ever 
I live to be the Matter of a Fortune, 
You ihall command it. 

Jam. Since it was determine 
I fhou'd be cozen'd, I am glad the Profit 
Shall fall on thee ; I am too tough to melt, 
But fomething I will do. 

Hen. 'Pray you, take Leave 
O'your Steward, gentle Brother, the good Husband 
That takes up all for you. 

Jam. Very well, mock on, 
It is your Turn : I may have mine*- [Exit, 

OS. But do not 
Forget us, dear Afcanio. 

Afc. Do not fear it, 
I e^Vy day will fee you : Ev'ry hour 
Remember you in my Pray'rs., 

OS. My Grief's too great 
To be exprefiftl in Words -— {Exit. 

Hen. Take that and leave us, {Gives Mony to Jacintha. 
Leave us without Reply ; nay, come back, Sirrah j 
And ftudy to forget fuch things as thefe 
As are not worth the Knowledge. [Afc, offers to follow. 

Afc. O good Sir, 
Thefe are bad Principles ~ . 

Hen. Such as you muft le^rn 
Now you are mine, for Wealth and Poverty 
Can hold no Friendfhip: And what is my Will 
You muft obferve and do, though good or ill. [Exeunt. 

S C E N E IV. 

Enter Bartolus. rw f 

[Wonders, 

Bar. Where is my Wife? 'Fore Heav'n, I have done 
X>one mighty things'to day ; My Amaranta^r^ 
My Heart rejoices at my wealthy Gleanings, 
A rich litigious Lord I love to follow, 

Vol. II. CL A 
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A Lord that builds his Happinds bn Brawling*, 

'tis a blefled Thing to have rich Clients. 

Why, Wife, I fey, — how fares my ftudious Pupil ? 
Hard at jt ftill ? Ye are too violent, 
All things muft have their Refts, they will not laft elfe ; 
Come out and breathe. [Leandro within* 

Lean. I do befeech you, pardon me * 

1 am deeply in a fweet Point, Sin 

Bar. I'll inftruft ye : 

Enter Amaraiyta. 

I fay, take Breath ; feek Health firft, then your Study. 

fny fweet Soul, I Have brought thee golden Birds home, 
Birds in abundance : I have done ftrange Wonders : 
There's more a hatching too. 

(23) Ama. Have ye done Good, Husband? 
Then 'tis a good Day fpent. 
Bar. Good enough, Chicken. 

1 have fpread the Nets o*th* Law, to catch rich Booties, 
And they come fluttering in. How do's my Pupil ? 
My modeft Thing, haft thou yet fpoken to him ? 

Ama. As I pafs'd by his Chamber, I might fee him ; 
But he's fo bookifli. 

Bar. And fo balhful, too; 
Pfaith, he is, before he'll fpeak, he'll ftarve there. 

Ama. I pity him a little. 

Bar: So do I too. 

Ama. And if he pleafe to take the Air o'th* Qardens, 
Or walk i'th' inward Rooms, fo he moleft not— [thee. 

Bar. He (hall not trouble thee, he dare not fpeak to 

Enter Moor, with a Chefs-board* 
Bring out the Chefs-board,— come,let*s have a game, Wife* 

(23) ■*■— -* — — Have you done good Husband J 

Tben V/j a good Day /pent."] The corrupt Pointing of this 
Paflage, thro* all the Editions, has quite debafed it to dark Nonfenfe, 
When Bartohis has bragg*d of the mighty' Wonders he has done. 
Amaranta, who was fufficiently acquainted with the Iniquity of his 
Heart, faiartly replies, Ay 9 but ba<vt you done Good, Husband? 
Without this Regulation* it is void of all Senfe and Meaning. 

rn 
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I'll try your Maftery, you fay you 1 re cunning. 
Ama. As learned as ye are, Sir, I fhall beat ye. 

Enter Leandro. 

Bar. Here he ftealsout, put him not out of Countenance* 
Prethee, look another way, he will be gone clfe. 
Walk and refrefh your fclf, I'll be with you prefently. 

Lean. I'll take the Air a little. [Play at Chefs. 

Bar* 'Twill be healthful. [ Man. 

Ama. Will ye be there ? Then, here, I'll fpare ye that 

Lean. Wbu'd I were fo near too, and a Mate fitting. 

Ama. What think ye, Sir, to this? Have at your Knight 
now. [vice. 

Bar. 'Twas fubtly playM : Your Queen lies at my &r- 
Prethee, look off, he is ready to pop in again ; 
Look off, I fay, doft not fee how he blulhes ? 

Ama. I do not blaft him. « 

Learn But ye do, and burn too * 
What killing Looks fhe deals ? 

Bar. I have you now clofe, 
Now for a Mate. 

Lean. You are a blefled Man that may fo have her. 
Oh, that I might play with her ■■ ■ ■ [Knock within. 

Bar. Who's there ? I come } you cannot fofpeme now, 
Wife. I come, I come. [Knocks* 

Lean. Moft blefled Hand, that calls him. 

Bar. Play quickly, Wife. 

Ama. 'Prayjre, give Leave to think, Sir. 

Enter Moor. 

Moor. An honeft Neighbour that dwells hard by, Sir, 
Would fain fpeik with your Worfhip about Bufinefi. 

Lean. The Devil blow him off. 

Bar. Play. 

Ama. I will ftudy : 
For if you beat me thus, you will ftill laugh at me — [Knock. 

Bar. He knocks again, I cannot ft ay. Leandro, 
*Pray thee come near. 

Lean. I am well, Sir, here. 

Bar. Come hither : 

Qji Be 
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Be not afraid, but come, 

Ama. Here's none will bite, Sir, 
Lean. God forbid, Lady ! 
Ama. 'Pray, come nearer. 

Lean. Yes, forfooth. [here, 

Bar. *Prethee, c obferve thefe Men : juft as they ftand 
And fee this Lady do not alter *em, 
And be not partial, Pupil. 

Lean. No indeed, Sir. [fently, 

Bar. Let her not move a Pawn, I'll come back pre- 
Nay, you fhall know, J am a Conqueror. 
Have an eye, Pupil — [Exit* 

Ama. Can ye play at Chefs, Sir ? 

Lean. A little, Lady. 

Ama. But you cannot tell me 
How to avoid this Mate, and win the Game too ; 
(H'as noble Eyes : ) Ye dare not friend me fa far ? 

Lean. I dare do any thing that's in Man's Pow'r, Lady, 
To be a Friend to fuch a noble Beauty. 

Ama. This is no Lawyers Language : I pray ye tell me, 
Whither may I remove, ye fee I am fet round, 
T'avoid my Husband i 

Lean. I ihall tell ye happily, 
But happily •you will not be inftrufted. 

Ama. Yes and Pll thank ye too, lhall I move this Man ? 

Lean. Thofe are unfeemly : Move one that can ferve ye, 
Can honour ye, can love ye, 

Ama. 'Pray ye tell quickly, 
He will return, and then ■ ■■ ■ 

Lean. Pll tell ye inftantly, 
Move me, and Pll move any way to ferve ye, 
Move your Heart this way, Lady. 

Ama. How? 

Lean. 'Pray ye, hear me. 
Behold the Sport of Love, when he's imperious, 
Behold the flave of Love* 

Ama. Move my Queen this way ? 
(Sure, he's fome worthy Man" :) Then if he hedge me,. 
Or here to open him — . 

Lean. Do but behold me, 

If 
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If there fate Pity in you, do but view me ; 
But view the Mifery I have undertaken 
For you, the Poverty. 

Ama. He will come prefently. 
Now play your beft, Sir, though I lofe this Rook here, 
Yet I get Liberty. 

Lean. FJ1 feize your fair Hand, 
And warm it with a hundred, hundred Kifles. 
The God of Love warm your Defires but equal, 
That fhall play my Game now. 

Ama. What do you mean, Sir ? 
Why do you flop me ? 

Lean. That ye may intend me. 
The Time has bleft us Both : Love bids us ufe it. 
I am a Gentleman nobly defcended, 
Young to invite your Love, rich to maintain it. 
I bring a whole . Heart to ye, thus I give it, 
And "to thofe burning Altars thus I offer, 
And thus, divine Lips, where perpetual Spring grows— 

Ama. Take that, ye are too faucy. 

Lean. How, proud Lady ? 
Strike my Deferts ? 

Ama. I was to blame. 

• w 

Enter Bartolus.J 

Bar. What, Wife, there ? 
Heav'n keep my Houfc from Thieves. 

Lean. I aip wretched : 
Open'd, difcover'd, loft to all my Wiflies. 
I fhall be hooted at. 

Bar. What Noife was this, Wife ? 
Why doft thou fmile ? . 

Lean. This proud Thing will betray me. 

Bar. Why thefe lie here ? What angry, Dear ? 

Ama. No, Sir, 
Only a Chance, your Pupil faid he plaid well, 
And fo, indeed, he do's : He undertook for ye/ 
Becaufe I would not fit fo long time idle ; 
I made my Liberty, avoided your Mate, 
And he again as cunningly endangered me, 

Q^ 3 Indeed, 
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Indeed, he put mc ftrangely to 9 t. When prefently 
Hearing you come, and having broke his Ambufh tpo* 
Having the fecond time brought off my Queen fair, 
I rofe o'th' fudden fmilingly to fhew ye ; 
My Apron caught the Chefs-board, aod the Men, 
* And there the Noife was. 

Bar. Thou art gfown a Matter, 
For all this I fhall beat ye. 

Lean. Or I you, Lawyer ; 
For now I love her more ; 'twas a neat Anfwer, 
And by it hangs a mighty Hope, I thank her ; 
She gave my Pate a found Knock, that it rings yet, 
But you fhall have a founder if I live, Lawyer ; 
My Heart akes yet, I would not be in that fear— 

Bar. I am glad ye are a Gamefter, Sir, fometimes 
For Recreation we two (hall fight hard at it. 

Ama. He will prove too hard for me. 

Lean. I hope, he fhall do, [good Lady. 

But your Chefs-board is too hard for my Head ; line that, 

Bar. I have been attoning two moft wrangling Neigh- 
They had no Mony, therefore I made even. [hours, 

Come, let's go in and eat j truly, I*m hungry. 

Lean. I have eat*n already, I muft intreat your Pardon. 

Bar. Do as ye pleafe, we fhall expe&'y'at Supper. 
He has got a little Heart ; now it feems handfomely. 

Ama. You'll get no little Head, if I don't look to ye. 

Lean. If ever I do catch thee ag^in, thou Vanity — 

Ama. I was to blame to be fo rafh, I'm fgrry — 

[Exeunt. 


A C T IV. S C E N E I. 

Enter Dan Henrique, Violante, and Afcanio. # 

Ben, TT EAR but my Reafbns. 

. " Vio. O my Patience, hear *em ! 
Can cunning Fa I (hood colour an Excufe 
With any feeming Shape of borrow'd Truth 

T'extenuate 


• 
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(24) T' extenuate this wilfull Wrong, not Error ? 
Hen. You gave content, that, to defeat my Brother, 

I fhould take any Courfe. 
Vio. But not to make 
The Cure more loathfom than the foul Difeafe : 
Was't not enough you took me to your Bed, 
Tir'd with loofe Dalliance, and with empty Veins, 
All thofe Abilities fpent before and wafted, 
That cou'd confer the Name of Mother on me ; 
But that (to perfect my Account of Sorrow 
For my Jong Barrennefs) you muft heighten it 
By /hewing to my Face, that you were Fruitful 
Hug'd in the bafe Embraces of another ? 
If Solitude, that dwelt beneath my Roof, 
And Want of Children was a Torment to me, 
What End of my Vexation to behold 
A Baftard to upbraid me with my Wants ? 
And hear the Name of Father paid to ye, 

(25) Yet know my felf no Mother, What can you fay ? 
Hen. Shall I confefs my Fault, and ask your Pardon ? 

Will that content ye ? 

Vio. if it cou'd make void, 
What is conBrm'd in Court : No, no, Don Henrique^ 
You fhall know, that I find my felf abus'd ; 
And add to that, I have a Woman's Anger, • 
And while I look upon this «Bafiiisk, 

(24) Extenuate this wofull Wrong, not Error f ] The Poets are * 
robb'd, I dare fay, of the Antithefis here required to fupport the Vi-' 
vacity of their Meaning. Henrique has moll plainly been excufing 
his Conduit, and calling the Steps he has taken erroneous : Upon 
which Violante would fay. Do you think to colour out an Excufe with 
cunning Taljbood, and extenuate the Guilt of your Proceedings by cal- 
ling $%dt Error, which is a willfull Wrong ? And to this Tenour I 
have ventured to amend the Text. 

tT This is the laft Note of the laft Sheet in this Volume which 
poor Mr. Theobald hzd prepared for the Prefs. From hence we have 
only his Marginal Corrections of the Text, without any Reafons af- ' 
fign'd ; as far as I propofe to proceed in this Work, I fhall endea- 
vour to do his Memory all the Juilice I am able. T. Seaward, 

(25) What can I /ape 9 ] The Anfwer plainly (hews that it mould 
be #ou. Seward. 

Q 4 Whofe 
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(26) Whofe venomous Eyes have blafted all my Comforts, 
Reft confident, Til ftudy my dark Ends, 
And not your Pleafures. 

Afc. Noble'Lady, hear me, 
Not as my Father's Son, but as your Servant, 
Vouchfafe to hear me, for fuch in my Duty 
I ever will. appear: And far be it from 
My poor Ambition, ever to look on you, 
But with that Reverence, which a Slave ftands bound 
To pay a worthy Miftrefe. I have heard 
That Dames of higheft place, nay Queens themfelves," 
Difdain not to be ferv'd by fuch as are 
Of meaneft Birth : And I (hall be rnoft happy, 
To be employ'd when you pleafe to command me, 
Even in the courfeft Office ? As your Page 
I can wait on your Trencher, fill you Wine, 
Carry your Pantofles, and be fometimes blefs'd 
In all Humility to touch your Feet: 
Or if that you efteem that too much Grace, 
I can run by ypur Cbach, obferve your Looks, 
And hope to gain a Fortune by my Service, 
With your good favour } which now, as a Son, 
I dare not challenge. 
• Vio. As a Son? 

JJc. torgiveme, 
I will forget the Name, let* it be Death 
For me to call you Mother. Vio. Still upbraided ? 

Hen. Is no way left t* appeafe you ? 
. Vio. None : Now hear me : 
Hear what I vow before the face of Heav'n, 
And if I break it, all plagues in this Life, 
And thofe that after Death are fear'd, fall on me. 
While that this Baftard ftays tinder my Roof, 
Look for no Peace at home, for I renounce 
All Offices of a Wife. 

Hen. What am I fain to? 


ear the trace 01 me ijeuci 
its •infertion in the Text. 

Vto, 
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yio. I will not cat, nor fleep with you, and thofe hours, 
Which I (hou'd fpend in Prayers for your Health, 
Shall be employed in Curfes. 

Hen. Terrible. 

Vio. AH the day long, I'll be as tedious to you 
As lingring Feavers, and I'll watch the Nights, 
To ring aloud ypur Shame, and break your Sleeps, 
Or if you do but (lumber, I'll appear 
Pthc fhape of all my Wrongs, and like a Fury 
Fright you to Madnefs ; and if all this fail 
To work out my Revenge, I've Friends and Kinfmen, 
That will not fit down tame with the Difgrace 
That's offerM to our noble Family 
In what 1 fuffer. 

Hen. How am I divided 
Between the Duties I owe as a Husband, 
And Piety of a Parent > 

Afc. I am taught, Sir, 
By the inftinft of Nature, that Obedience 
Which bids me to prefer your Peace of Mind 
Before thofe Pleafures that are deareft to me ; 
Be wholly hers my Lord, I quit all parts, 
That I may challenge. May you grow old together, 
And no diftafte e'er find you, and before 
The Characters of Age are printed on you, 
May you fee many Images of your fclves, 
Though I, like fome falfe Glafei that's nev^r look'd in, 
Am caft afide, and broken. From this hour, 
XJnlefe invited, which I dare not hope for, 
I never will fet my forbidden Feet 
Over your Threlhold ; only give me leave, 
Though caft off to the World, to mention you 
In my Devotions, it is all I fue for, 
And fo I take my lad leave. 

Hen. Though I am 
Devoted to a Wife, nay almoft fold 
A Slave to ferve her Pleafures, yet I cannot 
So part with all Humanity, but I muft • 

Shew fbmething of a Father ; thou (halt not go 
Unfurnifh'd and unfriended too : take that 

To 
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• 

To guard thee from Neceffities ; may thy Goodnefs 
(27) Meet many Favours, for thine Innocence 
Deferves to be the Heir of greater Fortunes, 
Than thou wert Born to. Scorn me not, Vio&mte, 
This Banifhment is a kind of civil Death, 
And now, as it were at his Funeral, 
To fhed a Tear or two, is not unmanly, 
And fo farewel for ever. One word more, 
Though I muft never fee thee, my AJcanio^ 
When this is fpent, for fo the Judge decreed, 

[Exit Afcanio. 
Send to me for fupply. Are you pleas'd now ? * 

Vio. Yes ; I have caufe, to fee you Howl and Blubber 
At th f parting of my Torment, and your Shame. 
1 Tis well : proceed : fupply his wants : do do : 
Let the great Dower I Drought, ferve to maintain 
Your Ballard's Riots: Send my Clothes and Jewels 
T* your old acquaintance, your dear Dame his Mother* 
Now you begin to melt, I know 'twill follow. 

Hen. Is all I do miiconftru'd i 

Vio. I will take 
A Courfe to right my felf, a fpeeding one : 
By the blefs'd Saints, I will •, if I prove cruel, 
The fhame to fee thy foolifh Pity, taught me 
To lofe my natural Softnefi; keep off from me f 
Thy Flatteries are infe&ious, and I'll flee thee 
As I would do a Leaper. 

Hen. Let hot Fury 
Tranfport you fo : You know I am your Creature, 
All Love, but to your felf, with him, hath left me. 
I'll join with you in any thing. 

Vio. In vain, , 
PU take mine own Ways, and will have no Partners. 

Hen. I will not crofs you. 

(27) — — ■— — and tbint Innoctnce 

Deferve to be the Heir.] Afcanio tiis fliew'd fo many In- 
fiances of Innocence, that the Occafion here feems only to require a 
Prayer tha^is Innocence may be rewarded. It mould feem there- 
fore that etHfer the word deferve fhould be chang'd to arrive, or the 
whole be turn'd into an Affirmation, as I have ventured to make it. 

Seward. 

Fto. 
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yio. Do not, they (hall find 
That to a Woman of her hopes begpiltt 
A Viper trod on, or an Afpick's, mild, [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Lopez, Milancs, and Arfenio. 

Lop. (z8) Sits the Game there: I have you* by 
mine Order 
I love Leandro fort. 

MI. But you muft (hew it 
In lending him your help, to gain him means 
And opportunity, 

Lop. He (hall want nothing, 
I know my Advocate to a hair, and what 
Will fetch him from his Prayers, if he ufe any, 
I am honyed with the Project : I wou'd have him hornM 
For a molt precious Beaft. 

Arf. But you lofe fc time. 

Lop. Pm gone, inftrudt Diego, you will find him 
A fharp and fubtle Knave, give him but Hints 
And he wiU amplifie. See all things ready, 
PJ] fetch him with a Vengeance— [Exit. 

Arf. If he fail now, 
\STe*ll give him over too. 

Mil. Tuft, he is flefh'd, 
And knows what vein to ftrike for hi? own credit. 

Arf All things are ready. 

Mil. Then we fliall have a merry Scene, ne'er fear it. 

[Exeunt* 

SCENE III. 

Enter Amaranta, with a Note, and Moor. 

Ama. Is thy Mafter gone out ? 
Moor. Ev'n how, the Curate fetch'd him, 
About a ferious bufinefs as it feem'd, 

(28) 1 / have you hy mine Order ; 

/ love Leandro /*r'/.] Mr. Sympfo* has very juftly regula- 
ted the Scops here. . _, 

For 
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For he fnatch'd up his Cloak, and brufh'd his Hat ftraightj 
Set his Band handfomely, and out he gallop'd. 

Ama. *Tis well, 'tis very well, he went out, Egla> 
As luckily, as one would fay, go Husband ; 
He was caird by Providence ! Fling this fhort Paper 
Into 'Leandro's Cell, and waken him, 
He is monftrous vex*d, and mufty, at my Chefi-play ; 
But this lhall fupple him, when he has read it ; 
Take your own Recreation for two hours* 
And hinder nothing. 

Moor. If I do, I'll hang for't. [Exeunt. 

S C EN E IV. 

2fc/ir Oftavio, WJacintha. 

Oft. If that you lov'd Afcanio for hitafelf, 
And not your private Ends, you rather fhou'd 
Blefs the fair Opportunity, that reftores him 
T* his Birth-right, and the Honours he was born to, 
Than grieve at his good Fortune. 

Joe. Grieve, Oftavio? 
I would refign my Eflence, that he were 
As happy as my Love cou'd fafhion him, 
Though every Bleffing that (hou'd fall on him, 
Might prove a Curfe to pie : My forrow fprings • 

Out of my fear and doubt he is not fafe. 
I am acquainted with Don Henrique's 'Nature, 
Aod I have heard too much the fiery Temper 
Of Madam Vtolante : Can you think 
That Ihe, that almoft is at War with Heav'q 
For being barren, will with equal Eyes 
Behold a Son of mine ? 

Oft. His Father's Care, 
That for the want of Iflue, took him home, 
Though with the forfeiture of his own Fame, 
Will look unto his Safety. 

Jac. Step-mothers 
Have many Eyes, to find a way to mifchief, 
Though blind to Goodnefs. , 

Enter 
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Enter Jamie and Afcanio. 

OS. Here comes Dm Jamie, • 

And with him our Aftanio. 

Jam* Good Youth* leave me, 
I know thou art forbid my Company, 
And only to be feen with me, will call on 
Thy Father's anger. 

Aft. Sir, if that to ferve you 
Cou'd lofe me any thing, as indeed it cannot, 
1 ftill wou'd follow you. Alas I was born 
To do you hurt, but not to help my felf, 
I was, for fome particular end, took home, 
But am caft off again. 

Jam. Is't poflible ? 

Aft. The Lady, whom my Father calls his Wife, 
Abhors my fight, is fick of me, and fore'd him 
To turn me out of Doors. 

Jac. By my beft hopes 
I thank her Cruelty, for it comes near 
A faving Charity. 

Aft. I am only happy 
That yet I can relieve you, *pray you fhare : 
My Father's wondrous kind, and promifes 
That I fhou'd be fupplied : But fure the Lady 
Is a malicious Woman, and 1 fear 
Means me no good. 

Enter Servant. 

♦ 

Jam. I am turn'd a Stone with wonder, 
And know not what to think, 

Ser. From my Lady, 
Your private Ear, ana this — 

Jam. New Miracles ? 

Ser. She fays, if you dare make your felf a Fortune, 
She will propofe the Means ; my Lord Don Henrique 
Is now from home, and fhe alone expe&s you j 
If you dare truft her, fo ; if not, defpair of 
A fecond Offer. [Exit. 

Jam. Though there were an Ambufh 

Laid 


242 TBe Spanijh Curate* 

Laid for my Life, Til on and found this Secret. 

R$ ire thee, my Jfcanio, with thy Mother : 

But ftir not forth, fome great Defign's on Foot, 

Fall what can fell, if e'er the Sun be fet 

I lee you not, give me for dead. 

' Afc. We will expeft you, 

And thofe ble&'d Ahgels, that lore Goodnds, guard you. 

S C E N E V. 

Enter Lopez and Bartolus. 

Bar. Is* t poffible he lhoii f d be rich? 

Lop. Moft poffible, 
He hath been long, though he'd but little getting!, 
Drawing together, Sir. 

Bar. Accounted a poor Sexton, 
Honeft poor Diego. 

Lop. I affure ye, a dole Fellow, 
Both clofe, and fcraping, and that fills the Bags, Sir. 

Bar. A notable good Fellow too ? 

Lop. Sometimes, Sir. 
When he hop'd to drink a Man into a Surfeit, 
That he might gain by his Grave. 

Bar. So many thoufands?^ 

Lop. Heav'n knows what. 

Bar. 'Tisftrange, 
• Tis very ftrange ; but we fee by endeavour, 
And honeft labour — 

Lop. Miloy by continuance 
Grew from a filly Calf, with your Worfhips Reverence, 
To carry a Bull * from a penny, to a pound, Sir, 
And from a pound to many : f Tis the Progrefe. 

Bar. Ye lay true, but he lov'd to feed well alfo, 
And that methinks — 

Lop. From another Man's Trencher, Sir, 
(29) And there he found it feaibn'd with fmall charge : 

(29) Mr. Theobald has in the Margin alter'd the firft there to 
where, joining the fecond Line to the third and not to the firft. 
Bat as the prefent reading and pointiDg ftem to give a joft Senfe, 
I have not chang'd them. 

There 
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There he would play the Tyrant, and would devour ye 
More than the Graves he made; at home he liv'd » 
Like a Caxnelion, fuckt the Air of Mifery, 

{Table fit out, Standijb, Paper, and Stools. ' 
And grew fat by the Brewis of an Egg-fhell. 
Wou'd fmell a Cooks-lhop, and go home and Surfeit, 
And be a Month in failing out that Feaver. [fay ye t 

Bar. Thefe are good Symptoms. Do's he lye fo fick, 

Lop. Oh, very fick. 

Bar. And chofen me Executor ? 

Lop. Only your Worfhip. 

Bar. No hope of his Amendment ? 

Lop. None, that we find. . 

Bar. Hath he no Kinfmen neither ? 

Lop. •Truth, very few. 

Bar. His Mind will be (he quieten 
What Do&ors has he ? 

Lop. There's none, Sir, he believes in. 

Bar. They are but needlefe things, in iuch Extremities, 
Who draws the good Man*s Will ? 

Lop. Marry that do I, Sir, 
And to -my Grief. # 

Bar. Grief will do little now, Sir, 
Draw it to your comfort, Friend, and as I counfel yc. 
An honeft Man, but fuch Men live not always : 
Who are about him ? 

Lop. Many, now he is pafling, 
That wou'd pretend t'his love, yes, and fome Gentlemen 
That would fain counfel him, and be of his Kindred + 
Rich Men can want no Heirs, Sir. 

Bar. They do ill, 
Indeed they do, to trouble him ; very ill, Sir. 
But we fhall take care. 

Enter, with Diego in a Bed, Milancs, Arfenio, 

and Pari/hioners. 

Lop. Will ye come near, Sir ? 
•Pray ye bring him out ; now ye may fee in what State : 
Give him frefh Air. 

&ar. I am forry, Neighbour Diego, 

To 
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To find ye Jn. fo weak a ftate. 

'Die. Y'are welcome, 
But I am fleeting, Sir. 

Bar. Methinks he looks well , 
His Colour frefli, and ftrong, his Eyes are chearful. 

Lop. A glimmering before Death, 'tis nothing elfe, Sir, 
Do you fee how he fumbles with the Sheet? do ye 
note that ? [for ye, 

Die. My Learned Sir, 'pray ye fit : I am bold to fend 
To take a care of what I leave. 

Lop. Do ye hear that ? 

Arf. Play the Knave finely. 

Die. So I will, I warrant ye, 
And carefully. 

Bar. 'Pray ye do not trouble him, 
You fee he's weak, and has a wandring Fancy. 

Die. My honeft Neighbours, weep not, I muft leave yc, 
I cannot always bear ye Company. 
We muft drop ftill, there is no remedy. 
'Pray ye Matter Curate, will ye write my Teftament, 
And write it largely it may be remembred, 
And be Witnefs to my Legacies, good Gendemen i 
Your Worfhip I do make my full Executor, 
You are a Man of Wit and Underftanding. 
Give me a Cup of Wine to raife my Spirits, 
For I fpeak low : I wou'd, before thefe Neighbours, 
Have ye to fwear, Sir, that you'll fee it executed, 
And what I give let equally be rendrcd 
For rtiy Soul's health. 

Bar. I vow it truly, Neighbours, 
Let not that trouble ye, before all thele, 
Once more I give my Oath. 

Die. Then fet me higher, 
An4 pray come near me all. 

Lop. We're ready for ye. 

Mil Now fpur the Afs, and get our Friend time. 

Die. Firft then, 
After ! have given my Body to the Worms, 
For they muft be ferv'd firft, they're fejdom cozen'd* ' 

Lop. Remember your Parifli, Neighbour. 

Die. 
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Die. You fpeak truly , 
I do remember it, a lewd vile Parifli, 
And pray it may be mended : To the Poor of it, 
Which is to all the Parifli, I give nothing, 
For nothing, unto nothing is mod natural, 
Yet leave as much (pace, as will build an Hofpital, 
Their Children may pray for me. 
Bar. What do you give to it ? 
Die. Set down two thoufand Duckets. 
Bar. 'Tis a good gift, 
And will be long remembred. 

Die. To your Worfliip, 
Becaufe you muft take pains to fee all finifli'd, 
I give two thoufand more, it may be three, Sir, 
A poor Gratuity for your pains-taking. 
Bar. Thefe are large Sums. 
Lop. Nothihg to him that has 'em. 
Die. To my oJd Matter Vicar, I give five hundred •, 
Five hundred and five hundred are too few, Sir, 
But there be more to ferve. 
Bar. This fellow coins fure. [Books, 

Die. Give me more drink. Pray ye buy Books, buy 
Ydu have a learned Head, fluff it with Libraries, 
And underftand *em, when ye have done, 'tis Juftice. 
Run not the Parifh mad with Controverfies, 
Nor preach up Abftinence to longing Women, 
'Twill purge the bottoms of their Cbnfciences : 
I'd give the Church new Organs, but I prophefie [rifli, 
The Church- wardens wou'd quickly pipe 'em out o'th* Pa- 
Two hundred Duckets more to mend the Cancel, 
And to jjaint true Orthography, as many, 
They write Sunt with a C, which is abominable, 
'Pray you fet that down. To poor Maidens Marriages. 

Lop. Ay that's well thought of, what's your will in that 
A meritorious thing. [point ? 

Bar. No end of this will ? 

Die. I give per annum two hundred Ells of Lockram, 
That there be no ftrait dealings in their Linnens, 
But the Sails cut according to their Burthens. 
To all Bell-ringers I bequeath new Ropes, 

Vol. II. R And 
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And let them ufc 'em at their own cUfcretions. 

Arf. You may remember us. 

Die. I do, good Gentlemen, 
And I bequeath you both good careful Surgeons, 
A Legacy you have need of, more than Mdny, 
I know you want good Diets, and good Lotions, 
And in your pleafures, good take-heed* 

Lop. He raves now, 
But 'twill be quickly off. 

Die. I do bequeath ye 
Commodities of Pins, Brown-papers, Pack-threads, 
Rod Pork, and Puddings, Ginger-bread, and Jews- trumps, 
Of penny Pipes, and mouldy Pepper, take 'em, 
Take 'em even where you pleafe and be cozen'd with 'em, 
I fhould bequeath ye Executions alfo, 
But thofe I'll leave to th* Law. 

Lop. Now he grows Temperate. 

Bar. You'll give no more ? 

Die. I am loth to give more from ye, 
Becaufe I know you'll have a care to execute. 
Only, to pious ufes, Sir, a little. 

Bar. It he be worth all thefe, Pm made for ever. 

Die. I give to fatal Dames, thatfpin Mens Threads out, 
And poor diftrefled Damfels, that are Militant 
As Members of our own Afflictions, 
A hundred Crowns to buy warm Tubs to work in * 
I give five hundred pounds to buy a Church-yard, 
A fpacious Church-yard, to lay Thieves and Knaves in, 
Rich Men and .honeft Men take all the room up. 

Lop. Are ye not weary ? 

Die. Never of well doing. 

Bar. Thefe are mad Legacies. 

Die. They were got as madly ; 
My Sheep, and Oxen, and my Moveables, 
My Plate, and Jewels, and five hundred Acres * 
I have no Heirs. 

Bar. This cannot be, 'tis monftrous. 

Die. Three Ships at Sea too. 
Bar. You have made me full Executor ? 
Die. Full, full, and total, wou'd I had more to give jr^ 

But 
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Bqt theft may ferre an honcft Mind. 

Bar. Ye % trne, 
A very honeft Mind* and make it rich too ; 
Rich, wondrous rich ; hut where (hall 1 raife thefe Mqnies, 

(30) About your Houfe i I ftp no fqch great Promifes * 
Where fhall I find thefe Sums? 

Di>. Ev*n whf fe you pleafe, Sir, 
You're wife arjd provident, and know bufinefc, 
Ev*n raife f em where you (hall think good, I'm reaJbnahk? 

Bar. Think good ? will that raife thoufands? 
What do you make me ? [fort. 

Die. You have fworn to fee it done, (hat's all my com- 

Bar. Where I pleale? this is pack f *d fpre to difgrace me. 

Die. Ye're juft, and honeft, and I know you'll do it, 
Ev'n where you pleafe, for you knpvy where the wealth is. 

Bar. I am abus'd, betray'd, I'm laugh'd ar, fcori>'d 9 
Baffi'd, and boart), it terns.. 

jlrf. No 9 no, ye are fool'd. 

Lop. Moft finely fool'd, and handfomely, and neatly, 
Such cunning Matters muft be fool'd fometirnes, Sir, 
And have their Wprihips Nofes wip*d, 'tis healthful, 
Wjfe are but quit : You fool us of our Monies 
In every Cauft, in every Quiddit wipe ps. [gentlemen. 

Die. Ha, ha, ha, ha, fome more prink* fpr my Heart, 
This merry Lawyer — - ha, ha, ha, ha, this Sphplar — 
1 think this fit will cure me : This ISxgputpr — 
I fhall laugh out my Lungs. 

Bar. This is Derifion above SufPran.ce, Villany 
Plotted and fet againft ipe. 

Die. Faith 'tis Knavery, - 
In jxoth I muft confefs, thpu art fool'd indeed, Lawyer. 
- MI. Did you think, had this Man b^n rich — — 

Bar. »Tis well, Sir. . . 

Mil fie wou'd haye chofen fuch a Wolf, a Canker, 

(3 1) A Maggot, Rat, to be his whole Executor ? 

Lop. 

(90) — 8meb great Promifes ;] Mr. Sympfin conjectures that the 
Lawyer would naturally trie the word Premifes but feems unwilling to 
difturb the Text. 

{$i) ji Magg4t~pati, to be bis <whoh Executor f\ WJiimfical idle 
ihatter-hrain'd People aire frequently call'd M^gg^tated: but this 
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Lop. A Lawyer, that entangles all Mens Honefties, 
Lives like a Spider in a Cobweb lurking, 
And catching at all Flies, that pafs his Pit-falls ? 
Puts Powder to all States, to make 'em caper ? 
WouM he truft you ? Do you deferve ? 

'Die. I find, Gentleftien, 
This Cataplafm of a well cozen'd Lawyer 
Laid to my Stomach, lenifies my Feaver, 
Methinks I could eat now, and walk a little. 

Bar. I am afham'd to feel how fiat I'm cheated, 
How grofily, and malicioufly made a May-game, 
A damrVd trick ; my Wife, my Wife, fome Rafcal • 
My Credit and my Wife; fome lufiful Villain, 
Some Bawd, fome Rogue: 

Arf. (32) Some Craftfman, Fool, has found ye: 
This 'tis, Sir, to teach ye to be too bufie, 
To covet all the gains, and all the rumours, 
To have a ftirring Oare in all Mens A&ions. 

Lop. We did this, but to vex your fine Officioufnefi. 

Bar. Good yield ye, and good thank ye : I am fool'd. 
The Lawyer is an Afs, I do confefs it, [Gentlemen J 
A weak, dull, (hallow Afs : Good Even to your Worfhips, 
Vicar, remember, Vicar ; — Rafcal, remember, 
Thou notable rich Rafcal. 

Die. I do remember, Sir, 
'Pray ye flay a little, I have ev f n two Legacies, 
To make your Mouth up, Sir. 

Bar. Remember Varlets, 
Quake and remember, Rogues ; 
I've brine for all your Buttocks. [Exit. 

Lop. Oh how he frets, and fumes now like a Dunghil ! 

Die. His Gall contains fine fluff now to make Poylbns, 

is by no means the Lawyer's Character/ nor does it fuit with the two 
former Titles, which both imply villany and eating into other Mens 
Eftates. My Conjcaure is near the trace of the Letters, and will,. I 
hope, beallow'd. Seward. 

\xz) Some crafty Fool has found ye :] It cannot be fappofed that 
Arfento would call Leandroz Fool, and the Reading therefore is pro- 
bably corrupt ; mine is very near it, and is not liable to the fane 
Objection ; and tho' I do not remember the Word Craftfman in our 
Authors, yet it is ufed in the fame Senfe by Fairfax in his excellent 
Tranflation of Tajb. Seaward. 

• Rare 
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Rare damned Stuff*. 

Arf. Let's after, and ftill vex him, 
And take my Friend off: By this time he's profper'd, 
He cannot lofe this dear time : 'Tis impoffible. 

Mil. Diego, thou'ft done well. 

Lop. Haft done it daintily. 

Mil. And fhalt be as well paid, Boy— 

Arf. Go, let's crucifie him. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VI. • 

Enter Amaranta, and Leandro, 

Lean. I've told ye all my Story, and how defperately. 

Ama. I do believe : Let's walk on, time is precious, 
Not to be fpent in Words, here no more wooing, 
" The open Air's an Enemy to. Lovers, 
Do as I tell ye. 

Lean. I'll do any thing. 
I am fb over-joy 'd, I'll fly to ferve ye. 

Ama. Take your Joy moderately, as 'tis miniftred, 
And as the Caufe invites : The Man's a Fool 
That at the fight o'th* Bond, dances and leaps, 
Then is the true Joy, when the Mony comes. 
. Lean. You cannot now deny me. 

Ama. Nay, you know not, . 
Women have Crotchets, and ftrange Fits. 

Lean. You fhall not. 

Ama. Hold ye to that and fwear it confidently, 
. Then I fhall make a fcruple to deny ye : 
'Pray ye let's ftep in, and fee a Friend of mine, 
The weather's (harp : We'll day but half an hour, 
We may be mifs'd elfe : A private fine Houfe 'tis, Sir, 
And we may find many good welcomes. 

Lean. Do Lady, • 
Do happy Lady. 

• Ama. All your Mind's of doing, 
You muft be modeller. 

Lean. I will be any thing. [Exeunt. 

* 

R 3 SCENE 
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' . * * 

S C E N E VII. 

« 

Enter Bartdlus. 

Bar. Open the Doors, and give me room to chafe in, 
Mine own Room, and my Liberty ; Why Maid there, 
Open I fay, and do not anger me, 
Pm fubje& to much fury : When, ye Difti-clout ? 
When do you come ? afleep, ye lazy Hell-hound ? 
Nothihg intended, but your eafe, and eating ? 
No Body here ? why Wife, why Wife? why Jewel ? 
No Tongue to anfwer me ! pre' thee, good Pupil, 
Difpenfe a little with thy careful Study, x 
•And ftep to th' door, and let me in ; nor he neither ? 
Ha ! not at's Study ? nor afleep ? nor no Body ? 
1*11 make ye hear: The Houfe of Ignorance, • 
Jtfo Sound inhabits here : I have a Key yet 
That commands all : I fear I'm Metamorphiz'd. [Exit. 

Enter Lopez, Arfenio, Mi lanes, and Diego. 

tap. He keeps his fury ftill, and may do mifchief. 

Mil He (hall be hang'd firft, we'll be (ticklers there,Boys. 

Die. The hundred thoufand Dreams now, that pofiefi 
Of Jealoulie, and Frailty ; of Revenge, [him 

Of drawing Bills againft us, and Petitions. 

Lop. And cafting what his Credit (hall recover. 

* Mil. Let him caft 'till his Maw come up, we care not. 
You fhali be ftill fecur'd. \d great noife within* 

Die. We'll pay him home then.; 
Hark what a noife he keeps within ! 

Lop. Certain 
H'as fet hisTChipineys o'fire, or the Devil roars there. 

Die. The Codbces o'th' Law are broke loofe, Gentlemen. 

Arf. He's fighting fure. # . 

Die. I'll tell ye that immediately — — - [Exit. 

* Mil. Or doing fome ftrange Outrage on himfelf. 

Hrf. • Hang him, he dares not be fo valiant. 

Enter Diego. 

Die. There's no Body at home, and he chafes liktf a Lyon, 

And 
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And ftinks withal. [NoifeJMI. 

Lop. No Body ? 

Die. Not a Creature, 
Nothing within, but he and his Law-tempeft, 
The Ladles, Difhes, Kettles, how they flie all ! 
And how the Glafies through the Rooms ! 

2S«fer Bartolus. 

Arf My Friend fore 
Has got her out, and now he's made an end on f t. 

Lop. (33) See where the Sea comes i how it foams, 
and buftles? 
The great Leviathan o'th' Law, how it tumbles ? 

Bar. Made ev'ry vtay an Afe? abus'd on all (ides? 
And from all Quarters People come to laugh at me ? 
Rife like a Comet, to be wonder'd at ? 
A horrid Comet, for Boys Tongues, and Ballads ? 
I will run from my Wits. 

Enter Amaranta, and Leandro. 

Arf Do, do, good Lawyer, 
And from thy Mony too, then thou wilt be quiet 

A£?/.*Here flie comes home : Now mark the Salutations ; 
How like an Afi my Friend goes ? 

Arf, She has pull'd his Ears down. . 

Bar. Now, what fweet Voyage ? to what Garden, Lady ? 
Xk to what Coufin's Houfe ? 

Atna. Is this my welcome? 
I cannot go to Church, but thus I am (candal'd, * 
Ufc no Devotion for my Soul, but Gentlemen — 

Bar. To Church ? 

A ma. Yes, and ye keep Sweet Youths to wait upon me, 
Sweet bred -up Youths, to be a credit to me, 
There's your delight again, pray take him to ye, . 
He never comes near me more to debate me. 

Bar. How's this ? how's this ? good Wife, how, has 
he wrongM ye ? 

(33) —hrufiln ? ] Not knowing this Word I have ventured to ftrike 
oat the r, Br i ft Us would make an inconfiltait Metaphor with the 
Sea. 

R 4 Am r 
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Ama. I was fain to drive him like a Sheep before me, 
I blufh to think how People fleer'd, and fcorn'd me. 
Others have handfome Men, that know Behaviour, 
Place, and Obfcrvance : This filly thing knows nothing, 
Cannot tel! ten -, let every Rafcal juftle me, 
(34) And ftill I pufh'd him on asjie*d been the Woman. 

Bar. Ha ! did ye pufli him.on ! is he fo ftupid ? 

Ama. When others were attentive to the Prieft, 
Good devout Gentleman, then fell he faft, 
Fad, found afleep: Then firft began the Bag- pipes, 
The feveral flops on's N[ofe made a rare Mufick, 
A rare and loud, and thofe plaid many an Anthem. 
Put out of that, he fell ftraight into dreaming. 

Arf. As cunning, as fhe's fweet ?. I like this Carriage. 

Bar. What did he then ? 

Ama. Why then he talk'd in's Sleep too, 
Nay, Til divulge your moral Virtues, Sheeps-face, 
And talk'd aloud, that every Ear was fixt to him : 
Did not I fufFer, do you think, in this Time ? 
Talk of your bawling Law, of Appellations, 
Of Declarations, and Excommunications ; 
Warrants, and Executions \ and fuch Devils 
That drove all th' Gentlemen out o'th' Church, by lyirryes, 
With execrable Oaths, they'd ne'er come there again. 
Thus am I ferv'd and Man'd. 

Lean. I pray forgive me, 
I muft confefs I am not fit to wait on ye : 
Alas, I was brought up — 

(34V"— ds be bad been coming.] As neither Mr. tympfi* nor I 
can affix any Idea to this Reading, I have been forc'd to take an 
unufual Liberty, rather than -leave Nonfenfe in the Text. I have 
however known feveral corrupt Readings that have departed more 
from what was demon&rably the Original, than my Corre&ion fup- 
pofes this to have done ; and as the Senfe I give feems perfectly na- 
tural, i\ is probable it might have been the Author's. It muft be 
obferved that in moft Countries abroad, it is the Cuftom for Servants 
to walk before not after their Miftreffes ; it 1$, I knpw, in Italy, and 
I fuppofe our Authors knew it to be fo in Spain. She (ays therefore, 
Wftead of clearing the Way for me, I was forcM to pufli him for- 
wards, or he would have lag'd behind me, as if he had been the 
Woman. Since I wrote this Note, a Friend to whom I fhewM it, 
*it off another Reading which I think full as probable as my own. 
He woul r cad— And ftill Jp u Jb"d him en. Was that becoming f 

Ama* 
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Ama. To be an Afi, 
A Lawyers A6, to carry Books, and Buckrams. 

Bar. But what did you at Church ? 

Lop. At Church', did you ask her ? 
Do you hear, Gentlemen, do y' mark that qucftion ? 
Becaufe you're half an Heretick your fclf, Sir, 
Wbu*d ye breed her too ? this (hall to th* Inquifition ? 
A pious Gentlewoman reprov*d for praying ? 
I'll fee this fil'd, and you (Hall hear further, Sir. 

Arf. Ye have an ill Heart. 

Lap. It /hall be found out, Gentlemen, 
There be thofc Youths will fearch it. 

Die. You are warm, Signior, 
But a Faggot will warm ye better : We are Witnefles. 

Lop. Enough to hang him, do not doubt. 

. Mil Nay certain, 
I do believe, h'as rather no Religion. 

Lap. That muft be known too, becaufe the goes W 
Church, Sir? 

monjtrum informe ingens I 
Die. Let him go on, Sir, 

His Wealth will build a Nunnery, a fair one, 
Arjd this good Lady, when he's hang'd and rotten, 
May there be Abbefs. 

Bar. You are cozen'd, honeft Gentlemen, 

1 do not forbid the Ufe but the Form, mark me. 

Lop. Form ? what do you m^ke of Form ? 

Bar. They will undo me, 
Swear, as I oft have done, and fo betray me ; 
(35) I muft make fair way, and hereafter——. Wife, 
You're welcome home, and henceforth take your pleafure, 
Go when ye (hall think fit, I will not hinder ye, 
My Eyes are open now, and I fee my Error, 
My Shame, as great as that, but I muft hide it. 
.The whole conveyance now I fmell, but Bq/ia 9 
Another time muft ferve; you fee us Friends, now 

(3S) ■ ' * »^ hereafter % Wife, \ 

, You're welcome borne,] The falfe. Pointings made this a little 
obfeure, he means that he would carry things fairly at prefent and 
revenge himfelf hereafter. Seward. 

. Heartily 
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* 

Heartily Friends, and no more chiding, Gentlemen, . 
1 have been too fooliih, 1 confefs, no more Words, 
No more, fweet Wife. 

Ama. You know my eafie Nature. • 

Bar. Go get ye in : You fee Ihe has been angry: 
Forbear her Sight a while, and Time will pacify > 
And learn to be more bold. 

Lean. I would I could, 
I will do all I am able. [Exit. 

Bar. Do Leandro, , 

We will not part, but Friends of all hands. 

'Lop. Well laid, 
Now ye are reafonable, we can look on ye. 

Bar. Ye have jerkt me : But for all that I forgive ye, 
Forgive ye heartily, and do invite ye 
To morrow to a Breakfaft, I make but feldom, 
But now we will be merry. * 
• Arf. Now ye are friendly, 
Your Doggednefe and Niggardize flung from ye. 
And now we will come to ye. 

Bar. Give me your Hands, all : 
You fhall be welcome heartily. 

Lop. We will be, 
For we'll eat hard. 

Bar. The harder, the more welcome, 
And till the Morning farewel ; I have bufinefs. {Exit. 

Mil Farewel good bouptiful Bartolusjta a brave Wench, 
A fudden witty Thief, and worth all fervice. 
Go, we'll all go, and crucifie the Lawyer. t 

hie: I'll clap four tire of Teeth into my Mouth more* 
But I will grind his fubftance. 

Arf. Well LeandrOy 
Thou haft had a ftrange Voyage, but I hope 
'f hou rid'ft now in fafe Harbour. 

ML Let's go drink, Friends, 
And laugh aloud at all our merry May-games. 

Lop. A match, a match, • 'twill whet our Stomachs 
better/ [Exeunt. 


ACT 
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ACT V; S C E N E I. 

Enter Violante, and Servant. 

Ser* T\ /TAdam, he's come. [Chair and Stools out. 

1V1 Viol. 'Tis well, how did he look " 
When he knew from whom you were fent ! was he not 
Or confident ? or fearful ? [ft art led ? 

Ser. Asappear'd 
Like one that knew his Fortune at the worft, 
And cafr*d not what coii'd follow. 

Viol 'Tis the better, 
Reach me a Chair : So bring him in, be careful 
That none difturbus: Twill try his Temper, 
'And if I find him apt for my Employments, 
I'll work him to my ends 5 if not I fhall 
Find other Engines. 

Enter Jamie, and Servant. 

« 

Ser. There's my Lady. 

Viol. Leave us. 

Jam . You lent for me ? 

Viol. I did, and do's the favour, 
Your prefent State confider*d and my Power, 
Deferve no greater Ceremony ? 

Jam. Ceremony? 
I ufc to pay that where I owe a Duty, 
Not to my Brother's Wife : I cannot fawn, 
If you exped it from me, you are cozen'd, 
And fo farewel. 

Viol. He bears up dill ; I like it. 
Pray you a word. * • 

Jam. Yes, I will give you hearing 
On equal terms, and fit by you as a Friend, 
But not ftand as a Suitor : Now your pleafure 

Viol. You are very bold. 

Jam. *Tis fit, fince you are proud ; 
I was not made* to feed that fooMfh humour, 
With flattery and. obfervance. 

• Viol. 
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Viol. Yet, with your favour, 
A little Form join'd with Refpedfc to her, 
That can add to your Wants, or free you from 'em, 
Nay raife you to a Fate, beyond your hopes, 
Might well become your Wifdom. 

Jam. It would rather 
Write me a Fool, lhou'd I but only think 
That any good to me could flow from you, 
Whom for fo many Years I've found and provYI 
My grcateft Enemy : I am dill the fame, 
My Wants have not transformed me : I dare tell you,. 
To your new cerus'd Face, what I have fpoken * 
Freely behind your Back, what 1 think of you ; 
You are the proudeft thing, and have the lead 
Reafon to be fo that I ever read of. 
In Stature you're a Giantefs * and your Tailor 
Takes meafure of you with a Jacob's Staff, 
Or he can never reach you, this by the way 
For your large fize. Now, in a word or two, 
(36) To treat of your Complexion with decorum : 
You are fo far from fair, I doubt your Mother 
Was too familiar with the Moor that ferv'd her, 
Your Limbs and Features I pais briefly over, 
As things nor worth defcription ; and come roundly 
To your Soul, if you have any ; for 'tis doubtful. 

Viol. I laugh at this, proceed. 

Jam. This Soul I fpeak of, 
Or rather Salt to keep this heap of flefh 
From being a walking ftench, like a large Inn, 
Stands open for the entertainment of 
All impious Practices : But there's no Corner 
An honeft thought can take up : And as it were not 
Sufficient in.your felf to comprehend * 
All wicked riots, you've taught the Fool, my Brother, 
By your Contagion almoft to put off 

(36) To treat of your Complexion were decorum .*] ^What decorum 
was there in treating* of her Complexion ? the words were decorum 
are a mecr redundancy without adding any thing to the Senfe or 
Satyr, but the flight alterayon which 1 have made greatly heightens 
both, for it prefaces the fevere things that follow with an affertion 
that he fpcaks without exaggeration. . Mr. Sympfrn* 

The 
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The Nature of the Man, and turn'd him Devil, 
Becaufe he fhould be like you, and I hope 
You'll march to Hell together, I have fpoken, 
And if the Limning you in your true Colours 
Can make the Painter gracious, I ftaqd ready 
For my Reward, or if my Words diftafte you, 
I weigh it not, for though your Grooms were ready 
To cut my Throat for't, be affurM I cannot 
Ufe other Language. 

Viol. You think you have faid now, 
Like a brave Fellow : In this Woman's War 
You ever have been train'd : Spoke big, but fufier'd 
Like a tame Afs ; and when moft fpurM and gall'd 
Were never Mailer of the Spleen or Spirit, 
That could raife up the anger of a Man, 
And force it into a£tion. 

Jam. Yes, vile Creature, 
Wert thou a Subjeft worthy of my Sword, 
Or that thy Death, this moment, could call home 
My banifh'd hopes, thou now wer't dead s dead, Woman 5 
But being as thou art, it is fufficient 
I fcorn thee, and contemn thee. 

Viol. This fhews nobly, 
I muft confefi it : I am taken with it, 
For had you kneel'd, and whin'd, and fhew'd a bafe 
And low dejefted Mind, I had defpis'd you. 
This Bravery, in your adverfe Fortune, conquers 
And does command me, and upon the fudden 
I feel a kind of Pity, growing in me, 
For your Misfortunes 5 Pity fomc fay's the Parent 
Of future Love, and I repent my part ' ; 

So for in what you've fuffer'd, that I cou'd, 
(But you are cold) do fomething to repair 
What your bafe Brother (fuch, Jamie, I think him) ; 
Hath brought to ruin. 

Jam. Ha? 

Viol Be not amaz'd, 

Our Injuries are equal in his Baftard ; 

You are familiar with what . I groan for, 

And though the Name of Husband holds a tye 

Beyond 
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Beyond a Breffrff, I» a poor weak Woman, 
Am fenfible, and tender of a wrong, 
And to iwengp it wou'd break through all lets. 
That durft oppeft JW- 

Jaw. Is it poffibfe ? 

*?<?/. By this ktis ; ftart not : thus much, as a Stranger 
You may lake few* me; but, if you were plcas'd, 
I fhould feleft you & » bpfom Friend, 
I would print 'em thus, and thus. 

Jam. Keep off. 

Viol Coratnfar, 
(.37) Nearer, Into she Cabinet of my Counfels : 
Simplicity and Eatiwc* dwell with Fools, 
And let them bear thofe burthens, which wife Men 
Boldly fhake off j be rotoe and join with me, 
And when that I have rais'd you to a Fortune, 
Po not deny your felf the happy means, 
You'll look on me with more judicious Eyes, 
And ifw«ar I am moft fair. 

Jam, What wou'd this Woman ? 
The purpofe of thefe words ? ipeak not in riddles, 
And when I underftand what you wou'4 couniei, 
My anfwer fhalkbe fudden. 

Viol Thus then J emit, 
The objefis of our ftry ace the fame. 
For young d/Zaw<> 9 whom you Snake-like hug*d, 
Frozen *Hth wants to Pc?th, in your wwn fSajfonrt, 
Lives to fuppta* jm in ypur (pertain Jwjpe^ 
And kills in me all comfort. 

Jam. Now >*is pjain, 
I apprehend you : A«d wene he repjovM-mw-r- 

VioL Yog, odace .again, were th$ wdoubted Heir* 

7<w». 'Tis not to bc<koy*d % I W£S fce fcefore. 
But jaaw yt?w fir'd «£.-«— 

««/. I'll add Fuel to it ; 
And by a nearer cut, do you but deer 
As I direct, we'll bring our Bark imp 

(37) Near into] Tfris is one of Mr. Theobalds marginal CJtjr- 
redions which bpfh ,rcjtore* th<fc Verfe and heighten* the Senti- 
ment* 

The 
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The Port of Happineg. 

Jam. How? 

Viol By Henri fit % Dearth : 
But you'll fay he's your Brother ; in great Fortunes, 
•Which are Epitomes of States and Kingdoms, 
The Politick brook no Rivals. 

Jam. Excellent! 
For fore I chink out of a fcrupulous fear, 
To feed in expe&ation, when I may, 
Dtfpenfing but a little with my Conscience, 
Come into full Poflcflion, would not argue 
One that defirM to thrive. 

Viol. Now you fpeak like 
A Man that Knows the World. 

Jam. I needs muft learn 
That have fogood a Tutrefi * And what think you, 
Don Henrique and Jfcanio cut off 
That none may Jive, that fhall defire to^tracc us 
In our black Paths, if that Ottavio 
His fofter Father, and the fad Jacimba. 
(Faith pity her, and free her from her Sorrows,) 
Should fall Companions with 'em ? When we're rod 
With Murther, let us often bath in Blood, 
The colour will be Scarlet. 

Viol. And that's glorious, 
And will protect the fa£fc. 

Jam. Suppofc this done : 
If undifcovered, we may get for Mony, 
As that you know buys any thing in Rmc y • 
A Difpenfation. 

Viol. And be married ? 

Jam. True. 
Or if it be known, trufs up our Gold and Jewels, 
And fly to fome free State, and there with icorn •— * 

Viol. Laugh at the Laws of Spain. 
*Twere admirable. 

Jam. We fhall beget rare Children. I am rapt with 
The meer Imagination — — i 
Viol. Shall it be done? 

Jam, Shall ? 'tis too tedious : FtsrnHh me with means 

To 
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To hire the Inftruments, and to your fclf 

6ay it is done already : I will fhew you, 

E'er the Sun kt, how much youVe wrought upon me, 

Your Province is only to ufc fome means, 

To fend my Brother to the Grove that's neighbour 

To the weft Port of th' Gity, ; leave the reft 

To my own pra&ice ; I have talk'd too long, 

(38) But now will do : This Kifi, with my Confefiion, 
To work a fell Revenge a Man's a fool, 

Unlefc inftru&ed ia a Woman's School. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Bartolus, Algazeirs, and a Paratour. 
The Table fet out and Stools. . 

Bar. You are well enough difguis'd, furnilh the Table, 
Make no Ihew what ye are, till I difcover : 
Not a Soul kr»ws ye here : Be quick and diligent.' 
Thefc Youths I have invited to a Breakfaft, 
But what the Sawce will be, I am of opinion 
I fhall take off the edges of their Appetites, 
And greafe their Gums for eating heartily 
This Month or two * they have plaid their prizes with me, 

(39) And with their feveral flurts they've lighted dangers, 
But fure I fhall be quit. I hear 'em coming. 

Go off and wait the bringing in your fcrvice, 

And do it handfomely : You know where to have it. 

(38) — — $his Kifsy with my Qonfejflon, 

To work a fell Revenge : A Man's a fool 
Vnlefs inftruSed in a Woman's School.] The filfe Pointings 
render'd this Paflage fo obfcurc, that not only myfelf for fonfe time, 
bat every Friend I have 4hewed it to, mifunderftood it. I at firft 
thonght that his Confeffion meant a Confeflion of his Fault in having 
abufed her fo much. One Friend propofed to read with my. Conch- 
, fori, or Resolution to work a fell Revenge : But how eafy ia the 
whole when the Pointings are reftifyM ? Hitf Confeffion ii an ac- 
knowledgment of the truth of the common Obfervation, that aben~ 
don'd Women are more bloody than Men. Seward- 

($9) And nuith their feveral flurts they've /^//^dangerouflv,]^ £ 
can fcarce affix any Idea to the old Reading, nor am I Satisfied with. 
my own Conje&ure ; it only feems the Deft of four that occur- 
red, vix. they've flighttd m$ % or the/ ve flighted dangers, or lightest 
anger. Sewaraf m 
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. Enter Milancs, Arieniq, Lopez, and Diego. 

Welcome i'Faith. 

Arf. That's well ftid, honcft Lawyer. 

Lap* Said like a Neighbour. 

(40) Bar. Welcome all : All's over,. 
And let's be merry. 

Mil. To* that end we. came, Sir, 
An hour of Freedom's worth an Age of Juglings. 

Die. I am come too, Sir, to fpecifie my Stomach 
A poor Retainer to your Worship's Bounty. 

Bar. And thou (halt have it fill'd, my merry Diego, 
My liberal, and- my bonny bounteous Diego^ 
Fill'd till it groan again, * 

Die. Let it have fair play. 
And if it founder, then ■ 

Bar. Y\\ tdl ye, ♦Neighbours, 
Though I were angry yefterday with ye all, 
And very angry, for methought ye bob'd me. 

Lop. No, no, by no means. 
* Bar. No, when I confider'd 
It was a jeft, and carried off fo quaintly, 
It made me merry, very merry, Gentlemen. 
I do confefi I could not deep to think on't, 
The Mirth fo tickled me, 1 could not (lumber. 

Lop. Good Mirth does always work fo : Hor.cft Mirth, 
Now, fhould we've meant in earned ■ 

Bar. You lay true, Neighbour. 

Lop. It might have bred fuch a diftaft and fowrnefs, 
Such fond imaginations in your Brains, Sir, 
For things thruft home in earned. ~— 

Bar. Very certain, 
But I knbw y* all for merry Wags, and ere long 
You fhall knbw me too 'in another falhion, 
Though you are pamperVJ, y* fhall bear part o'ch* burthen. 

(40) Welcome all : all over, 

And lefs be merry.'] The pointing of the firft Line muft be 
wrong, if he only reiterates their Welcome ; but by the Infertion t 
have made, the Senfe is quite different, and I think much bet- 
ter ; viz. All Affronts are forgot, and let's be merry. Mr. Sympfgn. 

Vol. II. S Enter 
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Enter Amaranta> and JLcandro. 

Come Wife ; come, bid 'em welcome; come, my Jetoel: 
And Pupil, you lhall come too 5 ne'er hari£ backward. 
Come, come, the Woman's pleas'd, tier Anger's over*, 
Come, be not balhfuL "■ - 

Ama. What does he prepare here ? # 

Sure there's no Meat i'th' Hdufej at leaft not dreft, 
Does he mean to mock 'em ? Or fome new bred crotchet 
Come o'er his Brains ; I do not like <hisf Kindnefs $ 
But Silence beft becomes me: If he tneah foul pky, : - 
Sure they're enough to right themfelveis, and let' f em; 
I'll fit by, fo they beat him not to Pbwder. 

Bar. Bring in the Meat there, - ha i' $it down, dear 
A little Meat needs little Compliment ; • . • £NeighboUr t 
Sit down, I fay. -•— - * 

Ama. What do you mfian% this, •Sfr? 

Bar. Convey away cheilr W^aporis haridftmly. ' 

Ama. You know ther$Yn$ae*i'th* Houfe to anftw jre f 
But the poor Girl 5 you know there's no Meat Neither, - 

Bar. Peace and be quiet y I (hall make you fifloak eHe': 
There's Men and Meat enough, fct it down formally. * 

Enter Algazeirs, with .Difhes. 

Ama. I fear fome lewd trick, yet I dare not tpesk out. 

Bar. I have no dainties for ye, Gentlemen, 
Nor loads of Meat, to make the Room fmell of f enju 
Only a Difli to every Man I've dedicated,. 
And if I've pleas'd his Appetite. 

Lop. O, a Capon, 
A Bird of Grace, and be thy Will, I honour it. 

Die. For me fome forty Pound of lovely Bee£ 
Plac'd in a Mediterranean Sea of Brewis. 

Bar. Fall to, fall to, that we may drink and faugh after* 
Wait diligently, Knaves. 

Mil. What rare bit's this ? 
An Execution ! blefs me ! 

Bar. Nay, take it to y«, 
There's no avoiding it, 'tis fomewhat tough, Sir, 
But a good Stomach will endure it eafily, 
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The fum is but a thoufand Duckets, Sir, 

Jrf. A Capias from, my Surgeon, and my Silk-man! 

(41) Bar. Your careful Makers, but they've mar'd 
ypurDitt. . 

Stir not, your Swords ate gone : There's no avoiding me, 
And thefe arc AJgazeirs, do you hear that palling Bell ? * 

Lop. A ftrong Citation, Wefs tine } 

Bar. Out yith your Beads, Curate, 
The Devil's hi your Difh : Bell, Bodk, and Candle, 

Lop. A Warrant to appear before the Judged ! 
I mull needs rile, and turn to th' Wall. ; 
• Bar. Ye need not, 
Your fear I hope will make ye find your Breeches. 

jUI. We are betray'd. 

Bar. Invited, do not wrong me, 
Fall to, good Guefts, you have diligent Men about ye, 
Ye ihall want nothing that may periecute ye, 
Thefe will not fee ye flart ; Have I now found ye ? 
Have I requited ye ? You fool'd the Lawyer, 
And thought it Meritorious to abufe him, 
A thick ram- headed Knave ; you rid t you fpur'd him, 
And glorified your Wits, the more yewtonged.htm ; 
Within this hour ye ihall have ail your Creditors, ... 
A iccond Difh of new Debts, come upon ye, 
And rtew mvitements to the Whip, Don Diego^ 
And Excommunications for the learned Curate, 
A Mafque of all your Furies* flwdl dance to ye. : 

Arf. You dare not ule us thus ? 
. Bar. You (hall be bob'd, Gentlemen : : 

Stir, and as I have a Life, ye go to Prifon, 

* (4!) B*r. Vtur careful Makers ,]*- As *Mr. Sjmffon thinks this ob- 
jewre* it may prdbably need Explanation, The Debauchees, who;* in 
the next Play, are faid to be daily mending like Dutch Watches, 

And plaifiering like eld Walls— may properly call their Sur- 
geon their Maker ; their Bodies are made up by him, and to him 
they owe their prefect 'Being. I have myfelf heard one boaft, that 
his laft Salivation new made him. It is likewise very camhaon both. 
in Shafejpear ud our Authors t» call Taylors and Silk- men the 
Makers of Fops. Thus Kent in King Lear tells the fbppifti Steward, 
that a Toy/or made him. 'Tis a nervous Expreffion that ieeras to an- 
nihilate both the Soul and Body and to allow no worth or ev*ir 
cxiftence to the fop but jb hi* Cloaths. Seward. 
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To Prifon, without pity inftantly. ; * : 

Before ye fpeak .another word to Prifon. * 

J \\xxt jl better Guard without, that watts % 

Do you fee. thjs Man, Don Curate ? 'tis a Paratour 

That comes to tell ye a delightful Story 

Of an old.Whoft ye have, -and then to teach yc • 

What is the Penalty ; Laugh at me now, Sir, 

What Legacy wou'd ye bequeath me now* - 

(And pay itdn<the Nail ?) to fly my Fury ? 

Lop. O gentfe Sir. 

Bar. Do'ft thou hope I will be gentle, 
Thou foolilh unconfiderate Curate ? 

Lop. Let me go, Sir. . - 

Bar. ril fee thee hang firft. 

Lop. And as I am a true Vicar, 
Hark in your Ear, hark foftly — 

Bar. No, no Bribery. 
Til have nryfwinge upon thee. Sirrah? Rafcal? 
You Lenten Chaps, you that lay fick, and mockt me, 
Mockt me abominably, abus'd me lewdly, 
I'll make thee (ick at Heart, before I leave thee. 
And groan, ^nd die indeed, and be worth nothing, 
Not worth a blefling, nor a Bell to knell for thee, . 
A Iheet to cover thee, but that thou fteaPft, : [with 

Steal* ft from the Merchant, and the Ring he was buried 
Steal'ft from his Grave; do you fmell me now ? 

Die. Have mercy on me I ' 

Bar. No Pfalm of Mercy fhall hold me from hanging 
thee. . , ' [men, 

How do you like your Breakfaft? *tis but ftiort, Gentle- 
But fweet and healthful -, Your Punilhment, and .yours, 
For fome near Reafons that concern my Credit, [Sir, 
I will take to my felf. 

Ama. Do Sir, and fpare not : 
I have been too good a Wife, and too obedient, 
But Once ye dare provoke me to be foolilh — 

(42) Lean. She has, yes, and too worthy for your Ufagej 
Before the World I juftifie her Goodnefi, 
And turn that Man, that dares but taint her Virtues, 

(42) — Worthy of jour Vfago j] Former Edition* 
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To my Sword's point ; that lying Man, that bafe Man, 
Turn him, but Face to Face, that I may know him. 

Bar. What have I here ? 

Lean. A Gentleman, a free Man, 
One that made trial of this Lady's Conftancy, 
And found it ftrong as Fate * leave off your tooling, 
For if you follow this Courfe, you'll be Chronicled 
For a Devil, whilft a Saint (he's mention'd. 

You know my name indeed -, I'm now no Lawyer. 

• 

Enter Jamie and Ajjijiant. 

Die. Some comfort now, I hope, or elfe wou'd I were 
hang'd up.. 
And yet the Judge, he makes me fweat. 

Bar. What News now ? 

Jam, PH juftifie, upon my Life and Credit, 
What you have heard for Truth, and will make Proof of. 

j10, I .will be ready at the appointed hour there, 
And fo I leave ye. 

Bar. Stay I befeech your Worfhip, 
And do bqt hear me. 

Jam. Good Sir, intend this bufinefs, 
And leave this bawling Fool ; no more words, Lawyer, 
And no more angers, for I guefs your Reafons : 
This Gentleman I'll juftifie in all Places, • 
And that fair Lady's worth % let who dare croft it. 
The Plot was caft by me, to make thee jealous, 
But not to wrong your Wife, (he's fair and virtuous. 

Die. Take us to mercy too, we befeech your Honour^ 
We (hall be juftified the way of all Flelh elfe. 

Jam. No more Talk, nor no more Diffenfion, Lawyer, 
I know your Anger, 'tis a vain and flight one, 
For if you do, I'll lay your whole Life open, 
A Life that all the World (hall — Pll bring Witnefs, 
And rip before a Judge the ulcerous Viilanies, 
You know I know ye, and I can bring witnefs. 

Bar. Nay good Sir, noble Sir. 

Jam. Be at peace then prefently, 
Immediately take honeft and fair Truce [tleman ; 

With your good Wife, and (hake hands with t.iac Gen- 
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H'as honoured ye too much, and do it chearfully* 

Lop. Take us along, for Heav'n lake wo.. 

Bar. I am Friends, 
(There is no Remedy, I rouft put up all, 
And like my Neighbours rub it out by th' Shoulders,) 
And perfeft Friends ; Leandro, now I thank ye, 
And there's my Hand, I have no more grudge to ye, 
But I'm too mean henceforward for your Company. 

Lean. I fhall not trouble ye. 

Arf. We will be Friends too. 

Mil Nay Lawyer, you fhall not fright us farther, 
For all your Devils we will bolt. 

Bar. I grant ye, 
The Gentleman's your Bail, and thank his coming,' 
Did not he know me too well, you fhou'd fmart for*t ; 
Go all in peace, but when ye fool next, Gentlemen, 
Come not to me to Breakfaft. 

Die. I'll be bak'd firft. 

Bar . And pray ye remember,when y f are bold and merry, 
The Lawyer s Banquet, and the Sawce he gave ye. 

Jam. Cbme, go along ; I have Employment for ye, 
Employment for your lewd Brains too, to cool ye, * 
For all, for every one. 

jfll> We're all your Servants. 

Die. All, all for any thing, from this day forward 
Pll hate all Breakfafts, and depend on Dinnere. 

Jam. I'm glad you <#me off fair. 

Lean. The Fair has bleft me. [Extm*. 

SCENE III. 

Enter O&avio, Jacinjha, and Afcanio. 

OS. This is the place, but why we are appointed 
By Don Jamie to way here, is a depth 
I cannot found. 

jffc. Believc't he is too noble 
To purpofe any thing but for our good. 
Had I aflurance of a thoufand Lives, 
And with them perpetuity of Pleafure, 

And 
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And flbould lofe all, if he proved only falfc, 

Yet I durft run the hazard. 

Jac. *Tis our comfort, 
"We cannot be more Wretched than we are. 
And Death concludes all Mifcry. 

OS. Undifcover'd, . 
We mud attend him. 

Enter Henrique, and Jamie. 

Afc. Our ftay is not long. 
With him Don Henrique? 

Jac. Now I fear 1 be filent. 

Hen. Why doft thou foltow me ? 

Jam. To lave your life* 
A Plot is laid fort* all my wrongs forgot, 
I have a Brother's Lovfc. 

Hen. But thy falfc fclf, 
I fear no Enemy. 

Jam. You hare fio Friend, 
But what breathes in trie : If you move a ftep 
Beyond this Ground you tread on, you are loft. 

Hen. 'Tis by thy praftice then : I am fent hither 
To meet her, that prefers my Life and Safety 
Before her own. 

Jam. That you fhould be abus'd thus . 
W ith weak Credulity ! She for whofe lake 
You have forgot wt had one noble Father, 
Or that one Mother bare us, for whofe Love 
You brake a Con trad to which Heav'n was Witnefs, 
To fatisfie whofe Pride and wilful Humour 
You have expos'd a fweet and hopeful Son 
To all the imferies that Want can bring him, 
And luch a Son, though you are moft obdurate, 
To give whom entertainment Savages 
Would quit their Caves themfelves, and keep him from 
Bleak cold and hunger ! , This difiembling Woman, 
This Idol, whom you worlhip, all your Love 
And Service trod under her Feet, defigns you 
To fill a Grave, or dead to lye a Prey 
For Wolves and Vulcan. 
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Hen. 'Tis falfe j tl defie thee, 
And ftand upon my Guard. 

Enter Leandro, Milanes, Arfenio, Bartolus, Lopez, Die- 
go, Octavio, Jacintha, Afcanio, and Servants, 

Jam. Alas 'tis weak : 
<Dome on, fince you will teach me to be cruel, 
By having no Faith in me, take your Fortune : 
Bring the reft forth, and bind them faft. 

08. My Lord. 

4fc. In what have we offended? 

Jam. I am deaf, 
And following my will, I do not ftand 
Accountable to Reafbn : See her Ring, 
The firft pledge of your Love and Service to her, 
Deliver'd as a Warrant for your Death i 
Thcfe Bags of Gold you gave up to her traft. 
The ufe of which you did deny your felf, 

S? 0w, i on mc » and *** a prodigal Hand, 

Whom fhe pick'd forth to be the Architect * 

Of her moft bloody Building $ and to fee 

Thefe Inftruments, to bring Materials 

To raife it up, ihe bad me fpare no coft, 

And as a furplufage, offer'd her felf 

To be at my Devotion. 

Hen. O accurs'd ! 

Jam. Rit be incredulous ftill > think this my Plot* 
Faihioo Excufes to your felf, and fwear 
That fhe is Innocent, that fhe doats on ye ; 
Btlieve this, as a fearful Dream, and that 
You lie not at my Mercy, which in this 

VZaac y: Shc hcr fdf flu11 B^« 
The dreadful Sentence, to remove all fcruple 

Who 'tis that fends you to the other World. 

Enter Violante. 

Appears my Violante} Speak, my dearefh 
Do's not the ObjecT: pleafe you ? 

Viol, More than if 
AU Treafure that's above the Earth, with that 

That 
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That lies conceal'd in both the Indian Mines, • 
Were laid down at my Feet : O bold Jamie, 
Thou only canft deferve me. 

Jam. I am forward, 
And, as you eafily may perceive, I deep not 
On your Commands. 

Enter Affiftant, and Officers. 

Viol But yet they live: I look'd 
To find them dead. 

Jam. That was deferred, that you 
Might triumph in their Mifery, and have the power 
To fay they are not. 

Viol 'Twas well thought upon : 
This Kifi, and all the pfealures of my Bed 
This Night, fliall thank thee. 

Hen. Monfter! 

Viol You Sir, that 
Would have <me Mother Baftards, being unable 
To honour me with one Child of mine own, 
That underneath my Roof kept your caft-Scrumpet, 
And out of my Revenues wouM maintain 
Her riotous Ifliie ; now you find what 'tis 
To tempt a Woman : With as little feeling 
As I turn off a Slave, that is unfit 
To do me fervice ; or a Horfc, or Dog, 
That have out-liv'd their ufe, I {hake thee off, 
To make thy Peace with Heav'n. 

Hen. I do deferve this, 
And never truly felt before, what Sorrow 
Attends on wilful Dotage. 

Viol For you, Miftrefs, 

That had the pleafure of his Youth before me, 

And triumph'd in the Fruit that you had by him, 

But that I think, to have the Baftard ftrangled 

Before thy face, and thou with fpeed to follow 

The way he leads thee, is fufficient Torture, 

•I would cut off thy Nofe, put out thine Eyes, 

And let my Foot on thofe bewitching Lips, 

That had the ftartofmine: But as thou art, 

Go 
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Go to the Crave unpitied. 

JJ/iJl. Who would believe 
Such rage could be in Woman ? 

Viol. For this Fellow, 
He is not worth my Knowledge. 

Jam. Let him live then, 
Since you eftcem him innocent. » 

Viol No, Jamie, 
He (hall make up the Mefi : Now ftrike together, 
And let them fall. x 

40. Unheard of Cruelty ! 
I can endure no longer : Seize on her. 

Viol. Am I betray'd ? 
Is this thy Faitlv Jamie? 

Jam. Cou'd your defires - - 
Challenge performance of a deed fo horrid ? 
Or, though that you had fold your felf to Hell* 
I fhould make up the bargain i Live, dear Brother* 
Live long, and happy : I forgive you freely ; 
To have done you this fervice, is to me 
A fair Inheritance ; and however harfli Language, 
Caird on by your rough u(age, pafi'd my Lips* 
1* m' Heart I ever lov r d you : ail my labours 
Were but to (hew, how much your Love was cazcn'd* 
When it beheld it felf in this felfe Gkfs, 
That did abufe you ; and I am fo far 
From envying young Afianio his good Fortune, 
That if your State were mine, I wou'd adopt him* 
Thefe are the Murtherers my noble Friends, 
Which, to make trial of her bloody purpofc, 
I won, to come difguis'd thus. 

Hen. I am too full 
Of Grief and Shame to fpeak : But what I'll do. 
Shall to the World proclaim my Penitence* 
And howibever I have liv'd, I'll die 
A much chang'd Man, 

Jam. Were it but poffible 
You could make fatisfa&ion to this Woman, 
Our Joys wereperfedt. 

Hen. That's my only Comfort. 

That 
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That it is in my pow*r : I ne'er was Married . 
To this bad Woman, though I doted on her, 
But daily did defer it, (till expelling 
When Grief would kill Jacintb§. 

Afjifi. AU 9 s come* out, 
And finds a fair fuccefi : Take her, Don Henrique j 
And once again embrace your Son. 
Hen. Mod gladly. 

Affjft. Your Brother hath defcrv'd all. 
Hen. And flull ftare 
The Moiety of my Sate. 

40. I have heard* Advocate 
What an ill Inftrument yon hare beep to him, 
From this time ftftpgthen hind wkh houeft Counfels, 
As youMl deferve my Pardon. 
Bar. I'll chafttt nay Copy : 
But I am punifird, for I fcar I hate had 
A fmart blow, though unfeen. 
JJfift. Curate/ and Sexton, 
1 have heard of you too, let me hear no more, 
And what's paft, is forgotten. For this Woman, 
Though her Intent were bloody, yet our Law 
Calls it not Death \ yet that her Punifhment 
May detet others from fuch bad attempts, 
The Dowry that (he brought with her, fhaH be employed 
To build a Nunnery, Where fhe (hall fpend 
The remnant of her Life. 

Viol. Since I have raifs'd my ends, 
I fcorn what can fall on* me. 

J0. The ftrift Difcipline [mors, 

O* th* Church, will teach you better Thoughts. And Sig- 
You that are Batchelors, if you ever many, 
In Bartolus you may behold the Iffue 
Of Covetoufnefs and Jealoufie. And of Dotage, 
And FaMhood in Don Henrique. K?ep a Mean then $ 
For be affur'd, that weak Man meets all 111, 
That gives himfelf up to a Woman 1 * Will. [Exeunt. 
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THE Play is done* yet our Suit never ends, 
Still when you part, you would fiitt part our Friends* 
Our nobleft Friends \ if ought have fain amfi, < 
O let it be fufficient, that it is, ' 
(42) And you have far dor? d it. (In Buildings great 
All the whole Body cannot be Jo neat, 
But fometbing may be mended.) Tbofe are fair, 
And worthy Lave, that may deftroy, butfpare. 

• • 

(42) But fometbing may be mended '; Tbofe are fair ,] Ai the Text 
Hood before, it had great obfcurityj Buildings feeming the ante- 
cedent to Tbofe ; it means thofe Perfons are fair or candid Judges, 
who fpaxe what they might deftroy. Seward. 


P. S« There is an Emendation accidentally omitted in the Part of 
this Play which Mr. Theobald puhlijbed. 

1?. 196. All Tve to lofe, Diego, is my Learning, 

And when he's gotten that be may put it in a Hutfbelh 
It does not feem in Character to make Lopez in this place jpke upon 
himfelf, but the fccond Line exactly (bits Diego** Humour, and I 
believe a meer accidental Omiffion depriv'd him of it: I read. 

Lop. All T<ve to lofe, Diego, is my Learning. 

Die. And when he's gotten that be may put it in a NutfbtlL 
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DRAMATIS PERSONM. 


MEN. 

Valentine, a Gallant that will not he per/waded to keep bis 

Eftate. 
Francifco, bis younger Brother. 
Mqfter Lovegood, their Uncle. _ . 

A Merchant, Friend to Mdjlpr Lovegood. > 

Fountain, ^ Companion; */ Valentine, and Suitors to the 
?ellamore,^ ^J 

Hairbrain, J 


4 ^ 


Lance, a Falkner, and an ancient Servant to Valentine'* 

Father. 
Shorjhofe, the Own* and Servant to the Widow. . 
Roger, Ralph, and \ Humphry, Ohrik Servants ttrth* 

Widow. 
Itbree Servants. 
Muficians. 

WOMEN. 
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Lady Hartwel, a Widow. 

Ifabella, her Sifter. 

Luce, awutiing Geutkwman to tbt Widow. 
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A C T L .SCENE I 

Enter Uncle 'aHd Merchant. 
Mjerch ANT. 

gHEN iawyou Valentin? 
j§ XJst. , Not fince the Horfe-race, [dW, 

I He's taken up with thofc that woo the Wi- 
£ Aftr. How can he live by fnatches from fuel* 
, a People? 
He bore a worthy Mind. Unc. Alas, he's funk, 
His Means are gone, he wants, and which is worfc, 
Takes a delight in doing fo. Mer. That's ftrange. 

(ij Uru. Rum Lunatick, if you but talk of States, 
He can't be brought, now he has fpent his own, 
To think there is Inheritance or Means. 
But all a common Riches, all Men bound 
To be his Bailiffs. Mer. This is fomething dangerous. 
(2) line. No Gentleman that has Eftate 's to ufe it, 

In 

(t) Statu'] Stat* and Eftati are generally tried in the feme- 

Sen fc throughout this Play. 

(*) N* Gmtltman that hat Efiatt It uft it,] The Verb which 
confiila here of a Angle Letter, feemi a very material Omiffion ; I 
could make no Senfc of the Paflage before I added it. This Play was 
almoft all printed as Profc, tho' the Reader will, I doubt not, be 
convine'd, that the Authors wrote it in as true . Metre, as almoft 
any of their other Plays. They always mull be allowed the Liberty 
of Alexandrian, HcouiUeks, and a mixture of Profe in forae Paffagei 
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In keeping Houfe, or Followers, for thofe ways 
He cries againft, for Eating Sins, dull Surfeits, 
Cramming of Serving-men, muttering of Beggars,' 
Maintaining Hofpitals for Kites, and Curs, 
Grounding their fat Faiths on old Country Proverb*, 
(x\God blefs the Founders ; thefe he would have vented 
(4) Into more manly ufes, Wit, and Carriage, 
And never thinks of State, or Means, the Ground- works : 
Holding it monftrous, Men fhould feed their Bodies, 
And ftarve their Understandings. Mer. That's moft certain. 

Unc . Yes, if he could ftay there. Afer. Why let him marry, 
And that way rife again. Unc. It's moft impoffibie, 
He willinot look with any handfomenefc 
Upon a Woman. Mir. Is h* fo ftrange to Women ? 

Unc. I know not what it is, A foOtifh glory 
He's got, I know not where, to balk thofe Benefits, 
And yet he will converfe and flatter Vm, 
Make *em, or fair, or foul, rugged, or fmooth, 
As his impreffion ferves, for he affirms. 
They're only lumps, and undigefted pieces, 
Lickt over to a Form by our Affe&ions, 
£od then they Ihow. The Lovers let 'enrpafi. 

of low Humour or familiar Dialogue. Mr. Theobald had made ibme 
Progrefs in reftoring the Metre of this Play, but lie ftopt very fbort. 
By a more exad Obfervancc of it, I fometimet find great helps iri re- 
ftoring the Senfe. Steward. 

(3) —theft he would have ventured] , Mr. Sympfon has refbied 
the true Reading from the old Quarto. By fome accident the Quartos 
of this Play were fent to him initead of me, but both Mr. Theobald 
and he collated them with accuracy, and this is the only one of Con- 
fequence that the latter omitted. 

(4) Into more manly ufes, Wit, and Carriage^] Mr. Sympfon would 
read Wit and Courage ; taking, I believe, manly to fignify couropi- 
ous ; but manly, both here and in the next Scene is the fame at J#- 
mane, or what is proper to the Nature of Man. Valtutint fays that 
he teaches The way of Nature, a manly Lome, &c. The ingenious 
Author of the Miscellaneous Obfervations on Macbeth, has made the 
like Miftake, A& 2. Sc. $. Their Daggers unmannerly bread? d 
with gore. He reads, — Unmanly drench' d, interpreting ^unmannerly 
as impolitely, and unmanly as cowardly. But who would talk of the 
Cowardice of the King's Murderers, more than their Unpolitenefc ? 
Were Helton or Ravilliack Cowards ? Unmannerly, according to its 
ftritt and genuine $enfe, fignifies immorally and unmanly — inhumanly 
or barbarolyly. Either of them very proper Ideas in the Place. 

Enter 
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Enter Fountain, Bellamore, Hairbrain.' 

Mer . He might be one, he carries as much Promifc ; 
They are wondrous merry. Unc . O their hopes *re high,Sir. 
Fount, h VaPntine come to Town ? Bel. Laft night, I 
heard. 
. Fount. We mifs him monftroufly in our directions, 
This Widow is as ftately, and as crafty, 
And ftands I warrant you — Hair. Let her .ftand fiire^ 
She falls before us elfe. Come let's go feek Valentine. 
Mer. This Widow fcems a Gallant— Unc. Goodly 
Woman, . 
(5) And to her Handfomnefs fbe bears her State 
RefervM and great) Fortune has made her Miftrefs 
Of a full means, and well /he knows to ufe it. 

Mer. I would Valentine had her. Unc. There's no hope 

of that, Sin 
Mer. O'that condition, he had his Mortgage in again. 
Unc. I would he had. Mer. Seek means, and lee what 
I'll do, 

{$)Andto her tlandfomnefs Jbe bears her State refem?d % and great 
Fortune has made her Miftrefs of a full means.] The want of Atten- 
tion to the Metre here caufed the former Editors to fpoil the Senfe 
by giving an unmeaning Epithet to Fortune. It may perhaps be 
asked, how the removal of a Stop from one Word to another can 
afie& the Meafure ; let it be plac'd with its former Stop in its Sta- 
tion as a Verfe, and every Reader that has an Ear will perceive it* . 
jharfhnefs. 

■ ■ . — ■ *Jhe bears her State 

Referv'd) and great Fortune has made her Miftrefs 
Of a full means — 
Remove the Stop to its right place, and the Verfe recovers its Har- 
mony. They who would fearch the Reafon of this, muft firfl know 
that the principal Rule by which the Englijb Heroick Verfe is go- 
vern'd, is, that the even Syllables, viz. the fecond, fourth, fixth, 
eighth, and tenth muft have the Accents upon them ; and fecondly, 
that there is one only Exception to this Rule, viz. That where a 
Paufe precedes an odd Syllable, there the odd Syllable may have the 
Accent. Thus in the Cafe above, the firft Syllable of Fortune is the - 
fifth, in the Verfe, and unlefs the Paufe immediately precedes, it 
fpcdls the Metre. All the Writers upon the Englijb Meafure that I 
have feen, have not only been very deficient for want of knowing . 
this Exception to the general Rule above, but have falPn into great 
Errors and condemned Verfes that were remarkably harmonious. . 

Vol. II. T ♦ How- 
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However, let the Mony be paid in, 

I never fought a Gentleman's undoing, 

Nor eat the Bread of other Mens vexations/ 

The Mortgage (hall be rendered back ; take time for* t» 

Ybu told me of another Brother. Unc . Yes Sir, 

More miferable than he, for he has eat him, 

And drunk him up, a handfome Gentleman, - 

And a fine Scholar. 

Enter three Tenants. 

Mer. What are thefe ? Unc . The Tenants, 
They'll do what they can. Mer. It is well prepartt, 
Be. ear ne ft, honeft Friends, and loud upon him, 
. He's deaf to his own good. Lance. We mean to tell hta» 
Part of our Minds, an't pleafc you* 

Mer. Do, and do*t home, 
And what my care may help, or my Perforations, 
When we meet next. Unc. Do but perfwade him fairly; 
And for your Mony, mine, apd thefe Mens Thanks too, 
And what we can be able. Mer. You're moft honeft, 
You (hall find me no lefs, and fo I leave you, 
Profper your bufinefi, Friends. [ Ex. Mer. 

Unc. Pray Heav'n it may, Sir. 

Lance. Nay if he will be mad, PU be mad with him, 
And tell him that PU not ipare him, 
His Father kept good Meat, g6od Drink, good Fellows,* 
Good Hawks, good Hounds, and bid his Neighbour 
welcome ; 

Kept him too, and fupplied his Prodigality, 
Yet kept his State ftill 5 
Muft we turn Tenants now, after weVe lived 
Under the Race of Gentry, and maintained 
Good Yeomanry, to fome one of the City, 
To a great Shoulder of Mutton and a Cuftard, 
And have our State turn'd into Cabbage Gardens, 
Muft it be fo ? Unc. You muft be milder to him. 
Lance. That's as he makes his Game. XJnc. Intreat 
him lovingly, 

And make him fed. Lance. HI pinch him to the Bones elfe. 

Vol. wtbin.] And tell the Gentlemw), I'U be wi'him 

prefently, &y 
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Say I want Mony too, I muft not fail, Boy. 
Lance. You will want Cloaths, I hope. 

Enter Valentine. 

VaL Bid the young Courtier 
Repair to me anon, Til read to him. 

Unc. He comes, be .diligent, but not too rugged, 
Start him, but not affright him. VaL Phew, are you there? 

Unc. We come to fee you, Nephew, be not angry. 

VaL Why do you dog me thus, with thefe ftrange 
People? 
Why, all the World (ball never make me rich more, 
Nor Mafter of thefe Troubles. Ten. We befeech you 
For our poor Childrens fake. VaL Who bid you get 'em ? 
Have you not threfhing work enough, but Children 
Muft be bang'd out o'th* Sheaf too ? Other Men 
With all their Delicates, and healthful Diets, 
Can get but wind Eggs : You wi* a Clove of Gar lick, 
A piece of Cheefe would break a Saw, and fowr Milk, 
Gan mount like Stallions ; and muft I maintain 
Thefe Tumblers ? Lance. You ought to maintain us, we 
Have maintained you, and when you flept provided for you t 
Who bought the Silk you wear ? I think our Labours - t 
(6) Reckon you'll find it lb : Who found you Horfes i 
Perpetual pots of Ale, maintained your Taverns, 
Ana who extol'd you in the Half-crown Boxes, 
Where you might fit and mufter all the Beauties ? 
We had no hand in thefe ; no, we're all Puppies? 
Your Tenants bafe vexations. VaL Very well, Sir. 

Lance. Had you Land, Sir, 
And honeft Men to ferve your purpofes, 
Honeft and faithful, and will you run away from 'em, 
Betray your felf, and your poor Tribe to mifery j 
Mortgage all us, like old Cloaks ; where will you hunt 
You had a thoufand Acres, fair and open : [next t 

(6) — Who found your Horfes perpetual pots ofJ!e t ] This is evi- 
dently corrupt. Mr. Sympfon conjectures, Who found your Horfes 
perpetual QaU and Hay ? Bat as my Correction feems more eafy, and 
is confirmed by Mr. Theobald's concurrence, 1 have ventured to in- 
fers it in the Text, 

T z The 
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The Kipgp-bench is enclos'd, there's no good riding, 
The Counter's full of Thorns and Brakes, take heed, Sir, 
(7) And Bogs, you'll quickly find what both they're made 
Vd; You're (hort and pithy; [of. 

Lance. They fay yoti're a fine Gentleman, and of 
Excellent Judgment, they report you've Wit ; [you, 
Keep your felf out o'th' Rain, and take your Cloak with 
Which by interpretation is your State, Sir, 
Or I fhall think your Fame belied you : you [prating, 
Have Mony, and may have Means. Val. Prithee leave 
Does my good lye within thy Brain to further, 
Or my undoing in thy Pity ? Go, 
Go, get you home, there whittle to your ftorfes, 
And let them edifie 5 away, fow Hemp 
To hang your felves withal : what am I to you, 
Or you to me ? am I your Landlord, Puppies ? 

Unc. This is uncivil. Val. More unmerciful you. 
To vex me with thefe Bacon Broth and Puddings, 
They are the walking fhapes of all my fbrrows. 

3 Ten. Your Father's Worfhip would have us'd us better. 
Val. My Father's Worfhip was a Fool. Lance. Hey, 
Old Valentine i'faith, the old Boy (till. [hey boys, 

Unc. Fie, Coufin. 

Val I mean befotted to his State, he'd never 
Left me the mifery of fo much Means elfe, 
Which till I fold, was a meer meagrim to me: 
If you will talk, turn out thefe Tenants, for 
They are as killing to my Nature, Uncle, 
As Water to a Feaver. Lance. We will go, 
But 'tis like Rams, to come again the ftronger, 

And you fhall keep your State. Val. Thou lycft, I will not. 

* 

(7) — What Broth they're made of.] I am no Sportfman and 
don't know but Broth may be right, tho' I own to call the KingV 
Bench and Compter fo, founds odd to me. I would read both. 

Mr. Sympjott. 

In Confirmation of this, I fhall add, that the Word Brakes in 
the Line above (when both Lines were wrote as they fhould be in 
Verfe) would Hand diredtly over the Word in difpute. And in fuch 
Cafes 'tis very common for the Printer to put Letters belonging to 
one word into anpther, 

Larue. 
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Lance. Sweet Sir, thou lyeft, thou fhalt, and fo good * 
morrow. [Exeunt Tenants. 

Vol. This was rpy Man, and of a noble breeding r 
Now to your bufinefs, Uncle. Unc. To your State then. # 

VaL *Tis gone, and Pm glad on*t, name it no more, 
'Tis that I pray againft, and Heav'n has heard mc : 
I tell you, Sir, I am more fearful of it, 
I mean of thinking of more Lands, or Livings,* 
Than fipkly Mdh are travelling o* Sundays, 
For being (JuelPd with Carriers * out upon't, 
(8) Caveat emptor \ let the Fool out-fweat ir, 
That thinks h'as got a catch on't. Unc. This is Madnelj 
To be a wilful Beggar. VaL I am mad then, 
And fo 1 mean to be, will that^ontent you ? 
How bravely now I Jive, how jocundly, • 

How near the firft Inheritance, without fears, 
How free from tide- troubles ! Unc. And from Means too. 

Vol. Means f Why all good Men are my Means j my 
Wit's my Plow, % 

The Town's my Stock, Tavern's my Stand ing-houfe, 
And all the World knows there's no want ; all Gentlemen 
That love Society, love me 5 all Purfes 
That Wit and Pleafure opens, are my Tenants ; 
Every Man's Cloaths fit me, the next fair Lodging 
Is but my next Remove, and when I pleafe* r 

To be more eminent, and, take the Air, 
A Piece is levied, and a Coach prepared, # 

And I go I care not where, what need ftate here? 

Unc. But fay thefe means were honeft, will they laft, Sir £ 

VaL Far longer than your Jerkin, and wear fairer, 
Should I take ought of you, 'tis true, I beg*d now* 
Or which is wotfe than that, I dole a kindnefs, 
And which is word of all, I loft my way in't ; 
Your Mind's enclos'd, nothing lies open nobly, 
Your very Thoughts are Hinds thafwork for nothing 

(g) * — ToqJ out-fweat //,] I happily found my Conjecture here 
connrm'd by the firlt Quarto. b Mr. Sympfot*. 

Mr. Theobald did the fame ; I therefore admit it, tho' I am far 
from condemning |he late Reading. Valentine who thinks EfUtea 
only pompous Troubles, may properly call thtfe who pofcfs them 
the Mayes#nd Tools of Jhcir Wealth. 

•.. T3 ..But 
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But daily fwcat and trouble : Were my way 
So full of Dirt as this, 'tis true Pd drift it ; 
Are my Acquaintance Grafiers ? But, Sir, know, 
N6 Man that Fm allied to, in my living, . 
But makes it equal, whether his own ufe, 
Or my neceflity pull firfts nor is this forc'd, 
But the meer qual'ty and poifure of Goodnefi, 
And do you think I venture nothing equal ? 

Unci You pofe me, Coufin. • 

Val. What's my Knowledge, Uncle* 
Is't not worth Mony ? What's my Underftanding, 
(9) My Travel. Reading, Wit, all thefe digefted, 
My daily making Men, fome to fpeak well, 
That too much fle£m had ftpzen up ; fome other 
That (poke too much, to hold their Peace, and put 
Their Tongues to Penfions ; fome to wear their Cloaths, 
And fome to keep 'em 5 thefe are nothing Uncle ; 
Befides thefe ways, to teach the way of Nature, 
A manly love, Community to all 
That are defervers, not examining 
How much, or what's done for them, it is wicked, 
And fuch a one like you, chews his Thoughts double, 
Making 'em only Food for his Repentance. 

_. Enter two Servants. 

1 Ser* This Cloak and Hat, Sifc and my Matter's Love. 

Vhl. Commend us to thy Matter, and take ttiat, 
And leave 'em at my Lodging. 1 Ser. I fliall do't, Sir. 

gal. I do not think of thefe things; 2 Ser. Pleafe you Sir, 
I've Gold here for you. Val. Givc't me, drink that and 
Commend me to thy Matter ; look you, Uncle, 
Do I beg thefe? * 

Unc: No fure, it is your worth, Sir. 

Val. 'Tislike enough, but pray now fatisfie me, 

m 

(9) My Travel,'] My is inferted in- Mr. Theobald** Margin. from 
the firft Quarto, as is the word other three Lines below ; which fliews 
wha* little Omiffions fpoil the Metre; I often take Liberties of fop- 
plying fuch Deficiencies by Conje&ure,. but will never willingly ei- 
ther add or drop any thing for the fake of the Metre that fhall in- 
jure the SenTe. ' s 


Wit without Monj. 283 

Are not thefe ways as honcft's perfecuting 
The ftarv'd Inheritance, with mufty Corn, 
The very Rats were fain to run away from, 
Or felling rotten Wood by the Pound,*like Spices, 
Which Gentlemen do after burn by th* Ounces ? 
Do not I know your way of feeding Beafts 
With Grains, and windy fluff, to blow up Butchers ? 
Your*racking Paftures, that have eaten up 
As.many finging Shepherds, and their Iflues, 
As Andeluzia breeds ?. Thefe ire authentick ; 
I tell jj>u, Sir, I wou'd not change ways with you, 
UnJefi it were to fell your State that hour, 
And if 'twere poflible to fpend it then too, 
(10) For all your Beafts in Rumney •, now you know me. 
♦ Unc. I. wou'd you knew your felf, but fince you're . 
Such a ftrange Enemy to all that fits you, # [grown 
Give me but Jeave to make your Brother's Fortune. 

Fal. How? 

Unc. From your Mortgage, v which you may recover, 
Pll find the means. Vol. rray lave your labour, Sir, 
My Brother 3nd my felf will run one Fortune, 
And I think, what I hold a meer vexation, 
Cannot be fafe for him ; I love him better, • 
He's Wit at will, the World has Means,. he'H live, * 
Without this trick of State, we are Heirs both, 
And all the World before us. L&v. My laft Offer, 
And' then I'm gone. Vol. What is't, and then I'll 
anfwer. * 

Unc. What think you of a Wife yet to reftore you, 
And tell me ferioufly without thefe trifles. • 

VaL And you can find one, that can pleafe my Fancy, 
You fhall not find me Itubborn. Unc. Speak your Woman. 

• 

(10J For all your Beans in Rumnillo now you knonv me.] I would 
not conclude that there is no fuch Place in England as Rumnillo 
merely becaufe I never heard of it ; but it does not found like an 
JLngliJh name, and what weighs more with me, it gives a redun-. 
dant Syllable to the Verfe. The Uncle is before defcribed as a 
great Srafier ; his Beafts therefore are more likely to be mentioned, 
as the chief of his Wealth than his Beans. Rumney Marfti, in Kent, 
is remarkably famous for fatting Cattle; I think tiyrefore my 
Conjecture was probably the taue reading. 
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VaL One wifhout Eyes, that is, Self-cornrriendations, 
For when they find they're handfome, they're unwhol- 

fomej • 
One without Eafc, hot giving time to Flatterers, 
FQr flie that hears her fclf commended* wavers, 
And points Men qui a way to m^ke *em wicked ; • 
(11) One without Subftance of her fclf; that Woman 
Without the ple&fure of her Life, that's wanton -, • 
Though flie be young, forgetting it, though fair, 
Making her Glafs the Eye* of honeji Men, 
Not her own Admiration, all her ends 
Obediepce, all her hours new Bleflings, if * 
There may be fuch a Woman, Unc. Yes there may be. 

VaL And without State too. Unc. You're difpos'd to 
trifle \ . 

Well, fare jrou well, Sir, when you want me next, 
You'll feek ipe out a better fenfe. VaL Farewel, Uncle, ' 
And -as you love your State, let me not hear on't. {Exit. 

Unc. It fh^U not trouble you. I'll watch him ftill, 
And when his Friends fall off, then bend his Will. [Exit. 

• 

(u) One without Subftance of her felf] I have not diflurb'd the 
Text of this and the next Line, tho' I can't affix any £enfe to them. 
The only Conjecture I could hit upon is, 

One without forfeiting on felf that's Woman ; 

One without fleafure in her Life, that's wanton ; 

One ingenious Friend would read as J do, only retaining the words, 

[Subftance of her felf] and thinks he can hx a pretty clear Idea to 

them, • but 'tis more than I am able to do. Mr. Sympfon would read. 

[One without Subftance^ Ore, or Pelf that Woman 'that's without 

the fleafure of high Life ; that's not wanton, tho' young ; ] But Sub- 

flaface taken in this Senfe fbreftals what* is defigned as an arch 

Conclufion of the' whole, totally to difappoint the Uncle. [Andnvith- 

cut State too."} The changes of the next Line fpoil the Meafure, which 

I can by no means aflent to, were there nothing more to be urged 

againft them., I would not depriye the Reader of any of thefe 

Conjectures, tho' all very unfatisisctory, they perhaps may lead to 

fome more fortunate one. Since this Play was prepared for the 

Prefs, Mr, Sympfon has much improved his own Conjecture | tho\ I 

believe it will not ev'n how fatisfy. 

One without Science of her felf \ that Woman 
Who with the fleafure of high Life's not wanton, # 

At the fame time he informed me, that he had difcovered the In- 
jury done to our Poets, by turning their whole P Jay from Verfe 
iatp Profc, •."•"'. 

• Enter 
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• Enter Ilabclla, and Luce. 

Luce. I know the caufe of all this fadnefs now, 
Your Sifter has ingroft all the brave Lovers. • [thee 

• I/ah. Shtfs wherewithal/much good may't do her, pri- 
Speak foftty, we are open to Mens Ears. # 

Luce. Fear not, we're fafe, we may fee all that pafs, 
Hear all, and make our feltfes merry with their Language, 
And yet ftand undifcovtr'd ; be not melancholy, 
You are as fair as fhe. I fab. Who I ? I thank you, 
Lam as'hafte ordain'd me, a thing flubbcr'd, 
My Sifter \% aPgoodly portly Lady, 
A Woman of a Pretence, me fprcads Sattins, 
As the King's Ships dp Canvas, every where, 
She may fjfare me her Mifen, and her Bdhnets, 
Stride her jnain Petticoat, and yet out-fail me, 
1 am a Carvel to her. Luce. But a tight one. 

Ifab. She's excellent, well built too. Luce. Yet (he's old. 

Ifab. She never faw above one Voyage, Luce, 
And credit me, after another 
Her Hull will ferve again, a right good Merchant : 
She plays, and fings too, dances and difcourles, 
Comes very near Efiays/ a pretty Poet, 
Begins to piddle with Philoibphy, 
A fubtil Chymick Wench, and can extradl 
The Spirit of Mens Eftates, /he has the Light 
Before her, and can't mils her choice ; for me, 
'Tis reafofi I wait my, mean Fortune. Luce. You're fo 
bafhfuL 

Ifab. 'Tis not at firft word up and ride, thou'rt cozen'd, 
That wou'd fh^w mad i* faith ? Befides, we lofe 
The main part of our politick Government, % 
If we become provokers \ then we're fair, 
And fit 'for Mens Embraces, when like Tqwns, 
They lie before us Ages, yet not carried, 
Hold out thejr ftrongeft Batteries, then compound too 
Without the lofs of Honour, and march off 
With our fair Wedding* Colours flying. Who are thefe? 

Enter 
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Enter Francifco and Lance. • " * P . 
. » . [then, 

Luce. I know not, nor I care not, Ifab. Prithee peace 
A wdl.built Gentleman. Ifab. But poorly tbatcht. 

Lance Has he devour'd* you too ?' Fran. H'asgulp'd' 
me down, 4 Lance. . • • [thing:* 

Lance. Left you no means to ftudy ? Fran. Not a Far- 
Difpatcht my poor Annuity, . I«thank him, 
'Here's all the hope I have left^ <?ne bare ten Shillings. . 

Lance. You're fit for great Mens fervices. Fran. m Vm fit, 
But -who will take me thus ? Mens miferies 
Are now accounted • . * * 

Stains in their Natures. I have travejied, 
And I have ftudied long, obferv'd^ll Kingdoms, 
(12) Know alPthe Provinces of Art and Manners, 
Yet.that I am not bold, nor cannot flatter, • 
I fhall not. thrive, ail thefe are but vain Studies; 
Art thou fo rich as to get me a Lodging, Lance ? 

Lance. (13) I'll fell the Tiles o* my Houfe, my Horfe^ 
my Hawk eUe, 
Nay s'death Pll pawn my Wife : Oh Mr. Francis* . 
That I fhould fee your Father^ Houfe fall thus ! 

Ifab. An .honeft Fellow. * 

Lance. Your Father's Houfe, that fed me, 
That bred up all my Name? Ifab. A grateful Fellow* 

Lance. And Yall by -— 

Fran. Peace, I know youVe arlgry, Lance* 
But muft not hear with whom, hejs my Brother, 
4nd though you hold* him flight, my moft dear Brother : 

(12) — All the .Promifis^ of Art\ ^Provinces in this Place is 
Mr. Theobald's Reading, and as it feems a more proper Word I have 
irferte^ it, thai the old Reading is certainly Senfc. 

(13) r II fill the Titles of my Houfe elfe, my Horfi, my.Herwk] 
Mr. Theobald has made a Query in his Margin whether this fhould 
be Title or Tiles, I make no doubt of determining for the lift, not 
becaufe it was my own and Mr. Sympfon\ Conje&ure long fince, 
but that the very fame Expreffion, [P 11 fill the Tile* of my Houfe] 
occurs in another Play of our Authors. The Argument from the 
Meafure has not very great weight here, tho f it ought to haveTome, 
the flight Tranfpofitions of the Particle |>#*]«being all that is ne- 
cefTary to make the Verfe, a*l I feldom have occafion to take greater 
Liberties in reftoring the Mexre thro* the whole Play. - 

■ ' A 




* • 
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A Gentleman, excepting fome few rubs,' * 4 

He were too excellent to live here elfe, 
Fraughted as deep with noble and brave Parts, 
The iffues of a noble and manly Spirit, 
As any he alive, I muft not hear you ; 
Though I am miferable, and he made me fo 9 
Yet ftill he is my Brother, ftill I love him, 
And to that tye of Blood link my AffeAions . 

Jfob. A noble Nature! doft thou know Jiim, Luce? 

*Luce. No, Miftrefi. 

Ifab. Thou fhou'dft ever know fuch good Men * 
What a fair Body and a Mind are married I 
Did he not fay he wanted ? Luce. What's that t* you ? 

Ifab. .'Tis true, but 'tis great pity. Luce. How (he 
changes ! 
Ten thousand more than he, as handfbme Men too. 
* Ifab. *Tis lik£ enough, but as I live, this Gentleman 
Among ten thoufand thoufand ! Is there no knowing him? 
Why fhou'd he want ? Let Fellows of no merit, 

(14) Slight and puft Souls, that walk like Shadows by, 

(15) fceavingtio print of what they are, or poife,' 

Let them complain. Luce. Her Colour changes ftrangely." 
Ifab. This Man was made, to mark his wants to wi- 
ken us ; 
Alas poor Gentleman, but will that fledge him, 
Keep him from cold? believe me he's well-bred, 
And cannot be but of a noble Lineage, • 

(14) *— Puft Souls that walk like Shadows, by leaving no print of 
what they are,] Thr neglect of Metre has here again caufed a ma- 
terial Error in the Senfe ; had it been attended to, it would almoft 
hare forced the Comma into its proper place. Mr. Sympfon too faw 
the* Error iifthi Senfe, and corrected it- 

(15) Or poife f\ Tie Conftru&ion of this is a little difficult, 

leaving no print of what they are, or of what poife or weight they 
were. Mr. Sympfon not admitting this, would pot voice for poife t 
it being the property of Shadows neither to leave print or voice be- 
hind them.* And Voice, he fays, is ufed bpour Authors for Fame. 
If this be not admitted he would read, —for thofe 9 let them com-' 
plain. Bat I cannot fee fufficfent reafon for any Change. Little 
Difficulties of Conftruclion and Incorre&nefles of Language too fre- 
quently occur to fuppofe our Authors not fometisftes really guilty 

of them, 

» » 

'. Mark 
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Markfrhirrt, and markhihrwell. Luce. 'Is a handfom Man. 

Ifab. The fweetnefs of his fufferance fets him off, . 
O Luce> but where go I. ? Luce. You can't hide it. 
Ifah. I wou'd he had # what I can fpare. 
Luce- 'Tis' charitable* '[Tongue faft, 

Lance. Come Sir, 1*11 fee 'you lodg'd, youVe tiqd my 
I'll fteal before you want, 'tis but a hanging/ 

Ifab. That's a good Fellow too, an honeft Fellow, 
-Why, this wouljj move a Stone; I muft needs know; f 
But that fome other time. {Exeunt Lance, and Francifca 
Luce. Is the wind there ? 
* That makes for me. Ifab. Come, I forgot a bufinefi. 

[Exeunt. 


.ACT IL S C E N E I. 

Enter Widow, and Luce, 

Wid. TiyT Y Sifter, and a Woman of fo bafe a pity[ 
1V1 What was the Fellow ? Luce. Why, an or- 
. dinaryMan, Madam. 

Wid. Pooi? •' [neither. 

Luc. Poor enough, and no Man knows from whence 

' Wid. What cou'd fhe fee ? Luce. Only his mifery, 
For elfe fhe might behold a hundred handfomer, 

Wid. ^)id (he change much ? Luce. Extreamly, when 
he fpoke, 
And then her Pity, like an Orator, • 

(I fear her love) fram'd fuch a commendation, 
And follow'd it ,fa far, as made me wonder. % , 

Wid. Is fhe fo hot, or fuch a want qf Loyers, 
That fhe muft doat upon Afflidions ? 
Why does fhe not go romage all the Prifbns, 
And there beftow her^outh, bewray her Wantonnefs, 
And flie her Honour^common both to Beggary. 
Did fhe fpeak to him ? Luce. No, he faw us not, 
But ever fince fhe hath been mainly troubled. 
. Wid. Was h' young? Luce. Yes, young enough* 

Wid. And look'd he. like • . 
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A Gentleman ? Luce. Like fuch a Gentleman, 
(16) That wou'd pawn ten Oaths for twelve Pence. 

ffid. My Sifter, and fink bafely ! *t mull not be ; 
Does ftie uie means to know him ? [Sbortbofe. 

Luce. Yes Ma*m, and has employ'd a Squire call'd 
WiL O that's a precious Knave : Keep all thisprivate^ 
But (till be near her Lodging: what you can 
Gather by any means, let m f underftand : 
HI flop her heat, , 

And turn her Charity another way, 
To blefs her felf firft ; be ftill clofe t' her Counfels \ 
A Beggar and a Stranger ! There's a Bleffednefi ! 
I'll none of that 5 I have a Toy yet, Sifter, 
Shall -tell you this is foul, and make you find it 5 
And for your pains take the laft Gown I wore 5 
This makes me mad, but I ihall force a Remedy: 

{Exeunt* 

s 

Enter Fountain, Bellamore, Hairbrain, and Valentine. 

Fount. Sirrah, we have fo lookt for thee, and long'd 
for thee ; 
This Widow is the ftrangeft thing, the ftatelieft, 
And ftands fo much upon her Excellencies. 

Bel. She'th put us off, this Month now, for an Anfwer, 

Hair. No Man muft vifit her, nor look upon her, 
No, not to fay, Good morrow, or good even, 
'Till that is paft. 

Vol. Sh'as found what*Dough you are made of, and 
fo kneads you : 
Are y f good at nothing, but thefe after-games ?, 
I have told you often enough what things they are, 
What precious things, thefe Widows ■ 

Hair. If we had *em. 

(16) That would pawn ten Oaths for twelve Peace.] I have not 
ventured to change this, tho' I think it very probable that the Ori- 
ginal might have been 

fhat would pawn twenty Oaths for twenty Pence. 
The Players who were probably the Manglers as well as Editors of 
thefe Plays, and who entirely divefted this of its Meafure, in order 
to render the Dialogue more low and farcical, would perhaps think 
that twelve Pence founded droller than twenty Pence. 

VaL 
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Val Why 
The Devil has not craft enough to woo *em, [men, 

There be three kinds of Fools, mark this Note, Gentle- 
Mark it, and underftand it. Fount. Well, go forward. 

Val An Innocent, a Knave Fool, a Fool Politick : 
The laft of which are Lovers, Widow Lovers. 

Bel Will you allow no Fortune. Val No fuch blind one. 

Fount. We gaw you Reafons, why 'twas needful for us. 

Vai* As you're thofe Fools, I did allow thofe Reafons, 
But as my Scholars and Companions damn'd *em : 
Do you know what it is to woo a Widow ? 
Anfwer me coolly now, and underftandingly. 

Hair. Why, to lie with her, and t'enjoy her Wealth. 

Val Why, there you're Fools ftill, crafty to tatch 
your felves, 
Pure politick Fools, I lookt for fuch an Anfwer ; 
Once more hear me 5 It is, * ^ 

To wed a Widow, to be doubted mainly, 
Whether the ftate you have be yours or no, 
(17) Oc thofe old Boots you ride in. Mark me, Widows 
Are long Extents in Law upon Men's Livings, 
Their Bodies Winding-fheets* they that enjoy 'em, 
Lie but with dead Mens Monuments, and beget 
Only their own ill Epitaphs : Is not this plain now ? 

BeL Plain fpoken. 

Val And plain Truth * but if you*H needs 
Do things of danger, do but Jofe your fclves, 
Not any part concerns. your Underftandings, 
For then you are Meacocks, Fools, and Mifcrabte, 

U7) — - Widows are long Extents in Law upon News, Linings 

npon their Bodies Winding-fleet^ News was an odd corruption : Mr 

toft conjeaure was, — upon Men, living npon their Bodies Winding- 

fleets \ Mr. Theobald read— upon Men' s Livings, npon their Bodies 

Winding fleet. This fcemed a better Reading than mine. Bat ftill 

it had fome Obfcurities. That Widows are long Extents in Law 

upon Mens Livings or Eftates, is clear ; but how arc they Extents in 

Law npon their. Bodies Winding-meets ? A proper Attention to the 

Metre gives good Reafon to conclude the fecond npon to be an In- 

terpolation ; for the Verfc is perfefl, and the Senfe clear without 

Husbawb?™ m Wind »«-<hcets and Monuments of their dead 

March 
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(18) March off amain, within an Inch of a Fircug, 

Turn me on the toe like a Weather-cock, * 

Kiil every day a Serjeant for a twelve Month, 

Rob the Exchequer, and burn all the Rolls, 

And thefe will make a fhew./fo/r. And thefe are trifles 

Vol. Confider'd to a Widow, empty nothings * 
For here you venture but your Perfons, there 
The varnifh of your Perfons, your Diicretions % 
Why, 'tis a monftrous thing to marry at all, 
Efpeciallyas now 'tis made ; methinks 
(19) , A Man, an underftanding Man, *s more Wife 
To me, and of a nobler tie, than all thefe trinkets * 
What do 'we get by Women, but our Senfcs, 
Which is the rankeft part about us, fatisfied, 
And when that's done, what are we ? Creft-falfti Cowards* 
What benefit can Children be, but Charges 
And Difobedience ? What's the love they render 
At one apd twenty years ? I pray die, Father : 
When they are young, they are like Bells rung backwards, 
Nothing but noife and giddinefs ; and come to year^pnce, 
There drops a Son by th' Sword in his Miftrels's quarrel, 
A great joy to his Parents : A Daughter ripe too, 
Grow* high and lufty in her blood, muft have 
A heating, runs' away wi' a fupple ham'd Servingman : 
His twenty Nobles fpent, takes to a Trade, 
And learns to fpin Mens Hair off*; there's another, 
And moft are of this Nature, will you marry ? 

Fount. For my part yes, for any doubt I feel yet. 


(18) — Within an Inch of a Fircug f ] I believe there is 
fuch wor4 as Fircug, Mr. Theobald alters it to Firelock, and WM 
very fond "of the Conje&ure, for he fent it me among the few that 
he favoured me with by Letter, but I cannot fee what danger there 
is in meerly marching near a Firelock, unlefs in the inftant of Dis- 
charging, or what relation turning o s tht toe like a Weather- cock, has 
to a Firelock. I dare fay the Authors originally ufed a word that 
fignified a Place to turn upon, where to Sip was certain Death ; 
the bell Ward I know is Precipice, but that's too far from the trace 
of the Letters. Whirlpool, Furnace, and Spire-top, would give the 
Senfe required, but I ihall not venture either of them in the Text. 

10, —_ More- <wife to me,\ Good Senfe, which is the beft Manu- 
script, lets us fee at once that wife is a Corruption, and that our Poets 
undoubtedly wrote Wifi. . Mr. Sympfon. 

Vol. 
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yah And this fame Widow ? Fount. If I may, and 
methinks; 
However you are pleas'd t* difpute thefe Dangers^ 
Such a warm match, for you, Sir, were not hurtful. 

Vol. Not half fo killing as for you ; for me, 
She can't with all the Art (he has, make me more miferable, 
Or much more fortunate ; I have no ftate left, 
A benefit that none of you can brag of, 
And there's the Antidote againft a Widow ; 
Nothing to lofe, but that my Soul inherits. 
Which (he can neither law nor claw away ; . 
To that, but little Flefh, it were too much elfe; 
And that unwholfom too, it were too rich elfe s 
And to all this Contempt of what fhe does : 
I can laugh at her Tears, negledt her Angers, ' 
Hear her without a Faith, fo pity her 
As if fhe were a Traytor ; moan her Peribn, 
But deadly hate her Pride ; if you cou'd do theft, 
And had but this Difcretion, and like Fortune, 
'Twerp but an equal venture. Fount. This is Malice,' 

Vaf. "When fhe lies with your Land, and not with you, 
Grows great with Joyntures, and is brought to bed, 
With all the ftate you have, you'll find this certain % - 
But is it come to pafs that you muft Marry, 
Is there no buff will hold you ? Bel. Grant it be fo. 

Vol. Then chufe the tamer evil, take a Maid, 
A Maid not worth a Penny 5 make her yours, 
Knead her, mid mould her yours, a Maid worth nothing, 
There is a virtuous Spell in that word Nothing \ 
A Maid makes Conscience of half a Crown 
(20) A week for Pins and Puppet-fhows, a Maid* 
Will be content with one Coach and two Horfes, 
Not falling out becaufe they are not matches \ 
With one Man fatisfied, with one Rein guided, 
(2,1) With one Faith, one Content, one Bed, one Good, 

She 

(20) — — Pint and Puppets,] As there is a Syllable . wanting in 
the Meafure here, I have ventured to fupply it. Pins and Puppet- 
Jbo<ws fcem to me rather more expreuive of a Lady's Pocket Ex- 
pences than Pins and Puppets, 

(21) — Out Bed, igedj&e makes the wife,] Mr. Theobald reads, 

• th* 
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She makes the Wife, preferves the Fame and Mue % 
A Widow is a Chriftmas-Box that fweeps all. 

Fount. Yet all this cannot fink us, Val. You're my. 
Friends, 
And all my loving Friends, I fpend your Mony* 
Yet I defcrve it too, you are my Friends ftill, 
I ride your Horfes, when I want I fell *em ; 
I eat your Meat, I help to wear your Linnen, 
Sometimes I make you drunk, and then you feal, 
For which I'll do you this Commodity, 
Be rul*d, and Jet me try her, 111 difcover her * 
The truth is, I will never leave to trouble her, 
*Till I fee through her, then if I find her worthy. 

Hair. This was our meaning, Valentine. 

Val. 'Tis done then. 
I muft want nothing. Hair. Nothing but the Woman. 

Val. No Jealoufie, my Friends j for when I marry, 
The Devil muft be wifer than I take him 5 
And the FJefh fooliftier. Come let's to Dinner, 
And when I'm whetted well with Wine, have at her, 

[Exeunt. 

Enter Ifabella and Lutie. 

Jfab. But art thou fure ? Luce. No forer than I heard. 

/fab. That it was he, that flouting Fellow's Brothex ? 

Luce. Yes, Sbortbofe told me fo. 

I fab. Did he fearch out the truth ? Luce. It feems he did. 

I fab. I jSrithee Luce call him hither, if 
He be no worfe, I ne'er repent my pity. 
Now Sirrah, what was he we fent you after, 
The Gentleman i'th' black ? 

the <wift from the old Quarto, and Mr. $ympfon y tie* wife, both 
retaining the word aged, which, tho' not Nonfenfc, feems to' add 
very little to the Senfe, efpedally to Mr. Theobald's reading,, which 
to me feems as far as he alters, to be the true one. But what con- 
vinces me that [aged] is a fpurious Word, is, that it utterly fport* 
the Meafare ; my reading is near the trace of the Letters, reftores 
the Verfe, and gives, I think, a much better Senfe, arise, that a Maid 
when married has one Good, or the fame Inter eft with her Hus- 
band* in contradiction to a Widow, who generally has a feparate 

Vol. I! U Entm 
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Enter Shorthofe. 

Short. I'th' torn black ? 

Ifab. Yes, the fame Sir. 

Short. What wou'd your Worlhip with him ? 

Ifab. W hy, my Worfhip 
Wou'd know his Name, and what he is. 

Short. 'Is nothing, 
He is a Man, and yet he is no Man. 

Ifab. You muft needs play the Feol. 

Short. 'Tis my profeflion. 

Ifab. How is he a Man, and no Man ? 

Short. He's a Beggar, 
Only the fign of a Man, the Bufh pull'd down, 
Which (hows the Houfe (lands empty. 

Ifab. What's his Calling ? Short. They call him Beggar. 

Ifab. What's his Kindred ? Short. Beggars. 

Ifab. His Worth ? Short. A learned Beggar, a poor 

Ifab. How does he live ? [Scholar. 

Short. Like Worms, he eats old Books. 

Ifab. Is Valentine his Brother ? Short. *s Begging Brother. 

Ifab. What may his Name be ? Short. Orfon. 

Ifab. Leave your fooling. 

Short. You had as good fay, leave your living. 

Ifab. Once more 
Tell me his Name dire&ly. Short. I'll be hang'd firft, 
Unlefc- 1 heard him Chriftened, but I can tell 
What foolifh People call him. Ifak What ? 

Short. Francifco. 

Ifab. Where lies this Learning, Sir ? 

Short. In Paul's Church-yard forfooth. 

Ifab. I mean the Gentleman, O Fool. 

Short. O that Fool, 
He lies in loofe Sheets every where, that's no where. 

Luce. You have glean'd, Shorthofe, fince you came 
P the Country, to Londtn : 

You were an arrant Fool, a dull cold Coxcomb ; 
Here every Tavern teaches you, the pint Pot 
Has fo bclabour'd you with Wit, your brave Acquaintance 
That gives you Ale, fo fortified your Mazard, 

That 
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That there's no talking to you. lfab> 'Is much improv'd* 

A Fellow, a fine Difcourfcr. Short. I hope fo, 

I have not waited at the tail of Wit 

So long to be an Afi. Lute. But fay now, SbortboJe 9 

My Lady fliou'd remove into thte Country, 

Short. I Ijad as lieve (he fhould remove to Heav'fy 
And '$ foon Pd undertake to follow her. 

Luce. Where no old Charnico is, nor no Anchoves, 
Nor Mafter fuch-a-one, to meet at the Rofe, 
And bring my Lady fuch-a- ones chief Chamber-maid. 

Jfab. No bouncing Healths to this brave Lad, dear 
Short bo/e, 
Nor down o'th' knees to that illuftrious Lady. 

Luce. No Fiddles, nor no lufty noife of Drawer, 
Carry this pottle to my Father Shortbofe. 

J fab. No Plays, nor gaily Foifts, no ftrange Embafladom 
To run and wonder at, till thou bee'ft Oyl, 
And then come home again, and lye by th* Legend. 

Luce. Say (he fhou'd go. Short. If I fay, Ml be hang'd, 
Or if I thought Ihe'd go. Luce. What ? , 

Short. Pd go with her. 

Luce. Buf Shortbofe^ where thy Hedrt is ~— • 

I fab. Do not fright him. 

Luce. By this Hand Miftrefi 'tis a Noife, a loud one/ 
And from her own Mouth, prefently to be gone too, 
But why, or to what end ? Short. Mayn't a Man die firft ? 
She'll give him fo much time. Ifab. Gone o'th* fudden 1 
Thou doft box jeft, (he muft not mock the Gentlemen. 

Liue. She's put them off a Month, they dare not fee htr f 
Believe me, Miftrefi, what I hear I tell you. 

Ifab. Is this true, Wench ? Gone on fo lhort a warning! 
What trick is this ? She never told me of it* 
It muft not be \ Sirrah, attend me prefently, 
You know I've been a careful Friend unto you, 
Attend me in the Hall, and next be faithful, 
Cry not, we fhall not go. Short. Her Coach may crack, 

[Exeunt. 


U 2 Enter 
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Enter Valentine. Francifco, and Lance. 

* 

Val. Which way to live ! How dar*ft thou come to 
To ask fuch an idle queftion ? [Town, 

Fran. Methinks 'tis aecefiary, 
Unlels you cou'd reftore that Annuity 
You have tipled up in Taverns. 

Val. Where haft thou been, 
And how brought up Francifco, that thou talk'ft 
Thus out of France? Thou wert a pretty FelJow, 
And of a handfbm Knowledge 5 who has fpoil'd thee ? 

Lance. He that has fpoil'd himfelf, to make him iport, 
And by his Copy, will fpoil all comes near him : 
Buy but a Glafs, if you be yet fo wealthy, 
And look there who? Val. Well faid, old Copihold. 

Lance. My Heart's good Freehold, Sir, and fo you'll find 
This Gentleman's your Brother, y'r hopeful Brother, [it ; 
For there's no hope of you, ufe him thereafter, 

Val. E'en 's well as I ufe my felf ? what wou'dft thou 
have, Frank ? 

Fran. Can you procure me 'a hundred pound ? 

Lance. Hark what he lays to you, • 

try your Wits, they fay you're excellent at it, 
Your Land has lain long Bed-rid, and unfenfible. 

Fran. And I'll forget all wrongs; you fee my State, 
And to what wretchednefs your will has brought me ; 
But what it may be, by this Benefit, 
If timely done, and like a noble Brother, 
Both you and I may feel, and to our Comforts. 

Val A hundred pound ! dolt thou know what thou'ft 
faid* Boy? 

Fran. I faid a hundred pound. Vah Thou haft laid more 
Than any Man can juftifie, .believe it. 
Procure a hundred pounds ! I &y to thee 
There's no fuch Sum in Nature, forty fliillings 
There may be now i'th' Mint, and that's a Treafure 5 

1 have feen five pound ere now, but let me tell it, 
And 'tis as wonderful as Calves with five Legs; here's 
Five /hillings, Frank, the harveft of five Weeks, 

And a good Crop too, take't, and pay thy firft Fruits, 
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I will come down and eat it out. Fran. * Pis Patience 
Muft meet with you, Sir, and not Love. 

Lance. Deal roundly, 
And leave thefe fiddle faddles. Vol. Leave thy prating, • 
Thou think'ft thou art a notable wife Fellow, 
Thou and thy rotten Sparrow-Hawk ; two o' the reverent. 

Lance. I think you are mad, or if you be not, will be, 
With the next Moon •, what wou'd you have him do ? 

Val. How ? Lance. To get Mony firft, that is to live, 
You've Ihew'd him how to want. VaL f Slife how do I live? 
Why, what dull Fool wou'd ask that Qiieftion ? 

(22) Three hundred three pilds more, ay and live bravely : 
The better half o'th* Town live glorioufly, 

And ask what States they have, or what Annuities, 
Or when they pray for feafonable Harvefts : 
Thou haft a handlome Wit, ftirint* the World, Frank, 
Stir, ftir for lhame, thou art a pretty Scholar: 
Ask how to Jive ? write, write, write any thing, 
The World's a fine believing World, write News. 
Lance. Dragons in Suffix* Sir, or fiery Battels 
Seen in the Air at Afpurge. Val. There's the way, Frank, 
And in the tail of thefe, fright me the Kingdom 
Wi* a fharp Prognoftication, that fliall fcowr them, 

(23) (Dearth upon Dearth) like Levant TafFaties, 
Predictions of Sea-breaches, Wars and want 

Of Herrings on our Cbaft, with bloody Nofes. 

Lance. Whirl- winds fliall take off th* top o* Grantham 
And* clap it on St. PauPs, and after thefe, £Stcp!e, 

A Lenvoy to the City for their Sins, 

Val. Probatum eft 7 thou canft not want a Penfion, 
Go fwitch me up a Covey of young Sholarsy 
There's twenty Nobles, and two loads of Coals, 
Are not thefe ready ways ? Cofmography 

(22) Three bunded three f Hit more,] /, e» Three hundred who 
drefs richly, or in three pil'd Velvets. 

1 {23) Like /even Taff'aties,] Lewnt or Turfy Taffaties it * good 
Senfc which the former Reading feems not to be ; the Conjecture 
therefore, which is Mr. Sympfon\ tho' advanced with doubt by him, 
I think a \try happy one, 

U 3 Thou'rt 
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(*4) ThouVt deeply read in, draw me a Map o f thfe 

Mermaid, 
I mean a Mid-night Map to (cape the Watches, 
And fuch long fenflefs Examinations, 
And Gentlemen fhall feed thee, right good Gentlemen: 
I cannot ftay long. Lance. You've read learnedly, 
(2£) And wou'd you have him follow thefe Chimeras ? 
Did you begin with Ballads ? Fran. Well, I'll leave you, 
I fee my Wants are grown ridiculous, 
Yours may be fo, I will not curfe you neither ; 
You may think, when thefe wanton Fits are over, 
Who bred me, and who ruin'd me; look t*y*r lelf^ Sir, 
A Providence I wait on. Vol. Thou art paffionate, 
Haft been brought up with Girls ? 

Enter Shorthofe with a Bag. 

Short, Reft you merry, Gentlemen, 

VaU Not fo merry as you (uppofe, Sir. 

Short. Pray ftay a while* and let me take a View of you, 
J may put jny Spoon into the wrong Pottage-pot elte. 

Fdf. Why, wilt thou-muftcrus? Short. No you're not he, 
Vou are a thought too Jiandfome. {P^P & ? 

Lance. Who wou'dft thou fpeajc withal, why doft thou 

Short. I'm looking Birds nefts, but I can find none 
In your Bu(h-beard, Pd fpeak with you, black Gentle- 

JFran, With me, my Friend ? {jnqn* 

Short. Yes fure, and the beft Friend, Sir, 
It feems, you fpake withal this Twelve-Month, Gentleman. 
There's Mony for you. Vol. How ? 

Short. There's none for you, Sir, 
Be not fo brief, law how; it itches at it ; 
Jgtand off v you ftir myCholer. Lance. Take*t, 'tis Many. 

Short, You are too quick too, firft be fure you have it, 
You feem to be a Faulkoner, but a fooliih one. 

'hanct. Take't, and fay nothing. • 

(24) — AMatfromtheMtrmaid^ Both $enfe and. Mqafare con- 
firm the trifling Alteration which I've made, bat I ihould have 
-ventured it without a Note, had it not been fieceflary to m ent i on 
that the tyermaid was probably a famous Tavern. Valentino in the 
next Scene bids Franeifio meet him at the Mermajd« 
'US) ±*~M'g'res,] ForjnciS EfiWons, 

^ SbirL 
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Short. You are cozen'd too, 
*Tis take't, and fpend it. Fran. From whom came it, Sir? 

Short. Such 'nother word, and you (hall have none on't. 

Fran. I thank you, Sir, I doubly thank you. 

Short. WeH, Sir, 
Then buy you oetter Cloaths, and get your Hat dreft, 
And tell your Lauodrefs to wafh your Boots white. 

Fran. Pray (lay, Sir, may'nt you be miftaken ? 

Short. I think I am, 
Give me the Mony again, come quick, quick, quick. 

Fran. I wou'd be Joth render, till I'm fure it be (b. 

Short. Hark in your Ear, is not your Name Francifeo ? 

Fran. Yes. 

Short. Be quiet then, *t may Thunder a hundred times, 
Before fuch Stones fall : Don't you need it ? Fran. Yes. 

Short. And it is thought you have it. 

Fran. Yes, I think 
I have. 

Short. Then hold it faft, it is not fly-blown : 
You may pay for the Poundage, you forget your (elf, 
I have not feen a Gentleman fo backward, 
A wanting Gentleman. Fran. Your Mercy, Sir. 

Short. Friend, you have Mercy, a whole Bag full of 
Mercy. 
Be merry with it, and be wife. Fran. I would fain, 
If it pleafe you, Sir, but know — — - 

Short. It does not pleafe me, 
Tell o'er your Mony, and be not mad, Boy. 

Val. You have no more fuch Bags ? 

Short. More fuch there are, Sir, 
But few I fear for you, I've caft your Water, 
You've Wit, you need no Mony. [Exit. 

Lance. Ben't amaz'd, Sir, 
'Tis good Gold, good old Gold, this is Reftoraiive, 
And in good time, it comes to do you good, 
Keep it and ufe't, let honeft Fingers feel it, 
Yours be too quick, Sir. 

Fran. He nam'd me, and he gave'c me, but from whom. 

Lance. Let 'em (end more, and then examine it. 
This can be but a Preface. 

U 4 Fran. 
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Fran. Being a Stranger, 
Of whom can I deferve this? Lance. Sir, of any Man 
That has but Eyes f and manly Underftanding 
To find Mens wants, good Men are bound to do fo. 

Val Now you fee, Franks there are more ways than 
certainties, 
Now you believe : What Plow brought you this Harveft, 
What fale of Timber, Coals, or what Annuities ? 
Thefe feed no Hinds, nor wait the Expe&ation 
Of Quarter-days, you fee it fhow'rs in to you. 
You are an Ate, lie plodding, and lie fooling, 
About this Blazing Star, and that bopeep, 
Whining, and- fafting, t* find the natural I^eafon 
Why a Dog turns twice about before he lie down, 
What'ufe of thefe, or what Joy in Annuities, 
Where every Man's thy ftudy, and thy Tenant, 
I am afhamVd on thee. Lance. Yes, 1 have ken 
This Fellow, there's a wealthy Widow hard by, 

Va(. Yes, marry is there. Lance. I think he's her Servant, 
Or I am cozen'd elic, I am fure on*t. 

Fran, I am glad on't. Lance, She's a good Woman. 

Fran. I am gladder. 

Lance, And young enough, believe. 

Fran, I am gladded of all, Sir. 

Vol. Franks you (hall lye with me foon, 

Fran. Thank my Mony. 

Lance. His Mony (hall lye with me, three in a Bed, Sir, 
Will be too much thi$ weather. Val. Meet m* at the Mer- 
And thou (halt fee what things ■ ■ [maid, 

Lance. Truft to your fclf, Sir, [Exeunt Fran, and JUn, 

(?§) Enter Fountain, Hairbrain, and Bellamore. 

Fotifft, O- Valentine ! Val. How now, why do you look 
BgL The Widow's going, Man. [fo? 

Val. Why, let her go, Man. 
Hair. She's going out o'th' Town, 

(26) Enttr Fountain, and Bellamore.] Mr. Theobald has jufUjr added 
Hfiirbain to the other two, and has put the initial Letters of his 
Name to it, the ufuaj Mark to thofc Eqiefld^tiajis where he in- 

ftr>d$i a Note, 


■•=» 1 
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Val The Town's the happier, 
I wouM they were all gone- Fount. We can't come 
To fpeak with her. Val Not fpeak to her ? Bel She will 
Be gone within this hour, either now Val 

Fount. Hair. Now, now, good Valentine. Val Pd rather 
March i'th' mouth o'th* Cannon * but adieu. 
If fhe be *bove ground, go, away to your PrayVs, 
Away I fay, away, Ihe fhall be fpoke withal. [Exeunt. 

Enter Shorthofe with one Boot on % Roger, and Humphry. 

Rog. She will go, Shorthofe. 
Short. Who can help it, Roger? 
Ralph. \within7\ Help down with the Hangings, 
Rog. By and by Ralph, 
I am making up o'th' Trunks here. Ralph. Shorthofe 
Short. Well. J # 

Ralph. Who looks to my Lady's Wardrobe ? Hum* 
pbry. Hum. Here. 

Ralph. Down with the Boxes in the Gallery, [rain, 
And bring away th v Coach Culhions. Short. WilPtnot 
No conjuring abroad, nor no devices 
To ftop this Journey ? Rog. Why go now, why now, 
Why o'th' fudden now ? what Preparation, 
What Horfes have we ready, what Provifion 
Laid in i'th' Country ? Hum. Not an Egg, I hope. 

Rog. No nor one drop of good drink, Boys, there's 
th* Devil. 

Short. I heartily pray the Malt be mufty, and then 
We muft come up again. Hum. What fays the Steward? 

Rog. He's at % s wits end -, for fome four hours fince, 
Out of his hafte and providence, he miftook 
The Miller's mangy Mare, for his own Nagg. [ney* 

Short. And (he may break his Neck, and fave the Jour- 
Oh, London, how I love thee ! Hum. Pve no Boots, 
Nor none I'll buy : Or if I had, refufe me 
If I would venture my ability, 

Before a Cloak-Bag, Men' are Men. Short. For my part, 
If I be brought, as I know't will be aim'd at, 
To carry any dirty dairy Cream-pot, 
Or any gentle Lady of the Laundry, 

Chambring, 
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Chambring, or wantonnefi behind my Gelding, 
With all her Streamers, Knap-facks, Glafies, Gugawes 

(27) As if I were a running Frippery, * 
Ml give 'erri Jeave to cut my Girts, and flay me. 

(28) I'll not be troubled with their Diftillations, 
At every half mile's end, I underftand my felf, 
And am refolv'd. Hum, To morrow night at Olivers! 
Who (hall be there Boys, who fliall meet the Wenches ? 

Rog. The well brew'd ftand of Ale, we fhould have 
met at! ' ^ 

Short. Thefe Griefs, like to another Tale of Troy, 
Wou*d mollifie the Hearts of barbarous People, 
And make Tom Butcher weep, Mneas enters, 
And now the Town is loft. 

Enter Ralph. 

Ralph. Well whither run you > 
My Lady's mad. Short. I wou'd fhe were in Bedlam. 

Ralph. The Carts are come, no Hands to help to load 
The Stuff lies in the Hall, the Plate. ['em ? 

[Widow within.} Why Knaves there, 
Where be thefe idle Fellows, Short. Shall I ride with one 

Wid. Why where I fay?j Boot? 

Ralph. Away, away, \t my ft be fo. 

Short. O for a tickling Storm, to laft but ten days. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT III. SCENE L 

Enter Ifabella, and Luce. 

Luce. 



ADifh 
Luce 9 

(27) Flippery^ 

(28) Difiibations] Former Editions, both Mr. TbepbaU, J4*. ty#- 
fett, and I agreed in thefe two Corrections. 

Wou'd 
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WouM do a great deal better. Luce. I proteft, Miftrefi. 

Ifab. 'Twill be your own one time or other : Walter. 

Walter, [within J Anon forfooth. 

Ifab. Lay my Hat ready, and my Fan and Cloak, 
You are fo full of Providence* and Walter* 
Tuck up my little Box behind the Coach, 
And bid my Maid make ready, my fweet fervice 
To your good Lady Miftrds ; and my Dog ; 
Good let the Coachman carry him. Luce. But hear me. 

Ifab. I am in Love, fweet Luce, and you're fo skilful, 
That I muft needs undo my feJf 5 and hear me, 
Let Oliver pack up my Glals difcreedy, 
And fee my Curls well carried. O fweet Luce, 
You have a Tongue, and open Tongues have open— ^ 
You know what, Luce. Luce. Pray be fatisfied. 

Ifab. Yes, and contented too, before I leave you. 
{29 ) There is a Roger, which fome call a Butler, 
I ipeak of certainties, I don't fifli, Luce, 
Nay do not flare, I have a Tongue can talk too : 
And a Green Chamber Luce, a Back-door 
Opens t'a long Gallery ; there was a Night; Luee, 
Do you perceive, do you perceive me yet i 

do you blufh, Luce ? a Friday night 

1 law your Saint, for t'other Box of Marmalade, 
AH*s thine, fweet Roger j this I heard and kept too. 

Luce. As you're a Woman, Miftrefs. Ifab. This I allow 
As good and Phyfical fometime, thefc Meetings, 
And for the cheering of the Heart.; but Luce, 
To have your own turn ferv'd, and to your Friend 
To be a Dogbolt. Luce. I confefi it, Miftrefs. 

JJab, As you have made my Sifter jealous of me, 
And foolifhly, and cbildifhly purfu'd it, 
1 have found out your haunt, and trae'd your purpofe t 
For which mine Honour faffers * your beft ways 
Muft be applied to bring her back again, 
And ferioufly and fuddenly, that fo 
I may have Means to clear my felf, and (he 

k (*9) Cull a Butcher,] There was a Roger in the Family , 

but he was the Butler and not a Batcher, and there can fcarce b» 
any doubt of fcis being the Perfgn fj>oke of here, M*. Sjmpfin. 

A 
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A fair Opinion of me, elfe you peeviflv 
Luce. My Pow'r and Pray'rs, Miftrefi. 
Ifak What's the matter ? 

Enter Shorthofe, and Widow. 

Short. I have been with the Gentleman, he has it, 
Much good may do him with it. . 

Wid. Come, are you ready ? 
(So) You love to delay time, the Day goes on. 

Ifab. Pve fent for a few Trifles, when thole come ; 
And now I know your Reafon. • [finels, 

Wid. Know your own Honour then ; (about your bu- 
Sce the Coach ready prefently,) Pll tell you more then. 

[Exe. Luce, and Shorthofe. 
And underftand it well, you muft not think your Sifter . 
So tender-eyed as not to fee your Follies ; 
Alas I know your Heart, and muft imagine, 
And truly too,, 'tis not your Charity • 

Can coin fuch Sums to give away as you've done, 
In that you have no wifdom Ifabel 3 
No nor Modefty, : 

Where nobler ufes are at home ; I tell you, 
I am afham'd to find this in your Years, * 
Far more in your Difcretion, none to chufe 
But thfhgs for Pity, none to feal your Thoughts on, 
Bat one of no abiding, of no name ; 
Nothing to bring you to but Cold and Hunger: 
A jolly Joynture, Sifter, you are happy, 
No Mony, not ten Shillings, Ifab. You fearch nearly. 

Wid. I know it as I know your folly, one 
That knows not where he'll eat's next Meal, take's reft, 
Unlefs it be i'th' Stocks ; what Kindred has'e, 
But a more wanting Brother, or what Virtues ? 
Ifab, You have had rare. Intelligence, I fee, Sifter. 
Wid. Or fay the Man had Virtue, 
Is Virtue in this Age a full Inheritance ? 

A& . T t D «yg r ™* *»J Tho' this is Senfe, yet Mr. Symplon 

thinks it neceffary to make the Poets confident with themfelves, and 
reads >goes t becaufe Ifabella ufes that Expreffion to hen Sifter when 
tic retorts upon her the Sarcafms of this Scene. 

What 
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What jointure can he make you, Plutarch's Morals, 
Or fo much penny rent in the fmall Pfaets ? 
This is not well, 'tis weak, I grieve to know it. 

I fab. And this you quit the Town for ? Wid. Is* t not time? 

I fab. You are better read in my Afiairs than I am, 
That's all I hare to anfwer \ I'll go with you, 
And willingly, and what you think moft dangerous, 
Pll fit and laugh at. Sifter, 'tis not Folly 
But good Discretion governs our mean Fortunes. 

Wid. I'm glad to hear you (ay fo. Ifab.l am far yon. [Ext. 

Enter Shorthoic, and Humphry, with riding Rods. * 

Hum. The Devil cannot ftay her, fhe will on't, 
Eat an Egg now, and then we rauft away. 

Short. I am already gaul'd, yet I will pray, 
May London ways henceforth be full of holes, 
And Coaches crack their Wheels, may zealous Smiths 
(31) So houfel. all our Hackaeys, that they may feel 
. Vo l. II. # Com- 

(31) SeboxklaffokrHac&^Jlhzvth^atitttzryl^ 
Gentleman of Learning on this PaJTage. Houfel &gaiEcs the Euebarift, and 
there not Teeming the ledl Connexion 'between die Eucharrit and Smiths 
laming Horfes, he would read bosse~well 9 to hmt in the For eft Lmw Signi- 
fying expeditare, to draw the Soles of the Feet. The Conje&urc is very 
ingenious, but I obferv'd, that it would not correfpond with the Context, 
for x£a/otis and Compundion being both equivocal, and evidently referring 
to fome religious Rite; require the intermediate Verb to be equivocal alfc£ 
and that, houfel was probably the true one, if it had any Senfe applica- 
ble to Horfes as well as to the Sacrament. I therefore conje&ur'd that 
it might fignify to prepare for a Journey* as the Euebarift given, to dying 
Perfons is calPd Viaticum. On confuting GUffaries I found this highly 
probable, if not certain. Minfiew fay*, Houfel is not the Sacrament in 
general, but only when adniiniftred to dying Perfons. (Thus Sbakefpear 
tifes it, unbcufePd, unanointed, unemeTd, fpoken by the Ghoft m Hamlet.) 
Spelman explaining the Viaticum, gives Houfel as its Equivalent, and re- 
fers to Tort ef cue De Laudibus Legum Anglia, Cap. 22. Cum ad Mortis ar- 
ticulum infirmaretur ultimum quoque Viaticum Chrifti videlicet Corpus fump- 
fijfet: Which is thus translated by the great- Selden. Being brought in 
Defpair of his Life, and thereupon receiving his Honvfel. Had Honuftl 
been the Sacrament in general, it would have been the How/el. This 
feems deciftve. But the Gentleman does not admit it to be quite fo, for 
he produces many Authorities for Hufel, Honofel, or Houfel (for it's fpelt 
three ways) fignifying the Euebarift in general. He fays the fame Spel- 
man renders Hufel-Gang, Aditio Eucbariftia, a going to the Euebarift ; I 
can't find this in Spelvtan, but doubt not its being there, tho' I believe 

. th* 
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Comgundtion in- their Feet* and tire at Highgatt^ 
May't rain above all Almanacks until 
The Carriers fail, and the King's Fi'fhmonger 
Ride like Arson on a Trout to London,. 

Hum. At St- Albans > 
Let all the Inns be drunk, not an Hoft fober 
To bid her Worlhip welcome. Short. Not a Fiddle, 
But all preach'd down with Puritans ; no meat 
But Legs of Beef. Hum. No Beds but WooI*packs* ] 
• Short. And all thofe fo crammM 
With Warrens of ftarv'd Fleas that bite like Bandogs \ 
Xzt Mims be angry at their St. Bel Swagger, 
And we pafs in the heat on't and be beaten, 
Beaten abominably, beaten Horfe and Man, % . 
And all my Ladies Linnen fprinkled o*er 
With Suds and Difh-water. 

Short. Not a Wheel but out of Joint. 

Enter Roger laughing. • 

Hum. Why doft thou laugh ? • 

Rog. There's a Gentleman, the rareft Gentleman* 
And makes the rareft Jporf. Short. Where, where ? ' 

Rog. Within here, 
H'as made the gayeft fport with Tom the Coachman, 
So tew'd him up with Sack that he lies lafliing 
A But of Malmfie for his Mares. Short. *Tis very good. 

Rog. And talks and laughs, and fings the rareft Songs, 

the Eng/ifo is falfe printed, becaufe the Latin is falfly tranftated ; for 
Aditio Eucharifti* is a going of the Eucharift* and HufehGang is evi- 
dently the Gang of People attending it. So that Spelman dill confirms 
the Interpretation. The next Authority is Willis's Notitia Parliamentarid, 
Vol. 2. p. 343. who quotes an old Regifter of Hontton, Devon/hire* of a 
Chapelry, which in Hen. VITIth's Reign contain'd 700 boufeling People. 
This may be underftood in the reftrain'd Senfe of the Word, but if it is 
not, it only (hews that the Word was fometimes underftood of the Sa- 
crament in general ; but it does not annul the Authority otSelden above, 
as it is join'd with Shake/pear and our Authors, who cannot be under* 
ftood without interpreting Houfel in the Senfe of Viaticum. May xealout 
Smiths fo houfel, i. e. prepare tfur Horfes for the Journey that they may 
feel CompunBim in their Feet. It is indeed a little profane, but that Pm 
forry for ; our Authors are not fo cautious of this as we might with 
them, tho' they are much more fo than moft of the Comic Writers of 
their Age, or of any Age fince. 

And 
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And Sbortbofe he's fo maulM the Red Deer Pies, 
Made fuch an Alms iW Buttery. Short. Better ft ill. 

Enter Valentine, and Widow. 

Hum. My Lady in a rage with the Gentleman ? 

Short. May he anger her into a Fever. [Exeunt. 

Wid. I pray you tell me, Sir, who fent you hither ? 
For I imagine 'tis not your condition, 
You look fo temperately, and like a Gentleman, 
To ask me thefe wild queftions. Val. Do you think 
I ufe to walk of Errands, gentle Lady, 
Or deal with Women out of Dreams from others ? 

Wid. You have not known me fure ? Vol. Not much. 

jfiuL What re^pn 
Have y* then to be fo tender of my Credit, 
You are no Kinfman ? Val. If you take it fo, 
The honeft Office that I came to do you, 
Is not fo heavy but I can return it : 
Now I perceive you're proud, not worth my Vifit. 
(32) Wid. Pray ftay a little, proud. 

Val. Yes, monftrous proud, 
I grievM to hear a Woman of your value, 
And your abundant parts flung by the People, 
But now I fee 'tis true ; you look upon me 
As if I were a rude and fawcy Fellow 
That borrowed all my Breeding from a Dunghil, 
Or fuch a one, as fhou'd now fall and worfhip you 
In hope of Pardon : You are cozenM Lady, 
I came to prove Opinion a loudXiar, 
To fee a Woman only great in Goodnefi, 
And Miftrefs of a greater Fame than Fortune, 
But — — [now, 

Wid. You're a ftrange Gentleman, if I were proud 
I fhou'd be monftrous angry, which I am not, 
And fhew the effe&s of Pride ; I fhou'd delpifc you, 
But you are welcome, Sir : To think well of 

(32) Pray fiay % a little proud. "\ Mr. Sympfon reads, Pray fay * 
little proud. But this as well as the old Reading feeras to acknow- 
ledge the Charge in part, which afterwards fhe abfolutely denies. 
The Change of die Points feems to give a much more natural Senfe. 

Pur 
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Our felves, if we deferve it, it is, 

Sir, a Luftre in's, and every good we have, 

(33) Strives to fhew gracious, what ufe is't elfe old Age 

W hicb, like Sear-trees, is feldom feen affected, ' 

Stirs fometimes at rehearfal of fuch Acls 

As 'is daring Youth endeavour^. Val. This is well 

And now you fpeak to the purpole, you pleafe me * 

But to be Place-proud ? IVid. If it be our own, ' 

Why are we fet here with diftin&ion elfe, ' 

Degrees, and Orders given us ? In you Men, 

'Tis held a coolnefs, if you lofe your Right, 

Affronts and loft of Honour : Streets, and Walls, 

And upper ends of Tables, had they Tongues, 

Could tell what Blood has follow'd, and what feud * 

About your Ranks j are we fo much ftclow you, 

That 'till you have us, are the tops of Nature, 

To be accounted Drones without a difference ? 

You'll make us Beads indeed. 

Val. Nay worfe than this too, 
Proud of your Cloaths, they fwear a Mercers Lucifer, 
A Tumour tackt together by a Taylor 
Nay yet worfe, proud of red and white, a varnifh 
That Butter-milk can better. Wid. Lord, how little 
(34) Will vex thefe poor blind People 1 If my Cloaths 
Be fometimes gay and glorious, does it follow, 
My Mind muft be my Mercer's too ? Or % my Beauty 
Pleafe fome weak Eyes, muft it pleafe them K> think, 
That blows me up, that every hour blows off? 
This is an Infant's Anger. Val Thus they fay too, 
What though you have a Coach lin'd through with Velvet, 

bTtroubled MUeSi Why d the Street " 

Continually with you, till Car-men curfe you ? 
Can there be ought in this but pride of Shew, Lady. 

mSP £ f B , um - beatin & till the learned LawyeS 
With their lat Bags, are thruft againft the bulks 
Till all their Caufes crack ? Why fhould this Lady 

And 
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And t'other Lady* and the third (Veet Ladjr t 
And Madam at Mile-end^ be daily vifited, [le&ed* 

(35) And your poor Neighbours with courfe Naps ncg* 
Fafhions conferr'd about, Pouncings, and Paintings, 
And young Mens Bodies read on like Anatomies ? 

JPsd. You*re very credulous, 
And fomewhat defperate, to deliver this, Sir, 
To her you know not, but you fhall confefc me, 
And find I wilf not ftart ; in us all Meetings 
Lie open to thefe lewd Reports, and our Thoughts at 

Church, 
Our very Meditations, fome will (weal* 
Which all fhou'd fear to judge, at leaft uncharitably, 
Are mingled with your Memories -, cannot flecp, 
But this fweet Gentleman fwims in our Fancies, 
That fcarlet Man of War, and that fmooth Senior * 
Not drefs our Heads without new Ambufhes, 
How to furprize that Greatnefs, or that Glory ; 
Our very Smiles are fubjefl: to Conftrudtions \ 
Nay Sir, it's come to this, we cannot pi ft, 
But 'tis a favour for fome Fool or other ; 
Should we examine you thus, were't not pofllbfe 
To take you without Perfpedtives \ Vol. It may be*' 
But thefe excufe not. 

Wid. Nor yours, force no Truth, Sir, 
What deadly Tongues you have, and to thofe Tongues 
What Hearts, and what Inventions ? O' my Confciencc $ 
And 'twere not for fliarp Juftice, you would venture 
To aim at your own Mothers, and 'count it glory 
To fay you'd done fo : All you think are Counfels, 
And cannot err ; 'tis we (till that (hew double, 
Giddy, or gorg'd with Paffion j we that build 
(36) Babels for Mens Confufions, we that fcatter $ 
As Day does his warm Light, our killing Curfe* 

(3?) Naffirs] Former Edit. 

(36) For Mens Conciufions,] There Would t think Heed no 

Proof of this Emendation, had I only my own Conjelture to rely 
upon ; I fent it Mr. Theobald y and he feems to have made it long 
before ; for in Very old Ink is wrote, annon Cbnfufiotts, and . then in 
new Ink, fie \ft Quarto. Mr. Symp/on too fends me Word that it 
was his Reading* 

Vol. II. X Over 
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(37) Ovtr God's Creatures, next to Devils in Malice : 
liet us intreat your good words. VaL Well, this Woman 
iias a brave Soul. Wid. Are not we gaily bleft then, 

(38) And much beholden to you for your fuflferance ? 
You may do what you lift, we what befeems us, 
And narrowly do that too, and precifcly, 

Our Names are fervM in elfe at Ordinaries, 

And belcht abroad in Taverns. VaL O mctft brave Wench, 

And able to redeem an Age of Women. 

' WU. You are no Whoremafters ? Alas, no, Gentlemen, 

It were an impudence to think you vicious : 

You are fo holy, handfome Ladies fright you, 

You are the cool things of the time, the Temperance, 

Meer Emblems of the Law, and Veils of Virtue, 

You are not' daily mending Mkt Dutch Watches, 

And plaftering like old Walls 5 they are not Gentlemen, 

That with their fccret fins increafe our Surgeons, 

And lie in Foreign Countries, for new forts 5 

Women are all thefe Vices ; you're not envious, 

Falfe, covetous, vain-glorious, irreligious, 

Drunken, revengeful, giddy-eyed like Parrots, 

Eaters of others Honours. Vol. You are angry. 

Wid. No by my Troth, and yet I cou'd fay more too, 
For when Men make me angry, I am miferable. 

VaL Sure 'tis a Man, flie cou'd hot bear*t thus bravely elfe. 
It may be I am tedious. Wid. Not at all, Sir. 
I am content at this time you Ihou'd trouble mc, 

VaL You are diftruftful. 

Wid. Where I find no Truth, Sir. 

Val. Come, come, you're full of Paffion. 

Wid. Some I have, 
I were too near the Nature of a God elfe. 

(37) Next to the De<viPs Malice, ,] The flight Change hot 

both improves the Scnfe and Meafure. 

r .£ 38) . T7 For your Su W ance ?] The Widow is declaiming at the 
Xibertinifin of Men ; and as a Contraft, fhews the Reftraint they on 
pain of Cenfurc inflift on the Women. It is not the fmall flare of 
Maintenance or Wealth that falls to the Female Sex which ihe com- 
plains of i as the old Reading implies, and therefore it has no 
Connexion, wufc the Qontext. My Reading feenu to rive the Id* 
required. 

; Val. 


tVit without Mwy> 311 

Val. You're mopftrous Peevifh. 

Wid. 'Caufe they arc mpnftrous Foolifli* 
And know not how to ufe that fliould try me. 

Val. I was ne'er anfwer'd thus » were you ne'er Drunks 
Lady? <, 

Wid. No fune* not Drunk, Sir \ yet I love good Wine, 
As I love Health and joy of Heart, but temperately \ 
Why do you ask that queftion ? Val. For that Sin 
That they mod: charge you with, is this Sin's Servant* 
They fay ygu are monftrous — 

Wid. What, Sir, what ? Val. Moft ftrangely. 

Wid. It has a name fure ? Val. Infinitely lultful* 
Without all bounds, they fwear you kill'd your Husband, 

JVi&. Let's have it all, for Heav'n's fake, 'tis good Mirth, 
Sir. 

VaL They fay you will have four now, and thofe four 
Stuck in four quarters, like four Winds to cool you : 
Will /he not cry nor curte ? Wid. On with your Story* 

Val. And that you're forcing out of difpenfations 
With fums of Mony to that purpofe* Wid. Four 
Husbands ! Should not I be bleft, Sir, for example ? 
Lord, what (hou'd I do with them f Turn a Malt-mill, 
Or Tith^them out like Town-bulls to my Tenants* 
You come to make me angry, but you cannot. 

VaL I'll make you merry then, you're a brave Woman, 
And in defpite of Envy a right good one, 
Go thy ways, troth thou art as good a Woman* 
As any Lord of 'em all can lay his Leg over* 
I do not oft commend your Sex. Wid % It feetns fa, 
Your Commendations are fo ftudied for. 

Vol. I came to fee you and fift you into Flowr, 
To know your purenefs, and I've found you excellent, 
I thank you ; 

Continue fo, and fliew Men how to tread, 
And Women how to follow : Get an Husband, 
An honeft Man, for you are a good Woman, 
And live hedg'd in from Scandal* let him be too 
An- underftanding Man, and to that ftedfaft ; 
*Tis pity your fair Figure fhould mifcarry, 
And then you're fixt: Farewel. Wid. Pray ftay a litdc* 

X 2 I 
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1 love your company now you are (b pleafant, 
And to my difpofition fet fo even. 

Vol. I can no longer. [Exit. 

Wid. As I live a fine Fellow, 
This manly handfom Sluntnefs fhews him honed ; 
What is he, or from whence ? Blefs me, four Husbands ! 
How prettily he fooled me into Vices, 
To'ftir my Jealoufie, and find my Nature ; 
A proper Gentleman : 1 am not well o f th' ludden, 
Such a Companion I cou'd live and die with ; 
His Angers are meer Mirth. 

Enter Isabella. 

Ifab. Come, come, Pm ready. 

Wid. Are you fo ? Ifab. What ails (he ? 
The Coach flays, and the People, the day goes on, 
I am as ready now as you defire, Sifter : 
Fie, who ftays now, why do you fit and pout thus ? 

Wid. Prithee be quiet, I'm not well. 

Ifab. For Heav Vs fake 
Let's not ride daggering in the Night, come pray take 
Some Sweet- meats in your Pocket, if your Stomach— 

Wid. I have a little bufinefe. Ifab. To abufc me, 
(39) You fhall not find new Dreams, and new Duipicions, 
,To horfe there all. 

Wid. Lord, who made you a Commander! 
Hey ho, my Heart. 

Ifab. What, is the Wind come thither, 
And Coward like, do you lofe your Colours to 'em ? 
Are you fick o'th' Valentine ? Sweet-Sifter ? 

C39) — Find new Dreams and new Sstfpicions, to horfe withal^ 
What, was any body to be hors'd with Dreams, &c. The abfolote 
Nonfenfe of this Paflage a fmall difference in pointing, and the ad- 
dition of one Letter will clear up entirely. New Dreams and newSuf- 

p scions To horfe withal, i. e. IfaheUa orders all the Servants to 

mount their Horfes, to which the Widow anfwers. 

Lord, who made you Commander? Mr. Sympfw. 

The old Reading does not feem to me to be Nonfenfe : It may 
mean, you (han't find new Safpicions to make you horfe away 
from Town. But the Anfwer plainly (hews that Mr. Sympfon** Con* 
je&ure ought to be admitted, only I have changed a ^article to 
Jttakc the Senfe plainer. 

Come 
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Come let's away, the Country will fo quicken you, 

And we fhall live fo fweedy ; Luce, y'r Lady's Cloak 3 

Nay, you have put me int' fuch a gog of going, 

I wou'd not (lay for all the World j if I live here, 

You have fo knock'd this love into my Head, 

I fhall love any Body, and I find my body, 

I know not how, fo apt— pray let's be gone, Sifter, 

I Hand on Thorns. Wid. I prithee IfabeUa % 

Pfaith I have fome bufinefs that concerns me, 

I will fuipeft no more ; here, wear that for me, and 

1*11 pay the hundred pound you owe your Taylor. 

Enter Shorthofe, Roger, Humphry, Ralph. 

Jfab. I had rather go, but— — 
Wid. Come walk in with me, 
We'll go to Cards, uniaddle the Horfes there. 
Short. A Jubile ! a Jubilc ! we flay, Boys. [Exeunt. 

Enter Uncle and Lance : Fountain, Bellamore and 

Hairbrain following. 

Unc. Are they behind us ? 

Lance. Clofe, clofe, fpeak aloud, Sir. 

Unc. I'm glad my Nephew has fo much Difcretion, 
At length to find his wants. Did fh' entertain him ? 

Lance. Moft bravely, nobly, and gave him fuch a wel- 

Unc. For his own fake, do you think ? [come! 

Lance. Moft certain, Sir, 
And in his own Caufe he bcftir'd himfclf too, 
And wan fuch liking from her, fhe dotes on him, 
H'as the command of all the Houfe already. 

Unc. He deals not well with's Friends. 

Lance. Let him deal on, 
And be his own Friend, he has moft need of her. 

Unc. I wonder they wou'd put him — — • 

Lance. You're in the right on't. 
A Man muft raife himfelf, I knew he'd cozen 'em, 
And glad I am he has : He watch'd occafion, 
And found it i'th* nick. Unc. He has deceiv'd me.. 

Lance. I told you, howfoe'er he wheel'd about, 
He wou'd charge home at length : How I cou'd laugh ntwr, 
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To think of thefe tame Fools ! 

Unc. *Twas not well done, 
Befcaufe they trufted him, yet — — * 

Bel. Hark you, Gentlemen. 

Unc. We are upon a bufmefs, pray excufe us ; 
They have it home. 

(40) Lance. Come, let it work good even Gentlemen, 

[Exeunt Uncle and Lance, 

Fount. 'Tis true, he is a Knave, J ever thought it, 

Hair. And we are Fools, tame Fools. 

Bel. Come let's go feek him, 
fje fhall be hang'd before he colt us bafely. [Exeunt* 

r 

Enter Ifabella and Luce, 

Jfab. Art fure (he loves him ? Luce. Am 1 fore I live? 
And I have clapt on fuch a Commendation 
On your Revenge. Ifab. Faith he's a pretty Gentleman. 

Luce, Handfom enough, and that her Eye has found out, 

Ifab. He talks the beft they fay, and yet the maddeft. 
♦ Luce. H'as the right way, Ifab. How is fhe \ 

Luce. Bears it well, 
As if lhe car'd not, but a Man may fee 
With half an Eye through all her forc'd Behaviour. 
And find who is her Valentine. Ifab. Come let's go fee her, 

(41) I long to perfecute. Luce. By no means, Miftrels, 
Let her take better hold firft* Ifab. I cou*d burft now, 

[Exeunt. 

m 

Enter Valentine, Fountain, Bellamore, and Hairhrain, 

• 

Val. Upbraid me with your benefits, you Pilcherst 

(42) You fhotten-foul'd, flight Fellows? Was't not I 
That undertook you firfl: from empty Barrels, 

(4.0) — Good on Gentlemen.] Former Edit. Amended by Mr. Tbeo- 
bald and Mr. Sympfon. 

(41) — To profecute] The fmall Change I have" made fecnw 
warranted both by Luce a Anfwer, and Jfabe/la's Project of vexing 
her Sifter, which Luce afterwards exprefTes by the fame Word ; Siiu 
. $bey ferfecute her. 

. (42) You flatten, fold,] The Reading I have fubftituted, is from 
]Vlr. Theobald** Margin, and I think it a vtry happy Conjecture. 

And 
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And brought thofe barking Mouths that gapM like 

Bung-holes' . • 

To utter Senfe ? Where got you Underftanding ? 
Who taught you Manners and apt Carriage 
• (43) To rank your felves ? Who fil'd you in fit Taverns ? 
Were thofe borri with your Worfhips when you came hi- 
What'btought you from the Univerfities [ther ? 

Of moment matter to allow you^ 

(44) Befidcs your Small-Beer Sentences? 
Bel. 'Tiswell, Sir. 

Vah Long Cloaks with two hand Rapiers, boot-holes 

(45) With pcnny-pofes, , • 

And twenty Fools opinions, who look'd on you, 

(46) But piping Kites that knew you wou'd be prizes, 
And Prentices in PauPs Church-yard, that fcentcd 

(47) Your want of Britain's Books. 

(43) — Who fir d you] The Emendation here I fent Mr. Theo- 
bald, and I find chat he had long fince made it, for it Hands in very 
old Ink, and then in new. Fir ft Quarto. 

(44) Small bmfe Sentences?] Old Quarto, Small bare. True 
Reading reflored by Mr. Theoba/d and Mr. Sympfon. 

* (45) With penny-pofes,] I thjnk it very probable that fome Words 
are loft here, that would have had more relation to penny-pofes than 
what now precedes them, and have completed the VerCe. 

(46) But piping Rites that knew you would be prizing,] Kites is a 
Term for Sharpers, as in the firft Page of this Play, 
Maintaining Hofpitals for Kites, and Curs. 
That this therefore is the true Reading here I cannot doubt, for 
the Epithet fipi*g expreffes the Nolfe which the Kite makes in feek- 
ing hk Prey, and cannot, I believe, be joined to any other Word 
with Propriety. Both Mr. Sympfon and Mr. Theobald conje&ur'd, 
Wights, but gave it up. The Change, of the iail Word is equally 
neceffafy to the Senfe. 

(47 Britain*/ Books.] This was a voluminous Writer fnecr*d 

by feveral Wits of our Author's Age, The' initial Letters of his 
Name were mentioned m the Scornful Lady, P. 300. And Mr. Theo- 
bald there calls him B rough ton, quoting Ben johnfon's Alchymift* 
But Mr. Sympfon has found him mentioned by Broome in his Merry 
Beggars, where he is call'd Britain ; and by Sir Jjthn Suckling in 
his Goblins, by the Name of Briton : And as they all agree in Cha- 
racter, there can be no doubt of their meaning the fame Perfon. One 
may collect from them that his Works were full of formal high* 
flown Compliments, and are therefore very properly applyM here; 
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Enter Widow and Luce. 

Fwnt. This cannot fave you. 

Val. Taunt my Integrity, you Whelps? 

Bel. You ma* talk 
The ftock we gave you out, but fee no further. 

Hair. You tempt our Patience, we have found you out, 
And what your truft comes to, you are well feather'd, 
Thank us, and think now. of an honeft Courfe, 
*Tis time 5 Men now begin to look, and narrowly 
Into your tumbling tricks, they're ftale. 

Wid. Is not f hat he ? 

Luce. 'Tis he. Wii. Be ftill and mark him. 

Val Row miserable will thefe poor Wretches be 
When Jforfake'em! m 

But things have their neceflities. I'm forry, to what a 

Vomit muft they turn again ; 
Now to their own dear Dunghil breeding; ne'er hope, 
After I call you off, you Men of Motley, 
You m£(t undone things below pity, any 
That has a Soul and fix Pence dares relieve you, 
My Namefhall bar that Blefling; there's your Cloak, • 
Sir, keep it clofp to you, it may yet preferve you 
A fortnight longer frprri the Fool * your Hat, 
JVay be cover'd, 

And there's the Sattin that your Worfhip fent me 
Will ferve you at 4 Sizes yet. Fount. Nay, faith Sir, 
you m*y e en rub thefe out now. Val No (uch Rclick, 
3Nor the leaft rag. of fuch a fordid weaknefs 
Shall keep me warm ; thefe Breeches are mine owq, 
Purchas^, and paid for, without your Compaffion, 
A CJmftian Breeches founded in Black-Frier^ 

**& l°kV 11 maintain ,em - Hair. So they feem, Sir. 

Val. Only the thirteen Shillings in thefe Breeches, 
And thepdd Groat, I take it, ftall be yours, Sir, 
A mark to kijoifca Knave by, pray preferve it, 
Po not difpleafe more, but take it prefently, 
Jfow help* me off with my Boots. 

Hair. We're no Grooms, Sir. 

W. For once you ih*li be, do it willingly, 

Or 
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Or fyr this Hand I'll make you. Bel. To our own, Sir, 
We may apply our Hands. Vol. There's your Hangers, 
You may deferve a ftrong pair, and a Girdle 
Will hold you without Buckles; now I'm perfeft, 
And now the proudcft of your Worfhips tell me, 
I am beholding to you. Fount. No fuch matter 1 

Vol. And take heed how you pity me, 'tis dangerous, 
Exceeding dangerous to prate of pity ; 

(48) Which are the poorer, you or I now Puppies ? 
I without youj or you without my Knowledge ? 
Be Rogues,* and fo be gone, be Rogues, reply not, 
For if you do — — 

Bel. Only thus much, and then we'll leave you : Th' Air 
Is (harper far than is our Anger, Sir, 
And thefe you might referve to rail in warmer. 

Hair. Pray have a care,Sir, of your Health. [Ex. Lovers 

Val. Yes Hog-hounds, 
More than you have o' your wits ; 'tis cold, and I 
Am very fenfiblc, extreamly cold too, 
Yet I'll not off, 'till I have iham'd thefe Rafcals 5 
I have indur'd as ill heats as another, 

(49) And almoft every way that one can perifli ; 
My Body, you'll bear coU 9 but they the blame on't ; 
I'm colder here, not a poor penny left. 

Enter Uncle with a Bag. 
Ifcr.'Twas rarely ta'en,and now he's flead he will be ruled 
If nee. To him, and tew him, abufe him, nip him clofe! 
Unc. Why how now, Coufw, funning your felf this 
weather ? 

Val As you fee, Sir, in 'a hot fit, thank my Friends. 

™ {4 ? T~ JfW# £ 75? f *™>P«ppi»n Here the Senie and 
Meafure have equally fuffered. How flat is it meerly to call them 
Puppies r He had called them Whelps, and worfe Names before I 
fent my Emendation to Mr. Theobald, agd £nd it In his Marein 
Mr. Sympfon too lays that he hit upon the lame. * * 

(49) And everyway if one could ferijb my Body^ll lear the Ham* 
ontij Here both Senfe and Meafure feem entirely loft, nor can J TC . 
(tore either without taking Liberties, which I doubt will be thouehi 
unwarrantable. I have given the only tolerable Senfe which I could 
pick out of the Wreck that is left ; but an* fcr from impofin* my 
.Additions as the genuine Te*t. 

Tlnc^ 
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J7*{. Bat Coufin, 
Where are your Cloaths, Man ? Thofe are no Inheritance, 
Your fcruple m^y compound with thofe I take it, 
This is no fafhion, Coufin. Val. Not much folkw'd, 
I muftconfefej yet Uncle, I determine 
To try twhac may be done next Term. 

(go) Lance. How came you thus, Sir, for you're 
ftrangely mew'd. 

Val. Rags, Toys and Trifles, fit only for thofe tools 
That firft poflfeffed 'em, and t 1 thofe Knaves tbefre 

rend fed. 
All Freemen, Uncle, ought t* appear Uke Innocents, 
(Si) Old Adam, 

A fair Fig-leaf fufficient. Unc. Take mc with you, 
Were thefe your Friends that cleared you thus f 

Val. Hang JFf iei*ds, 
And even Reckonings that make Friends. 

Unc. I thought till now, 
There had been no fuch Living, no fuch Purcbttfe, 
(For all the reft is Labour) as a Lift 
Of honourable Friends ; do fuch Men as you, Sir, 
In lieu of all your Underftandings, Travels, 
And thofe great gifts of Nature, aim *t no more 
Than cafting off your Coats ? Pm ftrangely coaett'd. 

Lane*. Should not the Town (hake at the cold you 
And all the Gentry fuffcr interdi&ion, [feci now, 

No more fenfe fpoken, all things Goth and Vandal, 
'Till you be fumm'd again, Velvets and Scarlets, 
Anointed with Gold Lace, and Cloth of Silver 
Turn'd into Spanijh Cottons for a Penance, 
Wits blafted with your Bulls, and Taverns withered, 
As though the Term lay at St. Albans? 

Val. Gentlemen, 
YouVe fpoken long vpd level, I befeech you, 

(50) — - Strangely mtnfd] Mr. Theobald fays in his Margin that 
wewV is a term in Falconry for (bedding of Feathers ; it is derivM 
from mmer to change, and is a very juft Emendation. The word 
lbmnTd below, is another term in Falconry, and fignifies full-plumed, 
both proper to Lance who is a Falconer as well as Tenant. 

i$t) Old Adam,} Here, I believe, fomething is loft that wcnli 
probably have filled up both Senfe and Mtafore. • 

Tike 
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Take Breath a while and hear .me \ you imagine now, 
By th f twirling of your Strings, that I'm at th* laft, as alio 
That m* Friends are flown like Swallow* after Summer. 
Unc. Yes, Sir. 

. Val. And that I have no more in this poor Pannier, 
To raife me up again above your Rents, Uncle. 

Unc. All this I do believe. Val You have no mind 
To better me. Unc. Yes, Coufm, and t' that end 
I come, and once more offer you all that 
My PowV is Matter of. Val 'Tis a match then, 
JLay me down fifty Pounds there. Unc. There it is, Sir. 
Val And on it write, that you are pleas'd to give this, 
As due unto my Merit, without caution 
Of Land redeeming,, tedious thanks, or thrift 
Hereafter to be hopM for. Unc. How ? 

[Luce lays a Suit and Utter at the Qm. 
Val Without daring, 
When you are Drunk, to relifli of Revilings, 
To which you're prone in Sack, Uncle. 
Unc. I thank you, Sir. 

Lance. Come, come away, let the young Wanton 
play awhile, 
Away I fay, Sir, let him go forward with 
His naked Falhion, he'll feek you to morrow j 
Goodly weather, fultry hot, fultry, how I fweat ! 
Unc. Farewel, Sir. [Exeunt Uncle and Lance. 

Val. Wou'd I fweat too, I'm monftrous vext, and 
cold too 5 
And thefe are but thin Pumps to walk the Streets in * 
Cloaths T muft get, this Falhion won't fadge with me; 
JJefides, 'tis an ill Winter wear. — What art thou ? 
Yes, they are Cloaths, and rich ones* fome Fool's 

left 'em ; 
And if I fhou'd utter — What's this Paper here ? 
X^et this be only worn by the mod noble 
And moft deferving Gentleman Valentine. 
— Dropt out o'th' Clouds! I think they're full of Gold 

too; well, 
. I'll leave my wonder, and be warm again, 
Ir the next Houfe I'll fhifc, [Exit. 

' ACT 
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A C T IV. S C E N E I. 

Enter Francifco, Uncle, and Lance. 

Fran. \XT H Y do you deal thus with him ? 'Tis un- 

▼ ▼ nobly. 
XJnc. Peace, Cou fin, peace, you are too tender of him. 
He rauft be dealt thus with, he muft be cured thus, 
The violence of his Difeafc, Francifco^ 
Muft not be jelled with, 'tis grown infe&ious, 
And now ftrong Corrofives muft cure him. 

Lance. H'as had a Stinger, 
Has eaten off his Cloaths, the next his Skin comes. 

Unc. And let it fearch him to the Bones, 'tis better, 
*Twill make him feel it. 

Lance. Where be his noble Friends now ? 
Will his fantaftical Opinions cloath him, 
Or th* learn'd Art of having nothing feed him ? 

^ Unc. It muft needs greedily, 
For all his Friends have flung him off*, he's naked, 
And where to skin himfelf again, if I know, 
Or can devife how he lhou'd get himfelf Lodging, 
His Spirit muft be bow'd, and now we have him,j 
Have him at that we hoped for. 

Lance. Next time we meet him 
Cracking of Nuts, with half a Cloak about him, 
For all means are cut off, or borrowing fix Pence, 
To fhew his Bounty in the Pottage Ordinary? 
Fran. Which way went he? 
Lance. Pox, why (hou'd you ask after him? 
You have been trim'd already, let *m take his Fortune, 
He fpun it out himfelf, Sir, there's no pity. 

Unc. Befides, fome good to you now, from this Mifcry. 
Fran. I rife upon his Ruins ! fie, fie, Uncle, 
pe honeft Lance. Thofe Gentlemen were bafe People, 
That couM fo foon take, fire to his Deftruftion. 
(frf. e You arc a Fool, youareaFoo), ayoungMasu 
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Enter Valentine. 

Val. Good morrow Uncle, morrow Frank fvjett Franks 
And how d'ye think now, how fliew Matters ? 
Morrow Bandog. 
Unc. How? 

Fran. 'S this Man nak'd, forlaken of his Friends ? 
Val. Thou'rt handfome, Franks a pretty Gentleman, 
Ffaith, thou look'ft well, yet here may be thofc 
That look as handfome. Lance. Surely he can Conjure, 
And has the Devil for his Taylor. Unc. New and rich ! 
*Tis moft impoflible he fhould recover. 

Lance. Give him this luck, and fling him into the Sea, 
Unc . 'Tis not he, 
Imagination cannot work this Miracle — . 

Val. Yes, yes, 'tis he, I will aflure you, Uncle, 
The very he, the he your Wifdom plaid with, 
I thank you for'r, neigh'd at his Nakednefi, 
And made his Cold and Poverty your Paftime ; 
You fee I live, and th* beft can do no more Uncle, 
And though I have no State, I keep the Streets ftill, 
And take my pleafure in the Town, like a poor GeiW 
deman, [me, 

Wear Cloaths to keep me warm, poor things they fervc 
Can make a fhew too if I lift, yes Uncle, 
And ring a peal i' my Pockets, ding, dong, Uncle, 
Thefe are mad foolifh ways, but who can help 'em ? 
Unc. I am amaz'd. Lance. Ml fell my Copyhold, 
For fince there are fuch excellent hew nothings, 
Why fhou'd I labour? Is there no Fairy haunts him, 
No Rat, nor no old Woman ? Unc. You are Valentine ? 

Val. 1 think fo, I can't tell, I have been calPd fo, 
And lbme fay Chriften'd ; why do you wonder at me, 
And fwell, as if you had met a Serjeant fading, 
Did you e'er know Defert want ? You are Fools, 
A little ftoop there may be to allay him, 
He'd grow too rank elfe, a fmall Eclipfe to fhadow him, 
But out he muft break, glowingly again, 
And with as great a luftre, look you Uncle, 
Motion and Majefly. Unc. I am confounded. 

Fran. 
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Fran. I'm of hi& Faith. . 

Val. Walk by his carelefi Kinfman, 
And turn again and walk, and look thus, Uncle* 
Taking fome one by th' Hand whom he loves Beft, 
Leave 'em to th' Mercy of th* Hog-market, come Frank f 
Fortune is now my Friend, let me inftruct thee. 

Fran. Good morrow, Uncle, I muft needs go with him, 

Val. Flay me, and turn me out where none inhabits, 
Within two hours I (hall be thus again j 
Now wonder on, and laugh at your own Ignorance, 

[Exe. Val. and Fran. 

line. I do believe him. 
' Lance. So do I, and hearitly 
Upon my Confluence, bury him ftark naked, 
He'd rife again, within two hours imbroider'd. 
Sow Muftard-feeds, they can't come up To thick 
As his new Sattins do, and Cloths of Silver, 
There is no driving. Unc. Let him play awhile then, 
And let's fearch out what hand - 

Lance. Ay, there the Game lies. [Exeunt* 

Enter Fountain, Bellamore, <WHairbrain. 

Fount. Come, let's fpeak for our felves, we've lodg'd 
I him fure enough, 
His Nakedhefs dare not peep out to crofe us. 

Bel. We can have no admittance. 

Hair. Let's in boldly, 
And ufe our beft Arts, who fhe deigns to favour, 
We're all content. , 

Fount. Much good may do her with Jiim, 
No civil Wars. Bel. By no means. Now do 1 
Much wonder in what old tod I vie he 
Lies whittling ; for Means, nor Cloaths he hath none, 
Nor none will truft him, we've made that fide fure, 
We'll teach him a new wooing. Hair. Say it is 
His Uncle's fpite. Fount. *Tis all one, Gentlemen, 
*T has rid us fair of an incumberance, 
And makes us look about to our own Fortunes. 
Who are theft ? 

Eater 
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Enter Ifabella and Luce. 

' Ifab. Not fee this Man yet ! well, I lhall be wifer : 
Bat Luce^ didft e'er know a Woman meh (b ? 
She's finely hurt to hunt. 

Luce, Peace, the three Suitors. 

J fab, I cou'd fo titter now and laugh ; I was loft, Luce 9 
And I muft love, I know not what ; O Cupid, 
What pretty gins thou haft to halter Woodcocks ] 
And we muft into th' Country in all hafte, Luce. 

Luce. For Heav'n's fake, Miftrefi. 

Ifab. Nay, Pve done, 
I muft laugh though -, but Scholar, I fliall teach you. 

Fount. *Tis *r Sifter. Bel. Save you, Ladies, 

Ifab. Fair met Gentlemen, 
You're vifiting my Sifter, I aflure my felt 

Hair. We wou'd fain blefs our Eyes. 

Ifab. Behold and welcome, 
You'd fee her ? Fount. *Tis our bufinefs.- 

Ifab. You fliall fee her, 
•And you fliall talk with her. 

Luce. She will not fee 'em, 
Nor fpend a word. 

Ifab. I'll make her Fret a thoufend, 
Nay now I've found the Scab, I will fo (cratch her. 

Luce. She can't endure 'em. 

Ifab. She loves 'em but too dearly ; 
Come follow me, I'll bring you to th* party, 
Then make your own Conditions, Gcndcmen. 

Luce. She's fick, you know. 

Ifab. I'll make her well, or kill her ; 
And take no idle anfwer, you are Fools then, 
Nor ftand off for her State, (he'll fcorn you all then, 
But urge her ftill, and though (he fret, ftiil follow her $ 
A Widow muft be won fo. Bel. She fpeaks bravely. 

Ifab. I'd fain ha* a Brother i* Law, I love Mens 
company, 
And if (he call for Dinner to avoid you, 
Be fure you ftay ; follow her into her Chamber, 
If (he retire to Pray, pray with her, and boldly, 

Like 
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Like honeft Lovers. Luce. This will kill her.' 

Fount. You've fhewed us one way, do but lead the tothef, 
Jfab. I know you ftand o'thorns, corns I'll difpatch 
Luce. If you live after this. fyou. 

lfab. I've loft my aim.« [Exeunt. 

Lmer Valentine, and Francifco. 

Fran. Did you not fee 'em fince ? 

Val No, hang 'em, hang *em. 

Fran. Nor won't you be feen by *em ? 

Val. Let 'em alone, Frank* 
Til make 'em their own Juftice, and a Jerker, 

Fran. Such bale difcourteous Dog-whelps 4 

Val. I fhall dog 'em, 
And double dog 'em, ere Pve done. 

Fran. Will you go with me, 
For I wou'd fain find out this piece of bounty, 
It was the Widow's Man, that I am certain ok 

Vol. To what end wou'd you go ? 

Fran. To give her Thanks. 

Val. Hang giving Thanks, haft not thou Parts deferve it ? 
• T includes a further will to be beholden 5 
Beggars can do no more at door j if you 
Will go, there lies your way. Fran. I hope you'll go* 

Vol. No not in Ceremony, and t* a Woman, 
With mine own Father, were he living, Frank \ 
I would to th* Court with Bears firft, if it be 
That Wench I think it is, for Mother's wifer, 
I wou'd not be fo lookt upon, and laught at, 
So made a Ladder for her Wit to climb upon, 
(For 'tis the tarteft Tit in Chriftendom, 
I know her well Frank* and have buckled with her,) 
So lickt, and ftroaked, flear'd upon, and flouted, 
And fhown to Chamber-maids, like a ftrange Beaft, 
She'd purchas'd with her penny. 

Fran. You're a ftrange Man, 
But do you think it was a Woman ? Val. There** 
No doubt on't, who can b' there to do it elfe ? 
Befides the manner of the Circumftances. 

Fran. 
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Fran. Such Courtcfies, who ever does 'cm, Sir, 
Saving your Wifdom, muft be more lookt into, 
And better anfwcr'd, than wi* deferring flights, 
Or what we ought to have conferr'd upon us. 
Men may ftarve elfe, Means are not gotten now 
With crying I'm a gallant Fellow, a good Soldier* 
A Man of Learning, fit to be employ'd, 
Immediate Bleffings ceafe like Miracles, 
And we muft grow by fecond Means. I pray 
Go wi* me, ev'n as you love me, Sir. 

Pal. I'll come to thee, 
But Franks I will not ftay to hear your Fopp'ries, 
Difpatch thofe ere I come. Fran. You will not fail me. 

Vol. Some two hours hence expeft me. 

Fran. I thank you, 
And will look for you. {Exeunt. 

Enter Widow, Shorthofe, and Roger. 

Wid. Who let in thefe Puppies ? 
You feveral blind Rafcals, drunken Knaves. 

Short. Yes forfooth, PU let *em in prcfently,' ■» 
Gentlemen. 

Wid. Sprecious, you blown Pudding, bawling Rogue ! 

Short. I bawl as loud 's I can, wou'd you have me fetch 
Upon my back ? ['em 

Wid. Get f em out, Rafcal, out with *e.n, 
I fweat to have *em near me. 

Short. I (hou'd fweat more 
To carry 'em out. Roger. They're Gentlemen, Madam. 
* Short. Shall we get 'em into th' Buttery, and make 
*em Drunk ? 

Wid. Do any thing, fo I be eas'd. 

Enter I&bella, Fountain, Bellamore, and Hairbrain. 

Ifab. Now to her, Sir, fear nothing. 

Rog. Slip afide, Boy, 
I know ihe loves 'em, howfoe'er fhe carries it, 
And has invited 'em, m* young Miftrefs told me fo. 

Short. Away to Tables then. [Exe. Short. Rog. 

Ifab. I fhall burft with the fport on'c. 

Vol. II. Y Fount. 
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rfount. You are too curious, Madam, and too full 
Of preparation, we expeft it not. [cent, 

Bel. Methinks the Houfe is handfom, ev'ry place de- 
What need you be fo vext ? Hair. We are no Strangers. 

Fount. What though we come ere you expe&edus, 
Do not we know your Entertainments, Madam, 
Are free, and full at all times ? 
Wid. You are merry, Gentlemen. 
Bel. We come to b' merry, Madam, very merry, 
Love to laugh heartily, and now and then Lady 
A litde of our old Plea. Wid. I am bufie, 
And very bufie too, will none deliver me ? 

Hair. There is a time for all, you may be bufie, 
But when your Friends come, you've as much pow'r, 
Wid. This is a tedious Torment, [MUdam. 

Fount. How handfomly 
This little piece of Anger (hews upon her ! 
(52) Well, Madam, you know how to grace your fclf. 
Bel. Nay every thing {he does breeds a new fweetnefs. 
Wid. I mud go up, I mud go up, I have 
A bufinefi waits me ; fome Wine for th* Gentlemen. 
Hair. Nay, we'll go with you, we ne'er faw your 

Chambers yet. 
Ifab. Hold there, my Boys. 
. Wid. Say I go my Prayers? 
Fount. We'll pray with you, and help your Meditations. 
Wid. This's boifterous ; or fay I go to fleep, 
Will you go deep with me ? Bel. So fuddenly 
Before Meat will be dangerous, we know 
Your Dinner's ready, Lady, you'll not fleep. 
Wid. Give me my Coach, I'll take the Air. 
Hair. We'll wait on you, 
And then your Meat after a quickned Stomach. 

Wid. Let it alone, and call my Steward to me, 
And bid him bring his reckonings into th* Orchard : 

Unmannerly rude Puppies « . {Exit Widow. 

Fount. We'll walk after you, 
And view the pleafure of the Place; * 

(52) You know not bo<w to grace your f elf .] As the Negative feems 
to burt both Senfe and Meafure, I have expung'd it 

Ifab. 
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Ifab. Let *er not reft, 
For if you give her breath, (he'll fcorn and flout you* 
Seem how Ine will, this is the way to win her, 
Be bold and profper. 
Bel Nay if we do not tire her.—- \J£*eunt Lovers^ 
Ifab. I'll teach you to worm me, good Lady Sifter, 
And peep into my Privacies to fufpedt me, 
I'll torture you, with that you hate, mod daintily, 
And when I've done that, laugh at that you love moft. 

Enter Luce. 

Luce. What have you done? fhe chafes and fumes 
outragioufly, 
And ftill they Perfecute her. Ifab. Long may they do fo, 
I'll teach her to declaim againft my Pities j 
Why is fhe not gone out o'th* Town, but gives 
Occafion for Men t* run mad after her ? 

Luce. I fhall be hang'd. 

Ifab. This in me 'd been high Treafon, 
Three at a time, and private in her Orchard ! 
I hope lhe will caft up her Reckonings right now. 

Enter Widow. 

Wid. Well, I lhall find who brought 'em. 

Ifab, Ha, ha, ha. 

Wid. Why do you laugh, Sifter ? I fear me 'tis 
Your trick, 'twas neatly done of you, and well 
Becomes your Pkafure. 

Ifab. What have you done with* 'em ? [dance 

Wid. Lockt 'em i'th' Orchard, there I'll make 'cm 
And caper too, before they get their liberty, 
Unmannerly rude Puppies. 

Ifab. They're fomewhat faucy, 
(53) But yet Pll let 'em out, and once more hound 'em ; 
W hy were they not beaten out i Wid. I was about it, 
But 'caufe they came as Suitors. 

Ifab. Why did you not anfwer 'em ? . 

(53) ■ ' - ' Sound V«r.] I happily found my Conjc&ure here 
confirra'd by the old Quarto, Mr. Sympfon. 

Y % Wid, 
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Wid. They are fo impudent they will receive none: 
More yet ! How came thefc in ? 

Enter Francifco and Lance, . 

Lance. At the Door, Madam, 

Ifab. It is that Face. Luce. This is the Gentleman. 

Wid. She fent the Mbney to ? Luce. The feme. 

Ifab. 1*11 leave you, 
They have fome bufmefs. 

Wid. Nay, you lhall ftay, Sifter, 
They're Strangers both to me ; how her Face alters ! 

Ifab. I'm forry he comes now. 

Wid. I am glad he is here now though. 
Who wou'd you fpeak with, Gentlemen ? 

Lance.* You Lady, 
Or your fair Sifter there, here is a Gentleman 
That has received a benefit. Wid. From whom, Sir ? 

Lance. From one of you, as he fuppofes, Madam, 
Your Man deliverM it. Wid, I pray go forward. 

Lance. And of fo great a Goodnefs that he dares not, 
Without the tender of his Thanks and Service, 
Pafs by the Houfe. Wid. Which is the Gentleman? 

Lance. This, Madam. Wid. What's your Name, Sir ? 

Fran. They that know me 
Call me Francifco y Lady, one not fo proud 
To fcorn fo timely a Benefit, nor fo wretched, 
To hide a Gratitude. Wid. It is well beftow'd them 

Fran. Your fair felf, or your Sifter, as it feems, 
For what Defert I dare not know, unlds 
A handfome Subjeft for your Charities, 
Or aptnefs in your noble Will to do it, 
Have fliowrM upon my Wants a timely Bounty, 
Which makes me rich in Thanks, my beft Inheritance. 
, Wid. I'm forry 'twas not mine, this is the Gentlewoman; 
Fie, do not blufh, go roundly to the matter, 
The Man's a pretty Man. 

Ifab. You have three fine ones. 

Fran. Then to you, dear Lady ? 

Ifab. I pray no more, Sir, if I may perfwadc you, 
Your only aptneft to do this is Recompence, 

• And 
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And more than I expe&ed. Fran. But good Lady. 
Ifab. And for me further to b' acquainted with it, 
Befidcs the imputation of vain Glory, 
Were greedy thankings of my felf, I did it 
Not to be more aflfe&ed to j I did it. 
And if it happened where I thought it fitted ' 
I have my end ; more to enquire is curious 
In either of us, more than that fufpicious. 
Fran. But gentle Lady, 'twill be necefiary. 
Jffab. About the right way nothing! 
Do not fright it, 

Being to pious ufe and tender- figh ted, 
With the blown Face of Complements, it blafts it. * 
Had you* not come at all, but thought your Thanks 
*T had been too much, 'twas not to fee your Perfbn. 
JVid. A brave diflembling Rogue, and how (he car* 

ries it ? # 

Ifab. Though I believe few handfomer ; or hear you, 
Though I afied a good Tongue well \ or try you, 
Though vcC Years defire a Friend, that I reliev'd you* 
JVU. A plaguy cunning Quean, 
Ifab. For fo I carried it, 
(54) My end*s too glorious in mine Eyes, and better f 4 
The goodnels I propounded with Opinion. 
JVid. Fear her not, Sir. 
Ifab. You cannot gatch me, Sifter. 
Fran. Will you both teach, and tie my Tongue up,Lady ? 
Ifab. Let it fiiffice you have't, 'twas never mine, 
Whilft good Men wanted it. 
Lance. This is a Saint, fure. 
Ifab. And if you be not fuch a one, reftore it. 
Pram To commend my felf, 
Wore more officious than you think my Thanks are, 
To doubt I may be worth your Gift a Treafon, 
(55) B ^ t0 mine own good and to your underftanding, 

* I 

(54) ; — And letter* d tht GoodnefsJ] This Sentence has fomething 
dark in it, which I cannot dear up : She would feem to fay, that Aie 
intended to enhance the Goodoefs of her Action by Concealment. 

(55) To mine own good and under/landing,] Here again the Mear 
fore and Senfe were equally hurt. It is by no means confbnant to the 

* 7 Y 3 Modefty 
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I know my Mind clear, and though Modclty 
Tells me, that he who doth intreat intrudes i 
Yet I mud think fomething, and of fome Seafon, 
Met with your better tafte, this had not been elfe. 

JVii. What ward for that, Wench? 

Ifab. 'Las, it never touch'd me. 

Fran. -Well, gentle Lady, yours is the firft Mony 
I ever took upon a forced ill Manners ! 

Ifab. The laft of me, if ever you ufe other. 

Fran. How may I do, and your way, to be thought 
A grateful Taker ? Ifab. Spend it, and lay nothing, # 
Your Modefty may deferve more. JFid. O Sifter, 
Will # you bar Thankfulnefs ! 

Ifab. t)ogs dance for Meat, • 

Wou'd ye have Men do worfc ? For they can fpeak, 
jpty out lil^e. Wood-mongers, good deeds by the hundreds, 
1 did it that roybeft Friend fliould not know it, 
Wine and vain; Glory does as much as I die $ 
If you will force my Merit, againft my Meaning, 
Ufe it in well bellowing it, in Ihewing 
It came 'to' be a benefit, ancf was fo * 
And not examining a Woman did it, 
Or to what end, in not believing fometimcs 
Your felf, when Drink and ftirring Converfation 
May ripen ftrange perfuafions. Fran. Gentle Lady, 
I were a bafe Receiver of a Courtefie 
And you a worfe Difpoier, were my Nature 
Unfurnifh'd of thefe fore- fights. Ladies honours 
(56) Were ever in my Thoughts wfpotfcd Ermines, 

Their 

Modefty of Francifco to commend his own Underftanding, when it 
was not called in Qacftjon ; bat to fey that he would not doubt his 
ewn Merit, fince one of fo good an Undemanding had dsftingnifliM 
it, this is in Character. Mr. Sympfou had made this Addition be- 
fore I fent it him. 

(5 6 ) ^ Unjpotted Crimes,] My Conjeaure in this place was 

Shrines, but Mr. Theobald has, I doabt not, hit upon Che true 
Word ; for befidesfits Propriety to the Epithet, " he has proved it by 
a Parallel PaiTage of our Poets. Monfieur Thomas* Aft 4. Scene 1. 

— *-" • O that Honejly 

That Ermine Honejiy, un/pot ted ever 
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Their good Deeds holy Temples, where the Incenfe 
Burns not to common Eyes 5 your fears are virtuous, 
And fo I (hall preferve *em. Ifab. Keep but this way, •• 
And from this place to tell me ib, you've paid me ; 
And fo I wifh you fee all Fortune. [Exit: 

Wid. Fear not, 
The Woman will be thank'd, I do not doubt it. 
Are you fo crafty, cafty it fo precifely ? 
(57) This is to awake my Fears, not to abufe me j 
I fhali look narrowly ; defpair not Gentleman, 
There is an hour to catch a Woman in, 
If you be wife, fo 9 1 muft leave you too ; 
Now Pll go laugh at m' Suitors, [Exit. 

Lance. Sir, what courage? [tutes 

Fran. (5$) This Woman is a Founder, and cites Sta- 
To all her benefits. Lance. I ne'er knew yet, 
So few Years and fo cunning, yet believe me 
She has an itch, but how t' make her confefi it, 
For*t is a crafty Tit, and plays about you, 
WiU not bite home, Ihe would fain, but flie dares not * t 
Carry your felf but fo difcreetly, Sir, 
That want or wantonnefi feem not to fearch you, 

I now condemn, and mention it only to ihew, how little Depen- 
dence one ought to have upon the moft plaufible Conjecture ; and 
that to be pofitive and dogmatical, does not become a verbal Critick. 
Mr. Sympfon read with me Shrines, but entirely agreed in the Prefe- 
rence of Ermines. 

(57) ~— Or to abufe me,"] This Reading feems wrong, could Ifa- 
bella carry it fo precifely on purpofe to make her Sifter more watch- 
ful of her ? The flight Change I have made gives this Senfe ; yoor 
Behaviour which was intended to lull my Fears a flee p, (hall not fo 
abufe me, but make me more vigilant. Mr. Sympfon does not admit 
this, but would read, 

Is this to <wakt my Fears f or to abufe me P 
Bat how could ihe ask fo abfurd a Queftion ? 

(58) — A Founder and cites Statutes,"} This is femewhat obfeurc, 
but I believe the meaning is, This Woman is a Founder or Builder 
np of my Fortunes, and kke the Founder of a College has no { other 
Motive than the Statutes or Commands of Heaven to be Charitable. 
Or perhaps, ihe is a Founder of my Fortunes, and mentions Statutes 
to me which ihe expedb .me to conform to. Founder is ufed in the 
&me Senfe in the Captain, A 61 i . Scene 3. 

■ imagine Me 

A Founder of old fellows ! 

y 4 • And 
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And you fhall fee her open, Fran. I do love her, 
And were 1 rich, wouM give two thoufand pound, 

(59) To wed her Wit but one hour, oh *tis a Paragon, 
And fuch a fpritely way of Pleafure, ha Lance. 

• Jjmce. Your ha Lance broken once, you'd cry, h<^ 
ho, Lance. 

Fran. Some leaden landed Rogue will have this 
Wench now, # 

When all's done; fome fuch Youth will carry her, 
And wear her, greafie out like fluff, fome Dunce 
That knows no more but Markets, and admires nothing 
But a long charge at Sizes : O the Fortunes f 

Enter Ifabella and Luce, 

Lance. Comfort your felf. 

Luce. They are here yet, and alone too, 
Boldly upon't 5 nay, Miftrefc, I ftill told you, 
How you would find your truft, this 'tis to venture 
Your Charity upon a Boy. 

Lance. Now, what's the matter? 
Stand fall, and like your felf, 

Jfab. Prithee no more, Wench. 

. Luce. What was his want to you ? Jfab. 'Tis true. 

Luce. Or Mifery, 
Or fay he had been iW Cage, was there no Mercy 
To look abroad but yours ? Ifab. I am paid for fooling. 

rJft' i^ Uft 757 n ' ght Companion that <*" Pwchafe 

(60) A lhew of Poverty and Beggary 

Fall under your Compaffion ? Lance. Here's new matter. 

Luce. 

w trJ!Llc Dr t agm ^7^ i I s an «" Animal ^ a Lover to com- 

*?k. k l?I t0} hzd Ae been a T «n»agant or a Spit-fire it 

. jnight have beea proper. Paragon i, very near the trace c/d," Le£ 

ZZ£^8&'**~'« other.of our Auth^. 

fSC^T proppr in ,he Placc « Md tf ^"»iwftA!SBMj 

<*A>™> / Poverty, eecb h lgg arl y piann 
Tic Vtrfe row tetter, a. I have put it in the T «t, but the Reader 


Wit without Many. 333 

Luce. Nay, you arc ferv'd but too well, here he flays yet, 
Yet as I live. Fran. How her Face alters on me ! 
Luce. Out of a confidence, I hope. 
Ifab. I'm glad on't. 
Fran. How do you, gentle Lady ? 
Ifab. Much -afham'd, Sir, 
Bat firft ftand further off me, you're infectious, 
To find fuch Vanity, nay almoft Impudence, 
Where I believ'd a Worth : Is this your Thanks, 
The Gratitude you were fo mad to make me, 
This your trim Counfel, Gentlemen ? 
Lance. What, Lady ? 

Ifab. T?kt your device again, it will not ferve, Sir, 
The Woman will not bite, you're finely cozen'd, 
Drop it no more for fhame. 

Luce. D* you think you're here, Sir, 
Amongft your Waft-coateers, your bafc Wenches 
That fcratch at fuch occasions ? You're deluded : 
This is a Gentlewoman of a noble Houfe, 
Born to a better Fame than you can build her, 
And Eyes above your pitch. Fran. I do acknowledge—* 

Ifab. Then I befeech you, Sir, what could you fee, 
(Speak boldly, and fpeak truly, (hame the Devil,) 
In my behaviour of fuch eafinefs 
That you durft venture to do this ? 

Fran. You amaze me, 
This Ring is none of mine, nor did I drop it.- 

Luce, I faw you drop it, Sir. Ifab. I took it up too, 
Still looking when your Modefty fhould mifs it, 
Why', what a Childifh part was this ? Fran. I vow. 
Ifab. Vow. me no Vows, for he that dares do this, 
Has bred himfelf to boldnefi, to forfwear too ; 
There take your gewgaw, you are too much pamper*d, 
And I repent my part, as you grow older 
Grow wiler if you can, and fo farewel, Sir. 

{Exeunt Ifabella, and Luce. 

will plcafc to take his choice. Mr. Sympfin does not admit cither ot 
thefe Conje&ures, but would read, * 

A Jhrw of Poverty and beggarly. Plaint,. 
Bat a fhew of a beggarly Plaint, icons as haifli to me as the old 
jUadirg. 

Lance. 
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Lance. Grow wifer if you can ? She's put it to you, 
•Tis a rich Ring, did you drop it ? Fran. Never, 
Ne'er faw't afore, Lance, 

Lance. Thereby hangs a Tail then : 
What flight fhe makes to catch her felf ; Lode up> Sir, 
You cannot lofe her if you would, how daintily 
She flies upon the Lure, and cunningly 
(61) She makes her flops! whiftleand fhe'll come to you, 
Fran. I wou'd I we/e fo happy. 
Lance. Maids are Clocks, 
The greateft Wheel, they fhow, goes flowed to us r 
And make us hang on tedious hopes ; the iefler, 
Which are conceaPd, being often oyl'd with Wilha, 
Flee like defires, and never leave that Morion, [row, 
'Till the Tongue ftrikes ; (he is FJefh, Blood, and Mar- 
Young as htr purpofe, and as fofc as pity ; 
No Monument to Worlhip, but a Mould ' ' 
To make Men in, a neat one, and I know 
How e'er fh* appears now, which is near enough, 
You are ftark blind if yo* hit not foon ; at Night 
He wou'd venture forty Pounds more but to feel 
A^ Flea in your Shape bite her: Drop no more Rings 

forfooth, * 
This was the prettied: thing to know her Heart by. 

Fran. Thou put'ft mc in much comfort. 

Lance. Put your felf in 
Good comfort, don't fhe point you out the vray? j 
Crop no more Rings, fhell drop her felf into you* . 

Fran. 1 wonder m* Brother comes not. 

Lance. Let him alone, 
And feed your felf on your own Fortunes ; come 
Pe frolick, and let me be monftrdus wife, 
Ar\d full of counfel ; drop no more Rings quoth-a: 

[Exeunt* 

Enter Widow, Fountain, BelJamore, and Hairbrain. 

TVid. If you will needs be foolifh you muft b % us'd fo : 
Who fent for you ? Who entertained you, Gentlemen? 
Who bid you welcome hither ? You came crowding, 

(6 1 J Stofif ] Mr. Sjmpfin thinks it Humid be floods. ' 

A** 
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And impudently bold ; preft on my Patience, 
As if J kept a Houl? for all Companions, 
And of all forts : Will have your Wills, will vex me 
And force a liking from yop I ne'er ow*d you ? 

Fount. E'r all this we will dine with you. 

Bel. And Pr all this , 

Will have a better Anfwer from you. Wid. You 
Shall neither have an Anfwer nor a Dinner, 
Unlefs you ufe me with a more ftaid Refpeft, 
And ftay my time too. 

■ 

Enter Ifabella, Shorthofe, Roger, Humphry, 
Ralph, with Di/bes of Meat. 

jfab. Forward with the Meat now. 

Rog. Come, Gentlemen, march fairly. 

* " Short. Roger, you [ydu ; 

Are a weak Serving-man, your white Broath runs from 

Fie, how I fweat under this Pile of Beef j 

An Elephant can do more ! Oh for fuch a Back now, 

, And in thefe times, what might a Man arrive at ! 

Goofe, grafe you up, and Woodcock march behind, 

I'm almoft foundred. 

JVid. Who bid you bring the Meat yet ? 

Away you Knaves, I will not Dine thefe two hours : f 

How am I vext and chaf f d ! go carry it back, 

And tell the Cook that he's an arrant Rafcal, 

To fend before I call'd. 

Short. Face about, Gentlemen, 

Beat 'mournful March then, and give fome Supporters, 

Or elfe I perifh -— — » {Exeunt Servants* 

Jfab. It does me much good 

To fee her chafe thus. 

Hair. We can flay, Madam,and will ftay and dwell here* 

*Tis a good Air. 

Fount. I know you've Beds enough, 

And Meat you never want. 

WiL You want a little — — 

Bel. We dare to pretend no. Since you are churlifh, 

We'll give you Phyfick, you mull purge this Anger, 

It burns you and decays yoy, 

Wid* 
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Wid. If Td you out once, # 

I'd be at the charge of a Portcullis for you. 

Enter Valentine. 

Val Good morrow, noble Lady. 

Wid. G*d morrow, Sir. 
How fweetly now he looks ; and how full manly ! 
What Slaves were thefe to ufc him fo ! 

Val. I come 
To look a young Man I call Brother. 

Wid. Such a one 
Was here, as I remember your own Brother, 
But gone almoft an hour ago. Val. Good E'en then. 

Wid. You muft not go fo foon, Sir*; there are here 
Some Gentlemen, it may be you're acquainted with* 

'Hair. Will nothing make him miferable f 

Fount. How glorious ! 

Bel. It is the very he ; does it rain Fortunes, 
Or has he a Familiar ? ' Hair. How doggedly 
He looks too ? 

Fount. *Tis beyond Faith, let's be going. 

Val. Where are thefe Gentlemen ? WU. Here. 

Vol. Yes, I know 'em, 
And will be more familiar. Bel. Morrow, Madam* 

Wid. Nay ftay and dine. 

Val. You'll ftay till I talk with you, 
(62) And not dine nei'er, but fafting fly my Fury j 
You think you have undone me, think fo ftill, 
And fwallow that belief, 'tilljou be company 
Only for Court-hand Clerks,* and ftarv'd Attornies, 
'Till you break in at Plays like Prentices 
For three a Groat, and crack Nuts with the Scholars 
In penny Rooms again, and fight for Applei, 
'Till you return to what I found you, People 
Betray'd into the hands of Fencers, Challengers, 
Tooth-drawers Bills, and tedious Proclamations 

(62) But fafiintfy my Fury,] Mr. Sympfim reads but fufiiug *m 

my Fury : My fab Conje£ure was, bide my Fury, butas^ i$ aeareft 
the trace of the Letters, and feeros to me good Senfe, I think it 
fuofl probably the Original. Mr. TbcabaU reads, bid*. 
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In Meal-markets, with throngings to fee Cut-purfes. 

Stir not, but hear, and mark, HI cut your Throats clfe, 

'Till Water-works, and rumours of New-Rivers 

Ride you again, and run you into Queftions 

Who built the Thames, 'till you run mad for Lotteries, 

And (land there with your Tables to glean up 

The Golden Sentences, and cite 'em fecretly 

To Serving-men for found Eflays, 'till Taverns 

Allow you but a Towel-room to Tipple 

Wine in, that th' Bell hath gone for twice, and Glafics 

That look like broken Promifes, tied up 

With wicker Protcftations, EngUJh Tobacco 

With half Pipes, not in half a Year once burnt, and 

Bisket 
That Bawds have rub'd their Gums upon like Corals 
To bring the mark again, 
(63) 'Till this hour, Rafcals, ftalJ, 
•Till this mod fatal hour Ihall come again, 
Think I fit down the Lofer. 

Wid. Will you ftay, Gentlemen? 
A piece of Beef, and a cold Capon's all, 
You know you're welcome. % \ 

Humph. That was caft t* abufe us. 

Bel. Steal off, the Devil's in his Anger.' 

Wid. Nay I am fure 
You will not leave me fo difcourtcoufly, 
Now I've provided for you. ' Vol. What do you here? 
Why do ye vex a Woman of her Goodnefi, 
Her State and Worth ? Can yo' bring a fair Certificate - 
That you defcrve to be her Footmen? Husbands, 

Puppies ? 
Husbands for Whores and Bawds, away you Wind-fuckers ; 
Do not look big, nor prate, nor ftay, nor grumble, 
And when you're gone, fcem to laugh at my fury, 
And flight this Lady, I (hall hear, and know this : 
And though I am not bound to fight for Women, 

(63). 

again, 
as Ih 

hope it will be allowed. 

As 
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As far as they arc good I dare preferve *em : 

Be not too bold, for if you be I'll fwinge you, 

And fwinge you monftrouifly without all pity, 

Your Honours now may go, avoid me mainly. [Exeunt* 

Wid. Well, Sir, you have deliverM me, I thank you, 
And with your Noblenefs prevented Danger, 
Their Tongues might utter, we'll all go and eat, Sir. 

Vol. No, no, I dare not truft my fclf with Women ; 
Go to your Meat, eat little, tak^lefi eafe, 
And tie your Body to a daily Labour, 
You may live honeftly, and fo I thank you. [Exit. 

Wid. Well, go thy ways, thou art a noble Fellow, 
And feme means I muft work to have thee know it. 

[Exit. 


ACT V. SCENE I 

Enter Uncle and Merchant. 

Unc. TV/TOST certain 'tis her Hands that hold him up> 
1VX And 'er Sifter relieves Frank. 
Mer. Pm glad to hear it : 
But wherefore do they not purfue this Fortune 
To fome fair end ? Unc. The Women are too crafty, 
And Valentine too coy, and Frank too bafhful ; 
Had any wife Man hold of fuch a Blefling, 
They'd ftrike it out o'th* flint but they would form it. 

r 

Enter Widow and Shorthofe. 

• Mer. The Widow fure, why docs (he ftir fo early ? 

Wid. 'Tis flrange, I cannot force him t* underftand me, 
And make a Benefit of what Fd bring him : 
•Tell my Sifter Pll 

Ufe my Devotions at home this Morning, 
She may if fhe pleafe go to Church. Short. Hey ho. 

Wid. And do you wait upon her with a Torch, $ir. 

Short. Hey ho. Wid. You lazy Knave, 

Short. Here's fuch a tinkle tanklings 

That 
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That we can ne'er lie quiet, and fleep our Prayers out. 
Ralph* empty my right Shoe, pray, that you made 
Your Chamber-pot, and burn a little Rofemary in't, 
I muft wait upon my Lady. This Morning Prayer 
Has brought me into a Confiimption, 
Pve nothing left but Flefh and Bones about me. 

Wid. You droufie Slave, nothing but Sleep and 
Swilling ? [been, 

Short. Had you been bitten with Bandog-fleas as I've 
And haunted jvith the night Mare. 

Wid. With an Ale-pot. 

Short. You wou'd have little lift to Morning Prayers^ 
Pray take my fellow Ralph* he has a Pfalm Book, 
I am an ingrum Man. Wid. Get ready quickly, 
And when fhe's ready, wait upon her handfomely ; 
No more, be gone. Short. If I do fnore my part out — * 

[Exit Short. 

Unc. Now to our purpofes. 

Mer. Good morrow, Madam. 

Wid. Good morrow, Gentlemen. 

Unc. Good Joy and Fortune. 

Wid. Thefe are good things, and worth my thanks, I 
thank you, Sir. [late 

Mer. Much Joy I hope you'll find, we came to gratu- 
Your new knit Marriage- band. Wid. How ? 

Unc. He's a Gentleman, 
Although he be my Kinfman, my fair Neice. 

Wid. Neice, Sir? 

Unc. Yes, Lady, now I may fay fb, 
*Tis no fhame t* you, Hay a Gentleman* 
And winking but at fome light Fantafies, 
Which you mod happily m** afFe£fc him for, 
As bravely carried, 's nobly bred and manag'd*. 

Wid. What is all this? I underftand you not, 
What Neice, what Marriage-knot ? 

Unc. I'll tell you plainly, 
You are my Neice, and Valentine the Gentleman, 
. Has made you fo by Marriage. 

Wid. Marriage? Unc. Yes, Lady, 

And t'was a noble and a virtuous Part, 

To 
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To take a Falling Man to your Protection, 

And buoy him up again to all his Glories. v * 

TVii. The Men are furely mad. 

Mer. What though he wanted 
Thefe outward things, that fly away like Shadows, 
Was not his Mind a full one, and a brave one ? 
You've Wealth enough to give him glofi and outfide, 
And he has Wit enough to love a Lady. 

Unc. I ever thought he wou*d do well. 

Mer. Nay, I knew, 
(64) Howe'er he wheel'd about like a loofe Carbine, 
He wou'd charge home at length, like a brave Gentle- 
man; 
Heav'n's Blefling o'your Heart, Lady, we're fo bound 
To honour you, in all your Service fo 
Devoted to you, 

Unc. Do not look fo ft range, Widow, 
It mud be known, better a general Joy ; 
No ftirring here yet, come, come, you can't hide it. 

Wid. Pray be not impudent, thefe are th* fined Toys, 
Belike then I am married ? Mer. You are in 
A miferable Eftate i'th* World's account elfc, 
I wou*d not for your Wealth it come to doubting. 

Wid. And I am great with Child ? 

Unc. No, great they faylhot, 
But 'tis a full opinion youVe with Child, 
And there's great joy among the Gentlemen, ' 
Your Husband hath beftirred himfelf fairly. 

Mer* Alas, we know his private hours of Entrance, 
How long, and when he ftaid, cou'd name the Bed too, 
Where he paid down his firft Fruits. 

Wid. I mall believe anon. 

Unc. And we confider for fome private Reafons, 
You'd have it private, yet take your own Pleafiire % 

m 

(64) Cabinet — — — A Carbine is a Term for a Horfe Soldier, 
and us'd by our -Authors in another Play, fo that I cannot doubt 
of its being the genuine Reading, tho' Mr. Tbtobaid did, for I Jenr 
it him, and find • • ,# »* •-• ~ -• • *'* 

know whether 

fnC% Concurrence, who fay 
ing. 

• And 



Wit without Mony. 34.1 

And fo good morrow, my beft Neice, my fwcctcft. 

Wid. No, no, pray (lay. 

Unc. I know you wou'd be with him, 
Love him, and love him well. 

Mer. You'll find him noble. 
This may beget" 

Unc. It muft needs work upon her. 

[Exeunt Unck and Merchant. 

Wid. Thcfe are fine bobs i'faitb, married, and with 
Child too! 
How long's this been, I trow ? They fcem grave Fellows, 
They /hould not come to flout ; married, and bedded * 
The World takes notice tool Where lies this May- 

game? 
I cou'dbe vext extreamly now, and rail too, 
But 'tis to no end ; though I itch a little, 
Muft I be fcratcht I know not how ? Who waits there ? 

Enter Humphry a Servant. 

Humph. Madam. [only, 

Wid. Make ready my Coach quickly, and wait you 

And hark you, Sir, be fecret and be fpeedy, 

Inquire out where he lies. Humph. I ihall do't, Madam. 

Wid. Married, and got with Child i* a dream ! 'tis 

fine i* faith j 

Sure he that did this, would do better waking. {Exit. 

Enter Valentine, Francifco, Lance, and a Boy with 

aTorcb ' tFronkf 

VaL Hold thy Torch handfomely : How dtift thou, 
Peter Bajjel, bear up. Fran. YouVe fried me foundly, 
Sack do you call this Drink ? \ 

Fed. A fhrcwd Dog, Frank, 
Will bite abundandy. Lance. Now cou'd I fight, 
And fight with thee. • 

Fal. With me, thou Man of Memphis ? 

Lance. But that thou'rt m' own natural Matter, yet 
My Sack fays thou'rt no Man, thou art a Pagan, 
And pawn'ft thy Land, which is a noble Caqfe. . 

Vol. II. Z Fal. 
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Val (65) No arms, nor harm?, gpod Lmekt> dear 

Lance, 
No fighting here, we will have Lands, Boy» Living?* 
And Titles, thou (halt be a Vic^Roy, Lance * 
Hang fighting, hang*t„ 'tis put of fafftkwh 

Lance. I wou'd 
Fain labour you into your Lands again, 
Go to, it is behoveful. Fran. Fie Lance, fie* 

Lance. I mlift beat fome,Baay, and why not my Matter, 
Before a Stranger ? Charity and beating , 
Begins at home. • ♦ 

Val Come, thou fhah beat me. Lme. I 
Won't be compelled, and you were xm Matters,. 
I fcorn the Motion. 

Val Wilt thou fieep? Lance. I fcorn fkep» 

Val Wilt thou go eat ? 

Lance. I fcorn Mfeat, I come for rompering, 
I come to wait upon my Charge difcreetly 5 
For look you, it you will -not take your Mortgage again, 
Here do I lie St. George, and fo forth. 

Vd. Arid here do I, St. Gti>tge> -beftride the Dragon, 
Thus with my Lance. . 

Lance. I fting, I ftlng wi' my Tail. 

Val. Do you fo, do you fo, Sir ? I'll Tail you prefcntly. 

Fran. By no means, do not hurt him. 

Val. Take this, Nelpto\ . 
Now rife, thou Maiden-Knight of ^Maltigo, 
Lace on thy Helmet of indented Sack, 
And charge again. 

Lance. Til play no more, yo f abufe me, will you go ? 

Fran* I will 
Bid you good morrow, Brother, for fleep I can*t t 
I have a thoufand Fancies. Val Now thou'tt arrived, 
Go bravely to the matter, and do fomething 
Of worth, Frank. 
, Lance. You ftiall hear from 9 s. [Exe. Lance and Frari. 

* • _ 

(6 5 ) _ :. Nor arms.] Either It fiiaft be a repetition t>f both Words, 
[No arms, no arms,] or elfe the Letter I have added is nectflarr. 
which gives foine little humoar,. and therefore was probably dte Ori- 
ginal. I find it confirmM by Mr. Theobald. 

Vol. 
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Val>. This Rogue, 
If he'd beer* fober» fure had beaten me, 
Is the molt tettiCb Knave. 

Enter VncU y Merchant, and Boy with a Torch. 

Unc. . *Tis he. Mer. Good morrow. ^ [My, 

Val. Whyi Sir, good morrow t* you too, and you f re fo 

Unc. You're made your Brother a fine Man, we met 
him. * - 

Vol. I made him a fine Gentleman, he was 
(66) A Fool before, brought up amongft the Mift 
Of Small-Beef Brew-houfes * ' what would you hate 
with me ? 

Mer. I come to tell y% your lateft hour is come. 
f Val. Are you my Sentence ? 

Mer. Th'Sentence of your State. 

Val Let it be hangM then, and be hang'd high enough, 
I may not fee it. Unc. A grarfous Refolution. 

Val. What would you have elfe with me, will you 
00 drink, 
And tet the World Aide, Uncle ? Ha, ha, ha, Boys, 
Drink Sack like Whey, Boys. 

Met. Have you no feeling, Sir ? 

Val Come hither, Merchant : Make m* a Supper, thou 
Moft reverend Land-catcher, 'A Supper o' forty pounds. 

Mer. What then, Sir ? 

Vol.. Then bring thy Wife along, and thy fair Sifter^ 

* * * 

(66) Amonift the mldfi of Small-Betr Btew-boufet,'} How 

much the flight Change I have made improves the Senfc, the Rea- 
der of Tafte will inftantly fee. He will probably wonder how any 
one could mifs it, and think it fcarce deferves a Note. Bat for my 
own party I feveral times read o'er the PaJTage without feeing the 
Corruption, and am at laft the Difcoverer, tho* Mr. Theobald and 
Mr. tympfon (whofe Abilities no one will I believe doubt) had very 
accurately ftudied the Play. The fame thing has frequently happened 
to me with regard to their Emendations ; and I doubt not but every 
fen£ble. Reader will find out many more, which we have all three 
miffed, as obvious and certain as this. What therefore I would often 
inculcate is, that the Reader mould not be too fevere upon us for 
fuch, Overfights ; Becaufe the fame thing, has happened to all Editors 
of Books which abound with fuch numerous Corruptions as do Qur 
Authors Plays. 

• Z 2 Thy 
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Thy Neighbours and their Wives, and all their Trinkets, 
Let me have forty Trumpets, and fuch Wine, 
We'll laugh at all the Miicries of Mortgage, 
And then in ftate Ftf render thee an Anfwer. # 

Mer. Whatfcy you t* this? 

Unc. 1 dare not %, nor think neither* [Sir. 

Mer. Will you redeem your State i fpeak to the point, 

VdL No, not if it were mine Heir in the Turks Galliey 

Mer. Then I muft take an order? # 

Vol. Take a thoufcnd, • 

I will not keep it, nor thou (halt not have it, 
Becaufe thon cam* ft t'th 9 nick, thou (halt not have ir, 
Go take Pofleflion, and be fure you hold it, 
Hold fad: wi* both Hands* for there b 9 thofe Hounds 

uncoupled, 
Will ring you fuch a Knell ; go down in Glory, * 
And march upon my Land, and cry, All's mine s 
Cry as the Devil did, and be the Devil, 
Mark what an Echo follows, build fine March-panes, 
To entertaift Sir Silk-worm and his Lady, 
And pull the Chapped down, and raife a Chamber 
For Miftrds Silver-pin, to lay her Belly in, 
Mark what an Earthquake comes. Then foolifli Merchant, 
My Tenants are no Subjects, they obey nothing, 
And they are People too. were never Chriften'd, 
(67) They know no Law nor Confcience, they'll de- 
vour thee) 
An thou art mortal Staple ; they'll confound thee 
Within three Days $ no Bit nor Memory 

Of what thou wert, no not the Wart upon 

« 

(67) The} 11 demur thee ; and 

Thou Mortal, the Stopple, they'll confound ihee,] Oat of tfaii 
Abyfs of Darknefs I hope that I have retrieved both Senfe and Meafvic, 
and I have the left doubt of it, at they mutually confirm each other. 
Mj> Reading gives this Senfe, They'll devour thee, if thou art made 
of mortal Stuff, or according to mortal Standard } it might P****!* 
be wrote An thou art mortal. Staple; calling the Merchant ty that 
Name. Mr. Sjmp/on had hit oft the word Staple before he received 
my Note, and read, 

Thou Mortal of the Staple ; i. e. Thou Man of Merchandiie. 
When different Readings are equally Senfe, Conjecture cannot decide, 
which was the Original. 

^ Tby 
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Thy Nofe there, fhall be ever heard of more; 

Go take Poffeflion, 

And bring thy Children down, to roft like Rabbets, 

They love young Toafts and Butter* Bow-bell Suckers ; 

As they love mifchief, and hate Law, they're Cannibals ; 

Bring down thy Kindred too, that be not fruitful, 

There be thofe Mandrakes that will mollifie *em, 

Go take Pofieffion. I'll go to my Chamber ; 

Afore Boy. [Exit. 

Mer. He's mad fore. Unc. He's half drunk, # fure : 
And yet I like th' unwillingnefe to.lofe it, 
This looking back. Mer. Yt%^ if he did it handfomely, 
But he's fo harfh and ftrange. 

Unc. Believe it 'tis his Drink, Sir, 
And I am glad his Drink has thruft it out. 

Mer. Cann'bals ? if e'er I come to view his Regiment, 
If fair Terms may be had. Unc. He tells you true, Sir, 
They are a Bunch of the moft boifterous Rafcals 
Diforder ever made, let *em be mad once, 
The Pow*r of the whole Country can't cool 'em ; 
Be patient but a while. Mer. As long as you will, Sir, 
Before I buy a bargain of fuch Runts, 
I'll buy a College for Bears, and live among 'em. 

Enter Frahcifco, Lance, and Boy with a Torch. 

Fran. How doft th* now ? 

Lance. Better than I was, and ftraighter, 
But m' Head's a Hogftiead ftill, it rowls and tumbles. 

Fran. Thou'rt cruelly paid. 

Lance. I may Jive to requite it, 
To put a Snaffle of Sack i'm' Mouth and then ride me 
Very well. [now, 

Fran* 'Twas all but Sport, Pll tell thee what 1 mean 
I mean to fee this Weoch. 

Lance. Where a Devil is fhe? .% 

And there were two, 'twere better. 

Fran., Doft thou hear 
The Bell ring ? Lance. Yes, yes. 

Fran, Then Ihe comes to Pray'rs, 

. Z 3 Eirly 
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Early each Morning thither : Now if I 
Cou'd but meet her, now I'm another mettle. 

Enter Ifabel, and Shorthofe with a Torch. 

Lance. What light's yon ? . # [her. 

Fran. Ha, 'tis a light, take her by the Hand arid court 

Lance. Take her below theGirdle^ou'll ne'er Ipcedelfc, 
It comes on this way ftill, oh that 1 had 
But fuch an Opportunity in a Saw-pit, 
How it comes on, comes on ! 'tis hene. 

Fran. 'Tis (he : 
Fortune, I kifi thy Hand — Good morrow, Lady. 

Ifab. What voice is that, Sirra, do you fleep 
As you go? 'tis he, I'm glad on't. Why, Shorthofe ? 

Short. Yes, forfooth, I was dreamt, I w's going to 

Lance. She fees you *s plain as I do. [Church. 

Ifab. Hold the Torch up. 

Short. Here's nothing but a Stall, and a Butchers 
Dog afleep in't, 
Where did you fee the Voice ? 

Fran. She looks (till angry. 

Lance. To her, and meet, Sir. Ifab. Here, here.' 

Fran. Yes, Lady, 
Ne'er blefe your felf, I am but a Man, 
And like an honeft Man, now I will thank you — — 

Ifab. What do you mean, who fent for y\ who de- 
fied you? 

Short. Shall I put out the Torch, Forfooth ? 

Ifab. Can I 
Not go about my private Meditations 
But fuch Companions as you mud ruffle me ? 
You'd bed go with me, Sir ? Fran. It was my purpofe. 

Ifab. Why, what an Impudence is this! you'd beft, 
Being fo near the Church, provide a Prieft, 
AncLgerfwade me to Marry you. 

Fran. 'Twas my meaning, 
Anc) fuch a Husband, f * loving, and fo careful, 
My Youth, and all my Fortunes fliall arrive at ■— ■ — — 
Hark you ? 
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Ifab. *Tis ftrange you fhou'd be thus unmannerly, 
Turn home again, Sirra ; you'd bed now force 
My Man to lead your way. 

Lance. Yes, marry fliall he, Lady, 
Forward my Friend, Ifab. This is a pretty Riot, 
It may grow to a Rape. Fran. D 9 you like that better ? 
I can ravifh you an hundred times, and never hurt you. 

Short. I can fee nothing, I am afleep dill, 
When you have done tell me, and then I'll wake, Miftrefi. 

Ifab. Are you in eameft, Sir, do you long to be hanged ? 

Fran. Yes, by my troth, Lady, in thefe fair Trefles. 

Ifab. Shall I call out for help ? 

Fran. No by no means, 
That were a weak trick, Lady, 
I'll kifs, and (top your Mouth. 

Ifab. Youll anfwer all thefe ? 

Fran. A thoufand Kifles more. 
• Ifab. I was'ne'er abus'd thus, 
You'd bed give out too, that you found me willing, 
And fay I doted on you? Fran. That's known already, 
And no Man living (hall now carry you from me. 

Ifab. This is fine i'faith. 

Fran. It fhall be ten times finer. 

Ifab. Well, feeing you're fb valiant, keep your way, 
I will to Church. Fran. And I'll wait upon you. 

Ifab. And 'tis moft likely that there is a Prieft. 
If you dare venture as you now profe/s, 
Pd wifh you look about you tho*, to do 
Thefe rude TVicks, for you know the Recompences, 
And truft not to my Mercy. Fran. But I will, Lady. 

Ifab. For I'll fo handle you. 

Fran. That's it I look for. 

Lance. Afore, thou Dream. Short. Have you done ? 

Ifab. Goon; 
Sir, follow if you dare. Fran. If I don't, hang me. 

Lance. 'Tis all thine own, Boy, an it were a Mil- 
* lion, » 

God a Mercy Sack, when wou'd Small-Beer have done 
this ? [Exeunt. 

Z 4 * Knocking 
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Knocking within. ^ Enter Valentine. 

Val. Who's that that knocks and bounces, what a Devil 
Ails you, is Hell broke loofe, or do you keep 
An Iron Mill ? 

« 

Enter a Servants 

Serv. 'Tis a Gentlewoman, Sir, 
That muft needs fpeak with you. Val. A Gentlewoman ? 
What Gentlewoman, what have I to do with Gentle- 
women ? 

Serv. She'll not be anfwer'd, Sir. 

Vat. Fling up the Bed 
And let her in, Pll try how gentle fhe is— [Exit Servant. 
(68) This Sack has fill'd my Head fo foil of Babels, 
I'm almoft mad ; what Gentlewoman fhould this be ? 
I hope fh'as brought no butter Print along with her 
To lay to my Charge, if fhe have Pll forfwear it. 

. Enter Widow and Servant. 

Wid. O you're a noble Gallant, fend off your Servant 
pray. [Exit Servant. 

Vol. She will not ravifli me ? by this light flit looks 
As ihaf p fet *s 'Sparrow-hawk i what wou'dft thou, Wo- 
man ? 

Wid. Oyou have us'd me kindly, and like a Gentleman, 
This is to truft t' you. Val. Truft to me, for what ? 

Wid. Becaufe I faid in Jeft once, that you were 
A handfom Man, and one I could like well, 
And fooling, made you to believe I lov'd you, 
And might be brought to marry. 

Val. Th* Widow's drunk, too. 

Wid. You out of this, which is a fine Difcretion, 
Give out the matter's done, you've won and wed me, 
And that you have put fairly for an Heir too, 
Thefe are fine Rumours to advance my Credit : 
I'th* name of mifchief what d' you mean ? 

Val. That you lov'd me, 

(681 ; ■■!■ Babht] Former Editions. 

• And 
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And that you might be brought to marry me ? 
Why, what do you mean, Widow ? 

Wid. 'Twas a fine trick too, 
To tell the World that though you had enjoy'd 
Your firft Wilh which you wifhM, the Wealth you 

aim'd at, 
That I was poor, which is moflf true, I am, 
Have fold my Lands, 
Becaufe I love not thofe Vexations, 
Yet for mine Honour's fake, if y* muft be prating, 
And for my Credit fake i*th f Town. 

VaL I tell thee, Widow, 
I like thee ten times better, now thou'ft no Lands, 
For now thy hopes and cares lye on thy Husband, 
If e'er thou marry'ft more. 

IV id. Have not you married me, 
And for this main caufe, now as you report if/ 
To be your Nurfe ? 

VaL My Nurfe ? why, what am I grown, 
Give me the Glafs ; my Nurfe ? 

Wid. You ne'er faid truer, 
I muft confefs I did a litde favour you, 
And with fome labour might have been perfwaded, 
But when I found I muft be hourly troubled, 
With making Broths, and dawbing your Decays 
With Swadling, and with ftitching up your Ruins, 
For the World fo. reports. VaL Do not provoke me. 

Wid. And half an Eye may fee. 

Vd. Do not provoke me, 
The World's a lying World, and thou fhalt find it, 
Have a good Heart, and take a ftrong Faith to thee, 
And mark what follows, m' Nurfe, yes, you ihall rock me: 
Widow, I'll keep you waking. 

Wid. You're cjifpos'd, Sir. 

VaL Yes marry am I, Widow, and you'll feel it, 
Nay and they touch my freehold, I am a Tiger. 

Wid. I think fo. 

VaL Come. 

Wid. Whither ? 

VaL Any whither, v {Sings. 

The 
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The Fits upon me now 9 the Fits upon me now, 

Come quickly, gentk Lady, the Fits upon me novo, 

The World Jhall know tbefre Fools % 

And fojbalt thou do too. 

Let the Cbbler meddle with bis Tools, 

The Fits upon me now. 

Come take trie quickly, while I'm in this vein, 
Away with me, for if I have but two hours t* confider, 
All th' Widows i*th* World cannot recover me. 

WiL If you'll go with me, Sir. 

VaK Yes, marry, will I, 
But 'tis in anger yet, and I will marry thee, 
Don't crofs me, yes, and I will lie with thee, 
And get a whole bundle o' Babies, and I'll kifs thee; 
Stand ftilland kifs me handfomely, but don't provoke me, 
Stir neither Hand nor Foot, for I am dangerous, 
I drunk Sack Yefternight, don't allure me : 
Thou art no Widow of this World, come i' Pity, 
And i* fpite Til marry thee, not a word more, 
And then I may be brought to love thee, Widow. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter Merchant l , and Uncle % at fevered Doors. 

Mer. Well met again, and what good news yet ? 
Unc. Faith nothing. 
Mer. No Fruits of what we lowed ? 
Unc. Nothing I hear of. 
Mer. No turning in this tide yet? 
Unc. 'Tis all flood, 
And 'till that fall away, there's no expe&ing. 

Enter Francifco, Ifabella, Lance, Shorthofc, a Torch. 

Mer. Is not this 's younger Brother ? 

Unc. With a Gentlewoman 
The Widow's Sifter, as I live he fmiles, 
He's got good hold ; why well laid Frank i'faith, 
Let's ftay and mark. 

Ifab. Well, you're the prettieft Youth, 
And fo you've handled me, think you have me fare. 

Fran. 
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Fran. As fore as Wedlock. 

Ifab. You'd beft lye with me too. 

Fran. Yes, indeed will I, and get fufch black-ey'd Boys. 

Unc. God a Mercy, Front. 

Ifab. This is a merry World, poor fimple Gentlewomen 
That think no harm, can't walk about their Bufuiefi, 
But they muft be catcht up I know not how. 

Fran. I'll tell you, and I will inftruft ye too, 
Ha' I caught you, Miftrefs ? , 

Ifab. Well, and 'twere not for 
Pure Pity, I would give you the flip yet, 
But being as it is. Fran. It fliall be better. 

Enter Valentine, Widow % ml Ralph, with a Torch. 

Ifab. My Sifter, as I live, your Brother with her ! 
I think you're the King's Takers. Unc. Now it works. 

Val. Nay, you fhall know I am a Man. 

Wid. I think fo. 

Val. And fuch proof you (hall have. 

Wid. I pray, fpeak foftly. 

Val. I'll fpeak 't out. Widow, yes, and y* fliall confefi 
too, 
I am no Nurfe-child, I went for a Man, 
A good one, if y'can beat me out o'th' pit; 

Wid. I did but Jeft with you. Val. 1*11 handle you, 
In earneft, and fo handle you : Nay, when 
My Credit calls. Wid. Are y 9 mad. 

Val. I am mad, I am mad. 

Fran. Good morrow, Sir, I like your Preparation. 

Vol. Thou haft been at it, Frank. 

Fran. Yes, faith, 'tis done, Sir. 

Val. Along with me then, never hang an Arfe, Widow. 

Ifab. 'Tis to no purpoft, Sifter. 

Vd. Well faid, Black-brows, 
Advance your Torches, Gentlemen. 

Unc. Yes, yes, Sir. 

Val. And keep your Ranks. < 

Mcr. Lance, carry this .before him. 

Unc. And carry it in State. 

• Enter 
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t 

Enter Muficians, Fountain, Hairbrain, Bellarnorc, 

Vat. What're yoii, Muficians ? 
(69) I know you, come you in, and what are thofe 
Behind you ? Muji.. Gentlemen that fent us, ~" 
To give the Lady a good Morrow. Vol. O 
I know them, come, Boy, fing the Song I taught you, 
And fing- it luftily ; come forward, Gentlemen, . 
IQou'rt welcome,now we*re"Friends,gogct th* Prieft ready, 
And let him not be long, we have much bufinels : 
Come, Frank, rejoyce with me, thou'ft got the ftart, Boy, 
But I'll fo tumble after ; come, my Friends, lead, 
Lead cheerfully, and let your Fiddles ring, Boys, 
My Follies and my Fancies have an end here, 
Difplay the Mortagage, Lance ^ Merchant Pll pay you, 
And every thing fliall be in joynt again. 
Unc. Afore, afore. . 
Vat. And now confefi and know, 
Wit without Mony, fame times gives the Blow. 

[Exeunt armies. 

(69) I know you coming,'] Befide the obfeurity of this Expreflion, 
which I take to have been a meer typographical Error, , {coming for 
come in] a Syllable is wanting to the Meafure, which I have taken 
the Liberty to fupply, believing either [you] or fome other Mono- 
Syllable as indifferent to *the Senjfe has been' dropt. One may eafily 
believe, that fuch Miftakes may have frequently- happened in a 
Play, where there have been vifibly fuch numerous Corruptions, and 
where the Meafure was fo mockingly difregarded, that not twenty 
Lines in the whole were defignedly printed as fuch, in any former 
Edition. This I hope I have generally reftored ; and that by the 
affiftance of Mr. Sympfin and Mr. Tbeobalfs Margin, I have retrieved 
many Paffages which were corrupted. I am far fron\ prefbming 
that all our Conjectures are right; or that fevcral Blunders are not 
ftiJl left untouched. " 
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ACTI. SCENE I. 

Enter a Merchant and Harmon. 
Merchant. 

BS»he then token? 

I Her. And Jarought back ev'n now, Sir. 
3 Mer, He was not in diJgrace ? 
g Her. No Man more lov'd, 
Nor more deferv*d it, being the only Man 
That durft be honeft in this Court. 

Mer, Indeed 
We've heard abroad, Sir, that the State hath fuftVd 
A great change, fmeethe Counter's Death, 
Her. It hath, Sir: ■ 

Mer. My five years abfence hath kept meaStranger 
So much to all th' Occurrents of my Country, 
As you (hall bind me for Tome fhort Relation 
To make me underftand the prefent Times. 

Her. I mull .begin then with a War was made. 
And fev'n Years with all cruelty continued, 
Upon our Flanders by the Duke of Brabant* 
The caufe grew thug, during our Earl's Minority, 
Wolfort) who now uiurps, was employ'd thither, 
To treat about a Match between our -Earl and 
Th' Daughter and Heir of Brabant : During which Treaty 
The Brabmder pretends, this Daughter was 

Stoln 
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Stoln from his Court, by praftice of oar State, 
Though * we are all ronfirm'd* 'twas a fought Quarrel 
To lay an unjuft gripe upon this Earldom, 
It being here beliey'd the Duke of Brabant 
Had no fuch lofc.' This War upon't oroclaim'd, 
Our Earl, being then a Child, although his Father 
Good Gerrard liv'd, yet in refpeft he was 
Chos'n by th' Counters favour for her Husband, 
And but a Gentleman, and Florez holding 
His Right unto this Country from his Mother, 
'The State thought fit in this defenfive War, 
Wolf or t being then the only Man of mark, 
To make him General. 

Mer. Which place we've heard 
He did difcharge with Honour. 

Her. Ay, fo long, 
And with fo bleft Succefles, that the Brdbandar 
Was forc'd (his Treafures wafted, and the choice 
Of his beft Men of Arms tyrM, or cut off) « 
To leave the Field, and found aJbafc Retreat 
Back to his Country : But fo broken both 
In Mind and Means, e'er to make head again, 
That hitherto he fits down by his lofi. 
Nor daring, or for Honour, or Revenge, 
Again to tempt his Fortune, But this Victory 
More broke our State, and made a deeper hurt 
In Flanders^ than the greateft Overthrow . :* 

She e'er receiv'd : For Wolfort^ now beholding* 
Himielf, And Aftions, in the flattering Glafs 
Of Self-defervings, and that cherifh'd by 
The ftrong aflurance of his Pow'r, for then 
All Captains of the Army were his Creature^ 
The common Soldier too at his Devotion, 
Made fo by foil indulgence to their Rapines, 
And fecret Bounties ; this Strength too well known, 
And what it cou'd effeft, foon put in pradicc, 
As furthered by the Child-hood of the Earl, 
And their improvidence, that might have piercM 
The heart of his Defigns, gave him occauon 
To feize the whole, and in that plight you find it. 
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Mfr. Sir, I receive the knowledge of thus ipuch, 
As a choice favour from you. 

Her. Only 1 muft add, 
Bruges holds out. 

Mer. Wjhither, Sir, I am going. . 
For there laft Night I had a Ship put in, 
And my Horfe waits me. 

Her. I wifh you a good Journey. [Exeunt. 

Enter Wolfort, Hubert, &c. 

JPol What? Hubert dealing from me? Who di£ 
arm'd him ? 
'Twas more than I commanded ; take your Sword, 
I am beft guarded with it in your Hand, 
I've feen you ufe it nobly. 

Hub. And will turn it 
On my own Bofom, ere it (hall be drawn 
Unworthily or rudely. 

Wol. Wou'd you leave me 
Without a farewel, Hubert ? Flie a Friend 
Unwearied in his ftudy to advance you ? 
What have I e'er poffefs'd which was not yours ? 
Or either did not court you to command it ? 
Who ever yet arrivM to any Grace, 
Reward or Truft from me, but his Approaches 
Were by your fair Reports of him prefer'd ? 
And what is more, I made my felf your Servant, 
In making you the Mafter of thofe Secrets 
Which not the rack of Confcience cou*d draw from me, 
Nor I, when I askt Mercy, truft my Prayers with ; 
Yet after thefe aflurances of Love, 
Thefe tyes and bonds of Friendfhip, to forfake me ? 
Forfake me as an En'my ? Come, you muft 
Give me a Reafon. 

Hub. Sir, and lb I will, 
If I may do't in private ; and you hear it. 

WoL All leave the Room : You have your Will, fit down 
And ufe the liberty of our firft Friendfhip. 

Hub. Friendfhip? When you piov'd Trairor firft, 
that vanifh'd. 

Vol. II. A a Nor 
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Nor do I owe you any thought but hue; 

I know my flight hath forfeited my Head; 

And fo I may make yoiufirft underftand 

What a ftrange MoAfter you have made your fclf « 

I welcome it. 

Wol. To me this is Grange Language* 

Hub. To you ? Why what are you ? 

Wd. Your Prince, and; Matter, 
The Earl of Flanders. 

Hub. By a proper Titfe ! 
lUis'd to't by Cunning, Circumvention, Force, 
Blood, and Profcriptions. 

tV<ll And in all this Wifflom, 
Had I not Reafon ? When by Gerrarfo Plots 
1 (hou'd have firft been call'd t' a £tri& Acoompt 
How, and which way I had confumM that mals 
Of Mony, as they term it, in the War, 
Who underhand had by his Minifters 
Detracted my great Aftions, made my Faith 
And Loyalty fufpefted, in which failing 
He fought my Life by Pra&ioe* 

Hub. With what Fore-head 
Do you fpeak this to me ? Who, as I know*t, 
Muft, and will fay 'as falfe. 

Wol. My Guard there. 

Hub. Sir, 
You bad me fit, and promised you would hear, 
Which I now lay you JhaU; not a found more, 
For I that am Contemner of mine own, 
Am Matter of your Life ; then here's a Sword 
Between you, and all aids, Sir : though you blind 
The credulous Beaft, the Multitude, you pals not 
Thefe grofs Untruths on me* 

IVol. How? Grofe Untruths ? 

Hub. Ay, and it is a favourable Language, 
They had been in a mean Man Lies, and foul ones. 

■JroL You take ftrange Licence. 

Hub. Yes, were not thole Rumours 
Of being call'd unto your Anfwer, fpread 
By your own Followers ? And weak Gerrard wrought, 

But 
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But by your cutting pra&ice, to believe 

That you were dangerous ; yet not to be 

Punifh'd by any formal courfe of L#w, 

But firft to be made fure, and have your Crimed 

Laid open after, which your quaint Train taking, 

You fled unto the Camp, and there crav'd humbly 

Prote&ion for your innocent Life,' 7 and that, 

Since you had fcap'd the fury of the War, 

You might not fall by Treafon : And for proof, 

You did not for your otai ends make this danger; 

Some that had been before by you fubof n'd, 

Came forth and took their Oaths they had been hir'd 

By Gerrard to your Murther. This once heard, 

And eafily believ*d, th' inraged Soldier 

Seeing no further than the outward Man, 

Snatch'd haftily his Arms, ran to the Court, 

KUl'd all that made refinance, cut in pieces 

Such as were Servants, or thought Friends to Gtrrard, 

And vowM the like to him. Wol. Will you yet end ? 

Hub. Which he forefeeing, with his Son, the Earl, 
Forfook the City ; and by fecret ways, 
As you give out, and we would gladly have it, 
Efcap'd their Fury : Though 'tis more than fear'd 
They fell among the reft : Nor ftand you there 
To let us only mourn the impious means 
By which you got it, but your Cruelties fined 
So far tranfeend your former bloody Ills, 
As if compared, they only wou'd appear 
Eflaysof Mifchief; do not flop your Ears, 
JMore are behind yet. 

Wol. O repeat them not, 
*Tis Hell to hear them nam'd. 

Hub. You fhould have thought, 
That Hell would be your Punifhment when you did them, 
A Prince in nothing but your Princely Lulls, 
And boundlefs Rapines. 

WoU No more, I befcech you. 

Huh. Who was the Lord of Houfe or Land, that flood 
Within the profpeft of your covetous Eye ? 

A a a Wol 
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Woh You arc in this to mc a greater Tyrant, 
Than e'er I was to any. 

Hub. I end thus 
The general Grief, faow to my private wrong \ 
The lofs of Gerrar<Ts Daughter Jaculin : 
The hop*d-for Partner of my lawful Bed, 
Your Cruelty hath frigftted from mine Arms ; 
And her I now was wand ring to recover. 
Think you that I had reafon now to leave you, 
When you are grown fo juftly odious, 
That cv*n my ftay here, with your Grace and Favour, 
(1) Makes my Life irkfome? Here, Sir, freely take h, 
And do me but this Fruit of all your Friendfhip, 
That I may die by you, and not your Hang-man. 

Wol Oh Hubert* thefe your Words and Reafons have 
As well drawn drops of Blood from my griev'd Heart, 
As thele Tears from mine Eyes ; Defpife them not. 
By all that's (acred, I am ferious, Hubert \ 
You now have made me fenfible, what Furies, 
Whips, Hangmen, and Tormentors, a bad Man 
Do's ever bear about him : Let the good 
That you this Day have done be ever number'd 
The firft of your belt A&ions. Can you think, 
Where Go/win is, or Gerrard* or your Love, 
Or any elfe, or all that are profcrib'd ? 
• I will refign, what I Ufurp, or have 
Unjuftly fore'd ; the Days I have to live 
Are too too few to make them Satisfa&ion 
With any Penitence : Yet I vow to praftife 
All of a Man. 

Hub. O that your Heart and Tongue 

(1) Here furely take //,] This Adverb docs not look like a genuine 
one ; it may indeed be underftood, but not without Graining it from 
its ufual meaning. But what weighs moft with me is that a Sylla- 
ble is loft m the Verfe, which I fuppofe to be the firft of the Ad- 

uif"**' and thcn ic wou,d ftand in A e Manufcript Sirefy ; which 
£ nn ^ would naturally make furefy. Mr. Sympfin has face fent 
me his Heading, fec ¥ rely. This had occurred to me, but when corn- 
text? former, it appeared not quite fo natural to the Con- 
Did 
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Did not now differ ! 

Wol. By my Griefs thev do not. 
Take the good Pains tolearch them out : *Tis worth it. 
You have made clean a Leper : Truft me, you have, 
And made me once more fit for the Society, 
I hope, of good Men. 

Hub. Sir, do not abufe 
My aptnefs to believe. 

Wot. Sufpeft not you 
A Faith that's built upon fo true -a Sorrow : 
Make your own Safeties ; ask thee all the ties 
Humanity can give, Hempskirke too (hall 
Along with you to this lb wiih'd difcov'ry, 
And in my Name profels all that you promife ; 
And I will give you this help to't : I have 
Of late received certain Intelligence, 
That fome of them are in or about Bruges 
To be found out : Which I did then interpret, 
The caufe of that Town's Handing out againft me ; 
But now am glad, it may direft your purpofe 
Of giving them their Safety, and me Peace. 

-(2) Hub. Be conftant to your Goodnefs, and you'll 
have it. {Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

t Enter three Merchants. 

1 Mer. f Tis much that you deliver of this Go/wim 

2 Mer. But fhort of what I cou'd, yet have the Country 
(3) Confirm it true, and by a general Oath, 

(2) — You have //.] Former Edit. 

(3) * Yet have the Country 
Confirmed it true, and by a general Oath, 

And not a r Man hazard his Credit in it.] This is not Gram- 
mar, nor, if it were, could it be fuppofed that the whole Country 
had really taken an Oath to the Truth of this Account. The Mif- 
take arofe from the Editors taking have for the Sign of the Perfect 
Tenfe ; whereas it is here not the auxiliary but an active Verb. 1 
could have the whole Country tQ confirm what I fay. • 

A a 5 . And 
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And not a Man hazard bis Credit in it 1 
He bears himfelf with filch a Confidence « 
As if he were the Matter of the Sea, 
And not a Wind, upon the Sailors Compafs, 
But from one part or other was his Fa&or, 
To bring him in the bed Commodities 
Merchant e'er ventur'dfor. 

1 Mer. 'Tis ftrange. 

2 Mer. And yet 

This do's in him deferve the lcaft of wonder, 
Compar'd with other his peculiar Fafliions, 
Which ail admire : He's Young, and Rich, at lesdk 
Thus far reputed fo, that fince he HvVl 
In Bruges^ there was never brought to Harbour 
So rich a Bottom, but bis Bill wou'd pais 
Unqueftion'd for her Lading. 

3 Mer. Yet he ftill 
Continues a good Man. 

2 Mer. So good, that but 
To doubt him, wou'd be held an Injury 
Or rather Malice, with the beft that Tra/fick ; 
But this is nothing, a great Stock, and Fortune, 
Crowning his Judgment in his Undertakings 
May keep him upright that way : But that Wealth 
Shou'd want the Pow'r to make him dote 00 it, 
Or Youth teach him to wrong it, beft commends 
His conftant Temper \ for his outward Habit, 
*Tis fuited to his prefent courfe of Life: 
His Table furnifh'd well, but not with Dainties 
That pleafe the Appetite only for their rarends, 
Or their dear Price : Not giv*n to Wine or Women, 
Beyond his Health, or warrant of a Man, 
I mean a good one ; And fo loves his State 
He will not hazard it at PJay ; nor lend 
Upon the aflurance of a wellrpen'd Letter, 
Although a Challenge fecond the Denial, 
From (uch as make th f opinion of their Valour 
Their means of Feeding. 

1 Mer, T?h$fc are ways to thrive, 
. ' . - And 
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(4) And yet the means not cunfd. Whit follows ? 

2 Mer* This 
Makes many Venturers with him, in their Wiflies, 
For his Profperity : For when Deleft 
Or Reafon leads him to be liberal, 
His noble Mind and ready Hand contend 
Which can add moft to his free Courtefies, 
Or in their Worth, orfpeed to make them fo* 
Is there a Virgin of good Fame wants Dower ? 
He is a Father to her ; or a Soldier 
That in his Country's Service, from the War 
Hath brought home only Scars, and Want ? His Houfe 
Receives him, and relieves him, with that care 
As if what he pofleftd had been laid up 
For iuch good uies, and he Steward of it. 
But I fhouid lofe my felf to fpeak him further 
And ftale, in my Relation, the much good 
You may be witnefs of, if your remove 
From Bruges be not fpcedy. 

1 Mer. This Report, 
I do aflure you, will not haften it, 
Nor wou'd I wifli a better Man to deal with 
For what I am to p^rt with. 

3 Mer. Never doubt it, 

He is your Man and ours, only I wifh • 

His too much forwardneis t 9 embrace all Bargains 

Sink him not in the end. 

2. Mer. Have better hopes, 
For my part I am confident % here h' comes. 

Enter Gofwin, and the fourth Merchant. 

Gof. I take it at your own rates, your Wine of Cyprus 5 
But for your Candy Sugars, they have met 
With fuch foul Weather, and are prized fo high, 
I cannot lave in them. 

4 Mer. 1 am unwilling 

(4) 2 Mer. What filleojs, this 

Makes] Lift Edition; — Whatfrflvwi this.) Old Folio. The at- 
tempt to amend the firft Reading by the Addition of a Comma does 
not feem faficient/ I hope I have more cffc&ually conefted it. 

A a 4 To 
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To feek another Chapman : Make me offer 
Of fo me thing near the Price, that may allure me 
You can deal for them. 

Gof. I both can, and will, 
But not with too much lofs j your Bill of Lading 
Speaks of two hundred Chefts, valued by you 
At thirty thoufand Gilders, I will have them 
At twenty eight j fo, in the payment of 
Three thoufand Sterling, you fall only in 
Two hundred pound. 
4 Mer. You know, they are fo cheap - 
Gof. Why look you, Pll deal fairly ; there's in Jfrifon, 
And at your fuit, a Pirate, but unqj)le 
To make you Satisfa&ion, and paft hope 
To live a Week, if you fhou'd profecute 
What you can prove againft him : Set him free, 
And you fhall have your Mony to a Stiver, 
And prefent Payment, 

4 Mer. This is above wonder, jjfc* 

A Merchant of your Rank, that have at Sea -^ ' 
So many Bottoms in the danger of 
Thefe Water-Thieves, fhou'd be a means to fave *em j 
It more importing you for your own fafety, 
To be at charge to fcour the Sea of them 
Than ftay .the Sword of Juftice, that is ready 
To fall on one fo confeious of his Gijilt 
That he dares not deny it*. 

Gof You miftake me, 
If you think I wou'd cherifh in this Captain 
The wrong he did to you, or any Man 5 
I w*s lately with him, (having firih from others 
True Teftimony, been affur'd a JVK 
Of more defcrt never put from thdjbbre) 
I read his Letters o* Mart from this State granted 
For the recov'ry of fuch Lofles, as 
He had received in Spain, 'twas that he aim'd at, 
Not at three Tuns of Wine, Bisket, or Beef, 
' Which his Neceffity made him take from you. 
If he had pillag'd you near, or funk your Ship, 
Or thrown your Men o'er-board, then he deferv'4 

The 
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The Laws extreameft Rigour. But fince want 

Of what he cou'd not live without, compdll'd him 

To that he did (which yet our State calls Death) 

I pity his Misfortunes, and to work you 

To fome Cornpaflion of them, I come up 

To your own Price : Save him, the Goods are mine j 

If not, feek elfe-where, Pll not deal for them, 

4 Mer. Well, Sir, for your Love, I will once be led 
To change my Purpofe. 

Gof For your Profit rather. 

4 Mer. I'll prefently make means for his Difcharge, 
Till when, I Jeave you. 

2 Mer. What do you think of this? 

i Mer. As of a deed of noble Pity, guided 
By a ftrong Judgment. 

2 Mer. Save you, Mafter Go/win* 

Gof. Good Day to all. 

2 Mer. We bring you the refu&l 
Of more Commodities. . / 

Gof. Are you the Owners 
O* the Ship that laft Night put into the Harbour? 
i Mer. Both of the Ship, and Lading. 
Gof. What's the Fraight ? 
i Mer. IndicOy Gocbineel, choice Chyna Stuffs. 

3 Mer. And Cloth of Gold, brought from Cambal. 
Gof Rich Lading. 

For which I were vour Chapman, but I am 
Already out of Cam. 

i Mer. I'll give you Day 
For the moiety of all; 

Gof How long ? 

3 Mer. Six Months. 

Gof 'Tis a fair Offer ; which, if we agree 
About the Prices, I, with thanks, accept of, 
And will make prefcnt Payment of the reft ; 
Some two hours hence Pll come aboard. 

x Mer. The Gunner 
Shall fpeak you welcome. 

Gof. Ml not fail. 

3 Mer. Good Morrow. [Exeunt Merchants. 

Gof 
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Gof Heav'n grant my Ships a fefe Return, before 
The Day of this great Payment : As they are 
Expe&ed three Months fooner ; and my Credit 
Stands good with all the World. 

Enttr Gerrard. 

Ger. Blefi my good Mafter, 
The Prayers of your poor Beadf-man ever (hall 
Be fent up for you. 

Gof. God o'mercy Claufe, 
There's fomethbg to put thee in mind hereafter 
To think of me. 

Ger. May he that gave it you. 
Reward you for it, with encreafe, good Mafter. 

Gof. I thrive the better for thy Pray'rs. 

Ger. I hope fo. 
Thefe three Years have I fed upoh your Bounties, 
And by the Fire of your bleft Charity warm'd me, 
And yet, good Mafter, pardon me, that muft, 
Though I nave now receiv'd your Alms, prefume 
To make one lute more to you. 

Gof Whatis't, Claufi? 

Ger. Yet do not think me Impudent I befeech you, 
Since hitherto your Charity hath prevented 
My Begging your relief, 'tis not fop Mony 
Nor Cloaths, good Mafter, but your good Word for me. 

Gof. That thou (halt have, Claufe, for I think thee 
honeft. 

Ger. To Morrow then, dear Mafter, take the trouble 
Of walking early unto Beggars Bu/h ; 
And as you fee me, among others, Brethren 
In my Affli&ion, when you are demanded 
Which you like beft among us, point out me, 
And then pais by, as if you knew me not. 

Gof But what will that advantage thee ? 

Ger. O much, Sir. 
•Twill give me the preheminence of the reft, 
Tvlake me a King among 'em, and protect me 
From all abufe, fuch as are ftronger, might 
Offer my Age * Sir, at your better leifure 
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I will inform you further of the good 
It may do to me. 

Gof. 'Troth thou mak'ft me wonder 5 
Have you a King and Common-wealth among you ? 

Ger. We have* and there are States arc governed worfc. 

Gof. Ambition among Beggars ? 

Ger. Many great ones 
Wou'd part with half their States, to have the Place, 
And Credit, to beg in the firft File, Mafter : 
But (hall I be fo much bound to your Furtherance 
In my Petition ? 

Gof. That thou fhalt not mils of, 
Nor any worldly Care make me forget it, 
I will be early there. 

Ger. Heav'n blefs my Mafter. [Exam*. 


ACT II. SCENE L 

Enter Higgen, Ferret, Prigg, Claufe, Jaculin, Snap, 

Ginks, and other Beggars. 

Big* f** O M E Princes of the Ragged Regiment, 

V^ You o f the Blood, Prigg, my moft upright Lord, 
And thefe, what Name or Title, e'er they bear, 
1 Jarkman, or 2 PatrUo, % Crankt, or 4 Clapperdudgeon, 
5 Frater, or (J Abram-man 5 I fpeak to all • 
That ftand in fair Eledtion for the Title 
Of King of Beggars, with the Command adjoyning, 
Higgen, your Orator, in this Inter-regnum, 
That whilom was your 7 Dommerer, doth befeech you 
All to ftand fair, and put your felves in Rank, 
That the firft Comer, may at his firft View 

Mr. Theobald has given us in his Margin an Explanation of an 
the Cant Terms. 1 . One who makes Counterfeit licences, or Paffes. 
2. Stroiing Priefts that marry under a Hedge. 3. A genteel Impof- 
tor, appearing in divers Shapes. 4 A Beggar born and bred, 5. Such 
as beg with Sham Patents. 6. Beggars pretending to be Mad. 7. Pre- 
tending to have his Tongue cut out. 

Make 
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(5) Make a free choice, tt> fave us farther Queftion. 
Fer. Prigg. f Tis done, Lord Higgen* 

Hig. Thanks to Prince Prigg^ Prince Ferret. 

Fer. Well, pray my Mafters all, Ferret be chofen, 
Y'arc like to have a merciful mild Prince of me. 

Prigg. A very Tyrant, I, an arrant Tyrant; . 
If e'er I come to Reign ; therefore look to't. 
Except you do provide me 8 Hum enough 
And 9 Lour to io Bouze with : I muft have my Capons 
And Turkeys brought me in, with my green Geefe, 
And Ducklings i'th* Seafon : Fine fat Chickens, 
Or if you chance where an Eye of tame Phefancs 
Or Partridges are kept, fee they be mine, 
Or ftraight I feize on all your Privilege, 
Places, Revenues, Offices, as forfeit, 
Gill in your Crutches, wooden Legs, falfe Bellies, 

(6) Forc'd Eyes and Tongues, with your dead Arms 5 

not leave you 
A dirty Clout to Beg # with on your Heads,, 
Or an old Rag with Butter, Frankincenfe, 
Brimfton and Rozen, Birdlime, Blood, and Cream, 
To make you an old Sore *, not fo much Soap 
As you may fome with i'th* Falling-ficknels ; 
The very Bag you bear, and the brown Dilh 
Shall be efcheatsd. All your dajntieft 11 Dells, too 
I will deflower, and take your dcareft 12 Dozyes 

* 8. Strong Liquor. 9. Mony. 10. Drink. 11. Young Wenches 
undebauch'd. *i 2; Strumpets. m 

(5) _ To /ay up the ^uffiion."] Unlefsthis be a cant Expreffion 
it docs not feem to be Senfe ; and what more confirms me in be- 
lieving it a Corruption, is the want of a Syllable to the Verfe. I 
hope that I've retrieved the Original, for my Reading is very near 
the trace of the Letters, tho' I alter three Words, and the Context 
plainly ftiews it to be the Senfe intended. . Mr. Sympfin has fent 
me a Conjecture much to the fame Effect, viz. What fay yon ? pat 
the Queftion. 

(6)fbrc y d Eyes and Teeth,"} By forc'd Eyes I fuppofe are meant. 
Eyes fo diftortcd as to. (hew only the White, fo that the Perfon ap- 
pears blind ; but what forced Teeth *can mean, I cannot conceive j it 
is faid to be common with Beggars to force their Tongues into their 
Throats, fo that they (hall appear to be cut off. I think therefore 
my Conjecture highly probable. 

From 


Beggars Bujh. 369 

From your warm Sides ; and then fome one cold Night 
Pll watch y.ou what old Barn you go to rooft in, 
And there 1*11 fmother you all i'th* mufty Hay. 
Hig. This's Tyrant-like indeed : But what would 

Ginks, 
Or Claufe be here, if either of them fhould Reign t 

Cla. Beft ask an Afs, if he were made a Camel, 
What he wou'd be ; or a Dog, and he were a Lyon. 

Ginks. I care not what you are, Sirs, 1 (hall be 

(7) A Beggar ftill Pm fure, I find my felf there. 

Enter Gofwin. 

Snap. O here a Judge comes. 

Hig. Cry, a Judge, a Judge. 

Goj. What ail you, Sirs ? what means this Outcry ? 

Hig. Matter, 
A fort of poor Souls met : God's Fools, good Matter, 
Have had ibme little Variance 'mongft our felves 
Who fhou'd be honefteft of us, and which lives 
Uprighteft in his Calling : Now, 'caufe we thought 
We ne'er fhould 'gree on't o'r felves, becaufe indeed 

(8) 'Tis hard to fay 5 we all refolv'd to put it 

To him that fhould come next, and that's your Mafterfhip, 
Who, I hope, will 'termine it as your Mind ferves you, 
Right, and no otherwife we ask it : Which ? 

(7) — 1 find my felf there] This is fomcwhat* obfcure, Mr. Symp- 
Jon would place it to Gofwin, who coming in fhould fay that he 
find* himfeif at the appointed Place, but the Expreffion in that Senfe 
feems too ftiff to be admitted as an Emendation, becaufe a better 
Senfe whh as little Stiffhefs may, I think, be affixt to the old Text. 
Ginks was a Nobleman in Difguife, he feems therefore to regret his 
long continuance in Beggary, and to fear it will be for Life. I find 
my f elf there t or in that State. 

(«) — We all diffolifd^ I rather think this a Miflake of the 
Prefs, than a defigned Blunder, which would be proper to an igno- 
rant Clown % but not to fo arch a Beggar as Higgen, whofe Congra- 
tulatory Speech, in the two next Pages, has as much Burlefque Hu- 
mour in it as almoll any thing ev'n in Hudibrafs ; who evidently 
imitated it in his Defcripcion of hjs Heroe's Beard. In the latter 
part of it, there's a Banter on Sbakefpear** Prophecy of Queen Eli- 
xaletb and King James at the end of Harry the Eighth, but fo ele- 
gant and pretty that it could give no Offence. 

Which 
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Which does your Worfhip think is he ? fweet Matter 
Look o 9 er us all, and tell us ; we're fev'n of us, 
Like to the feven wife Matters, or the PJandts. 

Go/. I fliould judge this the Man with the grave Beard, 
And if he be not ■ 

Qa. Blefs you, good Matter, blefi you. [yon 

Gof. I would he were ; there's fomething too amongft 
To keep you all honeft. [Exit*. 

Snap. King of Heav'n go with you. 

Own. Now good reward him, 
May he ne'er want it, t 9 comfort ftill the Poor, 
In a good hour. 

Fer. What is* t? fee: Snap has got it. 

Snap. A good Crown, marry. 

Prig. A Urown of Gold. 

Fer. For our new King : good luck. 

Ginks. To th' common Treafury with it ; if*t be Gold, 
Thither it muft. 

(9) Prigg' Spoke like a Patriot, Ginks. 
King Claufe, I bid God fave thee firft, Erft, Oaufe^ 
After this Golden Token of a Crown. 
Where's Orator Higgen with his gratukting Speech now 
In all our Names ? 

Fer. Here he is pumping for it. 

Gin. H'has cough'd the fecond time, 'tis but once ttkpre 
And then it comes. 

Fer. So, out with all : Expeft now ■ ■■ 

Hi?. That thou arftchofen, venerable Gaufe, 
Our King and Sowaign ; Monarch tfth f 13 Maunders, 
Thus we throw up our 14 Nab-cheats, firft for joy, 
And then our 15 Filches ; laft, we clap our 16 Fambles, 
Thite fubjeft figns, we do it without Envy % 
For who is he here did not wilh thee choien, 
Now thou art chofen ? Ask 'em : All will lay fi>, 
Nay fwcart : f Tis for the King, but let that pais. 

(9) Spoii like * Pairht. Ferret—] As this Speech 1ms nettfcer 
Paffion nor Accident to interrupt ^t, I can fee no reafoa to foppofe 
it a broken one. I believe it a meer accidental Miftake in the Name 
Ferret for Ginks. The firft Editors not fufpeaing this inf^^ f to 
foive the Difficulty by putting a Break or Dalh to it. 

>3* Beggars. 14. Hats. 15. Staves. 16. Hands. When 
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When laft in Conference at the 17 bouzing ken 
This others Day we fat about our dead Prince 
Of famous Memory * reft go with his Rags, 
And that I flw thee at the Tables end, 
Rife mor'd, and gravely leaning on one Crutch, 
Lift f other like a Scepter at my Head, 
I then pre&g'd thou (hortly wou'dft be King, 
And now thou art fo : But what need prefage 
To us, that might have read it in thy Beard 
As well, as he that chofe thee ? By that Beard 
Thou wert found out, and mark'd for Sovereignty. 
O happy Beard ! But happier Prince, whofe Beard 
Was to remark'd* as marked out our Prince, 
Not bating us a hair. Long may it grow, 
And thick, and fair, that who lives under it, 
May live as fafe, as under Beggars Bufh, 
Of which this is the thing, that but the Type. 

Omn. Excellent, excellent Orator, forward good Higgeu^ 
Give him leave to fpif. : The fine well-fpoken Higgen. 

Hig. This is the Beard, the Bufh, or Bufhy-beard, 
Under whofe Gold and Silver Reign 'twas faid 
So many Ages fince, we all fhould fmile 
No Impofitions, Taxes, Grievances, 
Knots in a State, and whips unto a Subjeft, 
Lye lurking tp this Beard, but all kemb'd out : 
If now, the Beard be fuch, what is the Prince 
(10) That owes the Beard? A Father j no, a Grand- 
father $ 

17. Ale-houfe. 

(10) That ow's the Beard,") Owe in the Senfe of awn, or poftTefi 
is very common in all the old Writers : Thus in the firft old Folio 
of Shake fr$ar it occurs in almoft every Play : e.g. The Temfejt, Aft I. 
Sc. 3d. , 

fhfs u no mortal Bufinefe, nor no Sound 

That the Earth owes * 
Again in the fame Page, 

» thou doft here ufnrp 

fhe Name thou ow'ft not. 
I mention this becaufe the forme* O&avo adds an tmneceflary Apo- . 
ftrophe, which neither of the Folios have, fuppofing the Word to be 
a Contra&ion of owns ? and the late ingenious Editor of Macbeth 
feems twice to have been led into Error by not obferving this. 

Nay 
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Nay the great Grand-father of you his People. 
He will not force away your Hens, your Bacon* 
When you have ventured hard for't, nor take from voir 
The fatteft of your Puddings : Under him 
Each Man fhall eat his own ftol'n Eggs, and Butter, 
la his own (hade, or fun-fhine, and enjoy 
His own dear Dell, Doxy, or 1 8 Mort, at Night 
In his own Straw, with his own Shirt, or Sheet, 
That he hath 1 9 filch'd that day, ay, and pofleft 
"What he can purchafe, 20 Back, or Belly- cheats 
To his own 2 1 prop : He will have no Purveyers 
For Pigs, and Poultry. 

Cla. That we mud have, my learned Orator, 
It is our Will, and every Man to keep 
In his own path and circuit. Hig. Do you hear? 
You muft hereafter 22 maund on your own 22 *arfc 
he fays. 

Cla. And what they get there, is their "own, befides 
To give good words. 

Hig. Do you mark ? 24 To cut'been whids, 
That is the fecond Law. da. And keep a-foot 
The humble and the common phrafc of Begging, 
Left Men difcover us. 

Hig. Yes 5 and cry fbmetimes 
To move Compaffion : Sir, there is a Table, 
That doth command all thefe things, and enjoyns 'em. 
Be perfedjt in their Crutches, their feign'd Plaifters, 
And their torn Pafs-ports, with the ways to Stammer, 
And to be Dumb, and Deaf, and Blind, and Lame, 
There, all the halting Paces are fct down, 
Pth' learned Language. 

Cla. Thither I refer 'em, 
Thofe, you at leifure lhall interpret to 'em. 
We love no heaps of Laws, where few will ferve. 

Omn. O gracious Prince, Tave, 'fave the good King 
Claufe. B & 

18. Women or Wenches. 19. Stele. 20m Raiment, or Food 
itolen. 21. Either to his own Support, or clfe by abbreviation to 

?Vr P /°P cr V* 22 - Beg. »3- Road or Way. a+. To *rre 
good Words. ' t » 

Hig. 
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Big. A Song to Crown him* 
Fer. Set a Centinel out firft* 
Snap. The word ? 

ffig. A 25 Cove comes, and 26 fombumbis to it. — * 

> [Strike. 

Tie SONG. 

CAft our Caps and Cares anbay: This is Beggars Holy- Jay! 
At the Crowning of ourKingjbus we ever Dance and Sing, 
In the World look out and fee : Where's fo happy a Prince 

as be ? 
Where the Nations live fo fret •, andfo merry as do we ? 
Be it Peace, or be it War, here at liberty we are, 
And enjoy our eafe and reft ; To the Field we are not freft ; 
Nor are calPd into the Town, to be troubled with the Gown. 
Hang all Officers we cry, and the Magiftrate too, by ; 
When the Sub/die's encreaft, we are not a penny Seft. 
Nor will any go to Law^ with the Beggar for a Straw. 
AH which Happinefs be brags, be doth owe unto his Rags. 

Enter Snap, Hubert, and Hempskirke. 

Snap. A Cove comes : Fumbumbis. 
Prigg. To your Poftures; Arm. 
Hub. Yonder's the Town: I fee it* 
Hemp. There's our danger 
Indeed afore us, if our Shadows fave not* 
Big. Blefs your good Worlhips. 
Per. One fmall piece of Mony, 
Prigg. Among us all poor Wretches* 
Cla. Blind, and Lame* 
Ginks. For his fake that gives all. 
Hig. Pitiful Worlhips. 
Snap. One little Doyt* 

Enter Jaculin. 

Jac. King, by your leave, where arc you f 
Fer. To buy a litde Bread. 

*$. A Man, one not of the Gang. 26, To your Guard and 
Poftures* 

Voi. II. B b Hig, 
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Hig. To feed fo many. 
Mouths, as will ever pray for you. 

Prigg. Here be feven of us. 

Hig. Seven* good Matter O remember fe*en f 

Seven Bleflings > 

• Fer. O Remember, gentle Worfhip. 

Hig. Againft feven deadly Sins, 

Prigg. And feven Sleepers. 

Hig. If they be hard of Heart, and will give nothing-* 
Alas, we had not a Charity thefe three days. 

liub. There's amongft you all. 

Fer. Heav'n reward you. 

Prigg. Lord reward you. 

Hig. The Prince of Pity blefe thee. 

Hub. Do I fee ? Or is't my Fancy that wou'dhave itfof 
Ha ? 'Tis her Face : Come hither,. Maid, 

Jac. What ha* you, 
Bells for my Squirrel ? I ha* giv'n Bun Me#, 
You do not love me, do you ? Catch me a Butterfly, 
And 1*11 love you again, when ? Can you tell ? 
Peace, we go a birding: 1 fhall have a fine thing. [Exit. 

Hub. Oft Voice too fays the fame ; but for my Head 
I wou'd not that her Manners were fo chang'd/ 
Hear me, thou honed Fellow ; what's this Ma^deo* 
That lives amongft you here.? 

Gin. Ao, ao, ao, ao. 

Hub. How ? Nothing but figns ? 

Gin. Ao, ao, ao, ao. 

Hub. This is ftrange, 
I would fain have it her, but not her thus. 

Hig. He is de-de-de-de-de-de«deaf, and du-du-dude— 
dumb. Sir. " 
. Hub. 'Slid they did all fpeak plain ev'n now methought. 
Do'ft thou know this fame Maid ? 

Snap. Why, why, wlf y, why, which, gu, gu, gu, 
gu, Gods fool 
She was bo-bo-bo-bo-born at the Barn yonder, 
By-be-be-be-be-Beggars Bufh- bo-bo- Bufh, 
Her Name is, My-my-my-my-mywmatch,: So. was her 
Mo-mo-mo-Mothers too-too. 

Hub. 
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Hub. I underftand no word he fays ; how long 
Has flie been here ? 

Snap. Lo-lo-long enough to be 27 ni-ni-nigled, and 

fhe ha* go-go-go-good luck. 
Hub. I muft be better inform*d, than by this way. 
Here was another Face too, that I m&rk'd 
Of the old Man's : But they arc vanifh'd all 
Moft fuddenly : I will come here again. 
O, that I were fo happy as to find it, 
What I yet hope : It is put on* 
Hemp. What mean you, Sir, 
To ftay there with that Stammerer ? 

Hub. Farewel, Friend, 
It will be worth return, to fearch : Come, 
Proteffc us our Difguife now, prithee Hempskirke 
If we be taken, how doft thou imagine 
This Town will ufe us, that hath flood fo long 
Out againft Wolfort ? 

Hemp. Ev'n to hang us forth 
Upon their Walls a funning, to make Crdws Meat, 
If I were not aflur f d o* the Burgomafter^ 
And had a pretty excufe to fee a Neice there, 
I fhould fcarce venture. 

Hub. Come, 'tis now too late 
To look back at the Ports: Good luck, and enter. [Exit. 

m 

S C E N E II. 

iLnter Gofwin.* o 

Gof. Still blow'ft thou there ? And from all other parts, 
Do all my Agents fleep, that nothing comes ? 
There's a Confpiracy of Winds, and Servants, 
If not of Elements, to ha* me break * 
What ihould I think, unlefs the Seas and Sands 
Had fwallow'd up my Ships ? Or Fire had fpoil'd 
My Warchoufo ? Or Death devoured my Factors X 
I muft ha* had fome Returns. 

*7 Layn with, dcbauchU 

B b 2 Enter 
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Enter Merchants. 

1 Mer. 'Save you, Sir. 

Gof 'Save you. 

1 Mer. No News yet o' your Ships ? 

Gof. Not any yeft Sir. 

1 Mer. 'Tis ftrange. [Exit. 
Gof. 'Tis true, Sir: What a Voice was here now; 

This was one Paffing-bcll, a thouland Ravens 
Sung in that Man now, to prefage my Ruins. 

2 Mer. Gofwitij good day, thefe Winds are very conftant. 
Gof They are ib, Sir 5 to hurt- — — 

2 Mer. Ha* you had no Letters 
Lately from England, nor from Denmark f 

Gof Neither. [Land, 

2 Mer. This Wind brings them ; nor no News over 
Through Spain , from the Straits ? 

Gof. Not any. 

2, Mer. I am forry, Sir. [Exit. 

Gof,Thty talk me down : And as 'tis faid of Vulturs 
They fcent a Field fought, and do fmell the Carkaffcs 
By many hundred Miles : So do thefe, my Wracks 
At greater dirtances. Why* thy will lieav'n 
Come on, and be : Yet if tftou pleafe, preferve me ; 
But in my own Adventure, here at home, 
Of my chaft Love, to keep me worthy of her, 
It fliall be put in fcale 'gainft all ill Fortunes ; 
I am not broken yet : Nor fhou'd I fall, 
Methinks with le| than that, that ruins all. [Exit. 

SCENE III. 

£»/<?rVandunke, Hubert, Hempskirke, 
Margaret, and Boors. 

Vand. Captain, you're welcome ; fo is this your Friend 
Moft fafeJy welcome \ though our Town ftand out 
Againft your Mailer, you flial] find good quarter : 
The troth is, we not love him : Margaret* fome Wine, 
Let's talk a little Treafon, if we can 

Talk 
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TalkTreafon, 'gainft the Traitors \ by your leave, Gen- 

tlemen, 
We, here in Bruges^ think he do's ufurp, 
And therefore I'm bold with him. 

Hub. Sir, your boldnefs, 
Happ'ly becomes your Mouth, but not our Ears, 
While we're his Servants, and as we come here, 
Not to ask Queftions, walk forth on your Walls, 
Vifit your Courts of Guard, view your Munition, 
Ask oof your Corn-provifions, nor enquire 
Into the leaft, as Spies upon your Strengths, 
So Jet's entrear, we may receive from you 
Nothing in Paflage or Difcourfe, but what 
We may with gladnefs, and our honefties hear, 
And. that fhall feal our welcome. 

Vand. Good: Let's drink then, 
Fill out, I keep mine old Pearl ftifl, Captain. 

Marg. I 
Hang taft, Man, 

hemp. Old Jewels commend their Keeper, Sir. • 

Vand* Here's to you with a Heart, my Captain's Friend, 
With a good Heart, and if this make us fpeak 
Bold words, anon, 'tis all under the Rofe 
Forgotten : Drown all Memory, when we drink. 

Hub.. *Tis freely fpoken, noble Burgomqfter y 
Til do you right. 

Hemp. Nay Sir, Min heer Vandunke 
Is a true Statefman, \Wolfert 

Vand. Fill m' Captain's Cup there, O that your Matter 
Had been an honed Man. 

Hub. Sir ? 

Vand. Under the Rofe. 

Hemp. Here's to you, Margaret. 

Marg. Welcome, welcome, Captain. 

Vand. Well faid my Pearl (till. 

Hemp. And how does my Neicc ? 
Almoft a Woman ? I think ? This Friend of mine 
I drew along with me, through fo much hazard, 
Only to fee her: She was my Errand here. 

Vand. Ay, a kind Uncle you are (fill him his Glals) • 

B b 3 That 
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That in fcV'n Years, could not find leifure -— 

Hemp. No, 
It's not fo much. 

Vand. I'll bate you ne'er an hour otft, 
It was before the Brabander 'gan his War, 
For Moon-fhine i' the Water there, his Daughter 
(11) That ne'er was loft : Yet you could not find time 
To fee & Kinfwoman: But lhe is worth the feeing, Sir, 
Now you. are come. You ask if the were a Woman ? 
She is a Woman, Sir ; fetch her forth, Margaret. 

{Ex. Marg. 
And a firie Woman, and has Suitors. 

Hemp. How? 
What Suitors are they ? 

Vand. Bachelors; young Bulgers: 
And one, a -Gallant* the y&ung Prince df Merchants 
We caU'hjm tier? in Bruges. 

Hemp. How ? A Merchant ? 
t thought, Vandunke, you'd underftood riie better^ 
And rtfy'Neice td&, fo trtifted to you by me, 
Than f. f admit jof fuch in name of Suitors. 

Vand. Such ? He is fuch a fbch, as wcte flie mine 
I'd give him thirty thoufand Crowrfs with her. 

Hemp.'But the fame things, Sir, fit notydu and me.^Ex. 

Vand. Why, give's fotfie Wine,. then-, this Will fit \Js all : 
Here's to you ftill, my Captain's Friend : All t>ut : 
And ftill, wou'&JVoIfoft were an hopeft Man, 
Undfcr the Rofe I fpeak it : But this Merchant 
Is a brave Bdy : He lives fo, i*'the Tdwn hete, 
We know not what to think on him : 'At fome titaet 
We fear he will be Bankrupt ; he do's ftfetch- 
Tenter his Credit fo ; embraces all, 

(11) That never nvas/of.'] Mr. Theobald reads »^r, and quote* 
as a Proof the laft Scene of the Play Where IVotfort lays, 
Hempskirke W hid her tilljhe kvas near loft. 
But he hapned not to bbfeirve that Vandunke did J not know ihif, bat 
believed with the reft of the People, as mention'd in fchc firft Scene, 
■r That the Duke of Brabant 

Had no 'fuch Lofs.* . 

Without this there wpuldBeno 'fW^rfetyln his calHnfe W Jft*»- 
J>U* i* i&* Want, m. a irfccrSHadJw without aBfcSity. . 

And 
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And to*t f the Winds have been contrary long. 

But then, if he fhould have 'all his Returns, 

We think he would be a King, and are half fure on*c. 

Your Mafter is a Traitor, for all this, 

Under the Role : Here's to you ; and ufurps 

The Earldom from a better Man. 

Hub. Ay marry, Sir, 
Where is that Man ? 

Vand. Nay, foft : And I cou'd tell you 
'Tis ten to one I wou'd not : Here's my Hand, 
I love not Wolfort ; Sit you ftill, with that : 
Here comes m' Captain again, and his fine Neicc, 
And there's my Merchant •, view him well : Fill Wine here. 

Enter Herapskirke, Gertrude, W-Gofwin. 

Hemp. You muft not only -know me for your Uncle 
Now, but obey me : You, go caft your felf 
Away, upon a Dunghil here? A Merchant? 
A pretty Fellow ? One that makes his Trade 
With Oaths and Perjuries? 

Gof What's that you fay, Sir? 
If it be me you fpeak of, as your Eye 
Seems to diredt, I wilh you'd (peak to me, Sir. 

Hemp. Sir, I do fay, fhe is no Merchandize ; 
Will that fuffice you ? 

Gof. Merchandize, good Sir? 
Though you be Kinfman to her, take no leave thence 
To ufe me with Contempt: I ever thought 
Your Neice above all Price. 

Hemp. And do fo ftill, Sir, 
1 5 fure yo f , her rates are more than you are worth. 

Gof You don't know what a Gentleman's worth, Sir, 
Nor can you value him. 

Hub. Wellfaid, Merchant. 

Vand. Nay, 
Let him alone, and ply your Matter. 

Hemp. A Gentleman ? 
What, of the Wool-pack ? Or the Sugar-cheft ? 
Or lifts of Velvet ? Which is% Pound, or Yard, 
You vent your Gentry by ? 

B b 4 **. 
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Hub. O Hempskirke, fye. 

(11) Vand. Come, do ndt mind 'cm, drink, he is no 
JVolfort. 

Gof Captain, I Mvife you « ■■ 

Hemp. 'Las, my pretty Man, 
I think't be angry, by its look : Come hither, 
Turn this way a little : If it were the Blood 
Of Cbarlemaine, as't may, for ought I know, 
Be fome good Botcher's Iffue, here in Bruges. 

Gof. How? 

Hemp. Nay, I'm not certain o r that j of this I am, 
Jf it once buy, and fell, its Gentry's gone. 

Gof. Ha, ha. 

Hemp. You're angry, though ye laugh. 

Gof. No, now 'tis pity 
Of your poor Argument. Do not you, the Lords 
Of Land, if you be any, fell the Grafs, 
The Corn, the Straw, the Mijk, the Cheefe ? 

Vand. And Butter : 

Remember Butter \ do not leave out Butter. 

Gof. The Beefs and Muttons that your Grounds arc* 
ftor'd with ? 

Swine, with the very Maft, befide the Woods ? 

Hemp. No, for thofe fordid yfes we have Tenants. 
Or elfe our Bailiffs. 7 

Gof Have not we, Sir, Chap- men, 
And Faflors, then to anfwer thefe ? Your Honour 
FetciVd from the Heralds AB C, and faid over 
With your Court Faces, once an hour, fall never 
Make me miftake my felf. Do not your Lawyers 
Sell all their Praftice, as your Priefts their Pray'fs? 
What is not bought, and fold ? The Company 
That you had laft, what had you for't, i'faithi 

Hemp. You now grow fawcy. 

(12) — — ftHMWolforti v 

Captain, I advife you.] Vandunh blames Hubtrt for interfer- 
ing,, and immediately does it himfelf, but I take it to be an accidental 
Omiffion of the Speaker. It is not probable that Gahoin fltanld 
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(13) Gof. Sir, I have been bred 
Still, with my honeft Liberty, and muft ufe it. 

Hemp. Upon your Equals then. 

Gof Sir, he that will 
Provoke me 6t*ft, doth make himfclf my Equal. 

Hemp Do ye hear ? No more. 

Gof. Yes, Sir, this little, I pray you, 
And't (hall be afide, then after, as you pleafc. 
Y* appear the Uncle, Sir, to her I love 
More than mine Eyes ; and I have heard your Scorns 
With fo much fcoffing, and with fo much fhame, 
As each ftrive which is greater : Bat, believe me, 
I fuck'd not in this Patience with my Milk. 
Do not prefume, becaufe you fee me young, 
Or caft defpights on my Profeffion, 
For the civility and tamenefs of it. 
A good Man bears a Contumely worfe 
Than he would do an Injury. Proceed not 
To my Offence : Wrong is not (till fuccefeful, 
Indeed it is not : Pd approach your Kinfwoman 
With all refpeft, due to your felf and her. 

Hemp. Away Companion : Handling her ? Take that. 

[Strikes bint* 

Gof. Nay, I do love no blows, Sir, there's exchange. 

\Hegets Hempskirke'j Sword, and cuts him on the Head. 

Hub. Hold, Sir, 

Mar. O murther. 

Gert. Help my Gofuoin. 

Mar. Man. 

Vand. Let 'em alone 5 my Life for one. 

Gof. Nay come, 
If you have Will. 

Hub. None to offend you, I, Sir. 

Gof. He that had, thank himfelf : Not hand her ? yes Sir, 
And clafp her, and embrace her ; and (would fb'c 
Now go with me) bear her through all her Race, 
Her Father, Brethren, ^nd her Uncles, arm'd, 

(13) Sure I have been bred] This Reading, if admitted, would 
make him doubt whether he had been bred with an honeft Liberty or 
po. But I believe it a mere Typographical Error. 

And 
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And all their Nephews, though they flood a Wood 
Of Pikes, and Wall of Cannon. Kifs me, Gertrude, 
Qyake not, but kifs me, 

Vand. Kifs him, Girl, I bid you ; 
My Merchant Royal •, fear no Uncles : Hang 'em, 
Hang up all Uncles : Are not we in Bruges t 
Under the Rofe here ? 

Gof In this Circle, Love, 
Thou art as fafe, as in a Tower of Brafs ; 
Let fuch as do wrong, fear. 

Vand. Ay, that's good, 
Let Wolfort look to that. 

Gof, Sir, here fhe (lands, 
Your Neice, and my belov'd. One of -thcfe Titles 
She mud apply too ; if unto the laft, 
Not all the Anger can be fent unto her, 
'14} In Frown, or Voice, or other A&, lhall force her, 
Had Hercules a Hand in't. Come, my Joy, 
Say thou art mine, aloud Love, and profcfe 'k. 

Vand. ©o ; and I drink to it. 

Gof. Prithee fey fo, Love. 

Gert. 'Twould take away the Honour from -my Blufhes : 
Do not you play the Tyrant, Sweet : They fpeak it. 

Hemp. I thank you, Neice. 

Gof Sir, thank her for your Life, 
And fetch your Sword within. 

Hemp. Yo* infult too much 
With your good Fortune, Sir. [Exeunt Gof and Gert. 

Hub. A brave clear Spirit 5 
Hempskirke, you were to blame : A civil -Habit 
Oft covers a good Man 5 and you may meet 
In Perfon of a Merchant, with a Soul 
As refolute, and free, and all ways worthy, 
As elfe in any file of Mankind : Pray you, 
What meant you fo to flight him i 

Hemp. 'Tis done now, 
Ask no more of it; I muft fufler. [Exit. 

r ^ H ) 7~ O/ ^^ r Mr. Theobald corrt&eA $&$, r have known 
feveral Init^nccs of this Miftake between Art and *&, and tho* 
the former might be Sen fe here, the latter is much tetter. 

Hub. 
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Hub. This 
Is (till the Punifhment of Rafhnefi, Sorrow. 
Well y I muft to the Woods, for nothing here 
Will be got out. Thare, I may chance to icaro 
Somewhat to help m' Enquiries further. 

Vand. Ha, 
A Looking- gl a fs. 

Hub. How now, brave Burgomq/kr ? 

Vand. I love no Wolforts^ and my Name's Vandurike. 

Hub. Van-drunk it's rather : Come, go fleep within. 

Vand. Earl Florez is right Heir * and this fame JVolfort, 
Under the Rofe I fpeak it — - 

Hub. Very hardly. 

Vand. Ufurps : And's a rank Traitor, as e'er breath'd, 
And all that do uphold him. Let me go, 
( 1 5) No Man fhall hold me &p, that upholds him ; 
Do you uphold him ? 

Hub. No. 

Vand. Then hold me up. [Exeunt. 

Enter Gofwin, and Hempskirkc. 

Hemp. Sir, I prefume, you have a Sword o f your own, 
That can fo handle another's. 

Gof Faith you may, Sir. 

Hemp. And ye've made me have f * much better 
thoughts of you, 
•As I am bound to call you forth. 

Gof For what, Sir ? 

Hemp. To the repairing of mine Honour, and Hurt here. 

Gof. Exprefs your way. 

Hemp. By fight, and fpeedily. 

Gof You have your Will : 'Reqtiireyou any more ? 
. Hemp. Thatyw be fecret : And come finale. 

Gof I will. 

Hemp. As you're the Gentleman you would be thought. 

(15) WoManJballMdbe,] That */(hould be me is certain, bat 
the Want of a Syllable in the Verfe, makes it probable that one was 
loft, which I hope I have retrieved, for the Particle added "greatly " 
Improves honeft /^Wirft/Ps drunken Humour. Mr, Sympfi* has fince 
lent me the ftme-CorreOioiu 

Gof 
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Gof. Without the Conjuration : And I'll bring 
Only my Sword, which I will fit to yours, 
I'll take its length within. 

Hemp. Your Place now, Sir? 

Gof. By the Sand-hills. 

Hemp. Sir, nearer to the Woods, 
If you thought fo, were fitter, 

Gof. There, then. 

Hemp. Good. 
Your time. 

Gof. 'Twixt (even and eight. 

Hemp. You'll give me, Sir, 
Caufe to report you worthy of my Neice, 
If you come, like your Promife. 

Gof. If I do not, 
Let no Man think to call m' "unworthy firft, 
Fll do*t my fclf, and juftly wifh to want her. [Exeunt. 


ACT III. SCENE I. 

Enter three or four Boors. 

(16) 1 Boor. fX)me, Englifh Beer, Hoftcfi, EngKJb Beer 

V> by th' Barrel. 
2 Boor. Stark Beer, Boy, ftout and ftrong Beer : So, 
fit down, Lads, 
And drink me Upfey-Dutch : 
Frolick, and fear not. 

Enter Higgen like a Sow-gelder, Singing. 

Hig. Have ye any work for the Sow»gelder, boa+ 
My Horn goes too high too low, too high too low f 
Have ye any Pigs, Calves, or Colts, 
Have ye any Lambs in your Holts 

(16) As I can make no Senfe of this, I fuppofe it a Miftake and 
read Barret. — But what is Upfey-Dutch ? Mr. Sjmp/om. 

. I wifh I could anfwer Mr. Symffin\ Queftion ; but I can find 
no fuch Word in any Dictionary, or Gloi&ry of mine. 

To 
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to cut for the Stone, 

Here comes a cunning one. 

Have ye any Er aches to fpade, 

Or e 9 er a fair Maid 

That would be a Nun ; 

Come kifs me, 'tis done. 

Hark how my merry Horn doth blow. 

Too high too low, too high too low. 

1 Boor. O excellent! two Pence a piece, Boys, two 
Pence a piece. 
Give the Boy fome drink there. Piper, whet your Whittle^ 
Canft tell me a way now, how to cut oflfmy Wife's Con- 

Hig. I'll fing ye a Song for't. [cupifcence? 

the S O N G, 

take her, and bug her, 

And turn her, and tug her, 

And turn her again Boy } again, 

then iffhe mumble, 

Or if her tail tumble, 

JQfs her amain, Boy, amaht 9 , 

Ho thy endeavour, 

to take off her Feaver, 

Then her Difeafe no longer will reign. 

If nothing will ferve her, 

uhen thus to pre ferve her, 

Swinge her amain, Boy, amain. 

Give her cold Jelly 

to take up her Belly, 

And once a day fwinge her again. 

Iffhe ft and all thefe Pains, 

then knock out her Brains, 

Her Difeafe no longer will reign. 

1 Boor. More excellent, more excellent, fweet Sow- 
gelder. 

2 Boor. Three Pence a piece, three Pence a piece. 
Hig. Will you hear a Song how the Devil was gelded f 
% Boor. Ay, ay, let's hear the Devil roar, Sow-gelder. 

son a 
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SONG. 

1 
"I. 

He ran at me firfi in tbefhape of a Ram 9 • 

And over and over the Sow-gelder came ; 
J rofe and I halter' d him f aft by the Horn y 
I pluck? d out his Stones as you'd pick out a Corn. 
Baa, quoth the Devil* and forth he flunky 
And left u\ a Carcafe of Mutton that flunk. 

II. 

The next time I rode a good Mile and a halfr 
Where I heard he did live in difguife of a Calf 
I bound and I gelt him, ere be did any, evil; 
He was here at his beft, but a young fucking Devil. 
Maa, yet he crfd, and forth he didjleal, 
And this was fold after, for excellent peal. 

in. 

Some half a Year after, inform of a Pig 
I met with the Rogue ; and he looKd very big ; 
I catch* d at his Leg, laid him down on a Log, 
Ere a Man could fart twice, I had made him a Hog. 

Owgb, quoth the Devil, and forth gave a Jerk, 
m That a Jew was converted, and eat of the Pork. . 

1 Boor. Groats apiece, Groats apiece, Groats apiece. 
There fweer Sow-gelder. 

Enter Prigg and Ferret. 

Prigg. Will ye fee any feats of Activity, 
Some flight of Hand, Legerdemain ? Hey pafi, 
Prefto, be gone there ? 

2 Boor. Sit down, Jugler. 

Prigg. Sirrah, play you your Art well ; draw near Piper; 
Look you, my honeft Friends, you fee my Hands; 
Plain dealing is no Devil : Lend me fome Mony, 
Twelve Pence apiece will ferve. 

1,2 Boor. There, there. 

Prigg. 
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Prigg. I thank you* 
Thank yc heartily : When (hall I pay ye ? 

M Boor. Ha, ha, ha, by th* Mafs this wssra fine trick. 

Prigg- A merry flight toy : But now Til fhow your 
A Trick indeed. * [Worfhipi 

Hig. Mark him well now, my Matters. 

Prigg. Here are three Balls, 
Thefe Balls (hall be three Bullets, 
One, two, and three : Jfcentibus, makntibtts. 
Prefto > be gone : They are vanifti'd : Fair pIay,Gentlemen. 
Now thefe three, Kke three Bullets, from your three Nofes 
Will I pluck prefently : Fear not, no harm, Boys, 
Tit ere 1 tu patule. 

1 Boor. Oh. oh, oh. 

Prigg. Recubans fob jermine fagi. 

2 Boor. Ye pull too hard 5 ye puU too hard. 
Prigg. Stand fair then : 

Silver tram trim-tram. 

3 Boor. Hold, hold, hold. 

Prigg. Come aloft, Bullets three, with a whim- wham. 
Have ye their Monies? 

Hig. Yes, yes. 

•1 Boor. O rare Jugkr ! 

2 Boor. O admirable Jugler ! 

Prigg. One trick more yet ; 
Hey, come aloft 5 fa % fa,' flint, flum, taradumbis ? 
Baft, Weft, North, South, now fly like Jack with a bumbis. 
Now all your Mony's gone 5 pray fcarch your Pockets. 

1 Boor. Humh. 

2 Boor. He. 

3 Boor. The Devil a penny's here ! 
Prigg. This was a rare Trick. 

1 Boor. But 'twould be a far rarer to reftore it. 

Prigg. Pll do ye that too ; look upon me earneftly, 
And move not any ways your Eyes from this Place,' 
This Button here ? pow, whir, whifs, fhake your Pockets. 

1 Boor. By th' Mafs 'tis here again, Boys. 

Prigg* Reft ye merry 5 
My firft Trick has- paid me. 

AH Boor. Ay, take k, take it, 

And 
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And take fome Drink too. 

Prigg. Not a drop now, I thank you % 
Away, we are difcover'd elfe. [Exeunt. 

Enter Gefr&rd like a blind Aqua-vitae Man, and a 

Boy, fi n i? n g, the Song. 

Bring out your Cony-skins \ fair Maids, to me, 

And bold y em fair that I may fee ; 

Grey j Black, and Blue : For your fmaller Skins, 

P 11 give ye Looking- Glajfes, Pins: 

And for your whole Cony^ bere*s ready, ready Mowy. 

Come, gentle Jone, do thou begin 

With thy black, black, black Cony-skin. 

And Mary then, andjznt will follow, 

With their Silver-hair 9 d Skins, and their yellow. 

The white Cony-skin, 1 will not lay by, 

For though it be faint, 9 tis fair to the Eye 5 

The grey, it is warm, but yet for my Mony, 

Give me the bonny, bonny black Cony. 

Come away, fair Maids, your Skins will decay : 

Come, and take Mony, Maids, put your PFare away* 

Cony-skins, Cony-skins, have ye any Cony-skins ? 

I have fine Bracelets, and fine Silver Pins. 

Ger. Buy any Brand Wine, buy any Brand Wine ? 

Bey. Have ye any Cony-skins ? 

2 Boor. My fine Canary Bird, there's a Cake for thy 
Worlhip. 

1 Boor. Come fill, fill, fill, fill fuddenly : Let's lee, Sir, 
What's this f 

Ger. A penny, Sir.. 

1 Boor. Fill till't be fix Pence, 
And there's my 28 Pig. 

Boy. This is a: Counter, Sir. 

1 %oor. A Counter ! flay ye, what are thefc then f 
O execrable Jugler ! O damn'd Jugler ! 

Look in your Hofe, hoa, this conies of looking forward. 
5 Boor. Devil a Dunkirk ! what a Rogue's this jugler ! 
This hey pafs, repafi, h'as repaft us fweetly. 

2 Boor. Do ye call thefc Tricks. 

28. Six pence. &* tef 
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Enter Higgen. 

Hig. Have ye any Ends of Gold or Silver ? 

2 Boor. This Fellow comes to mock us ? Gold or 
Silver ? cry Copper. 

1 Boor. Yes, my good Friend, • 
We have e'en an end of all we have/ 

Hig. 'Tis well, Sir, 
You have the lefs to care for : Gold and Silver. [Exit. 

Enter Prigg. 

P r *£l* Have ye any old Cloaks to fell, have ye any 
old Cloaks to fell? [Exit. 

1 Boor. Cloaks ! Look about ye Boys : Mine's gone I 

2 Boor. A - juggle 'em ? 

— O they're Preftoes : Mine's gone too ! 

a Boor. Here's mine yet. 

1 Boor. Come, come let's drink then more Brand Wine. 

Boy. Here, Sir. 

1 Boar. If e'er I catch your Sow-gelder, by this Hand 
I'll (trip him. 
Were ever Fools fo ferk't? We have two Cloaks yet; 
And all our Caps ; the Devil take the Flincher. 

All Boor. Yaw, yaw, yaw, yaw. 

Enter Hempskirke. 

Hemp? Good Ev'n, my honeft Fellows, 
You're merry here I fee. 

3 Boor. 'Tis all we have left, Sir. 
Hemp. What haft thou ? Aqua-vita ? 
Boy. Yes. 

Hemp. Fill out then ; 
And give thefe tioneft Fellows round. / 

All Boor. We thank ye. 

Hemp. May I fpeak a word in private to ye i 

All Boor. Yes, Sir. 

Hemp. I have a bufinefs for you, honeft Friends, 
If you dare lend your help, fhall get you Crowns. 

Ger. Ha ! 
Lead mc a little nearer, Boy* 

Vol. II. C c* 1 Boor. 
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i Boor. What is't, Sir ? 
If it be any thing to purchafe Mony, 
Which is our want, command us. 

Boors. All, all, all, Sin 

Hemp. You knovf the young fpruce Merchant here in 
Bruges ? 

2 Boor. Who ? Matter Gofivin ? 
Hemp. That He owes me Mony, 

And here in Town there is no ftirring of him. 

Ger. Say y* fo ? 

Hemp. This day, upon a fure appointment, 
He meets me a Mile hence, by the Chafe-fide, 
Under the row of Oaks -, d* you know it ? 

AU Boor. Yes, Sir. 

Hemp. Give *em more Drink : There if you dare but 
venture 
When I fliall give the word to feize upon him, § 
Here's twenty Pound. 

3 Boor. Beware the Jugler, Lads. 

Hemp. If he refill, down with him, have no mercy. 

i Boor. I warrant you, we'll hamper him. 

Hemp. To difcharge you, 
1 have a Warrant here about me. 

3 Boor. Here's our Warrant, 
This carries fire i'th* Tail. 

Hemp. Away with me then, 
The Time draws on, 
I muft remove fo infolent a Suitor, 
And if he be fo rich, make him pay Ranfome 
Ere he fee Bruges Tow'rs again. Thus wife Men 
Repair the hurts they take by a Difgrace, 
And piece the Lion's Skin with th* Fox's Cafew 

Ger. I'm glad I've heard this fport. • 

Hemp. There's for thy Drink, 
Come pay the Houfe within, Boys, 
And lofe no time. 

Ger. Away with all our hafte too. [Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE II. 

Enter Gofwin. 

Gof. No Wind blow fair Jret o ? No return of Monies ? 
Letters ? Nor any thing to hold my Hopes up? 
Why then 'tis deftin'd, that^l fall, fall miferably ! 
My Credit. I was built on, finking with me. 
Thou boyftrous North-wind, blowing my Misfortunes, 
And frofting all my hopes to cakes of Coldnefs ; 
Yet ftay thy Fury $ give the gentle South , 

Yet leave to court thofe Sails that bring me fafety, 
And you aufpicious Fires, bright Twins in Heav'n, 
Dance on the Shrowds ; he blows ftill ftubbornly 
And on his boyftrous Rack rides my fad Ruin * 
* There is no help, there can be now no Comfort, 
To Morrow with the Sun-fct, lets my Credit. 

Mifery ! Thou curfe of Man, thou Plague, 
1'th' mid ft of all our Strength thou ftrikeft us; 

My virtuous Love is loft too : All, what I have been. 

No more hereafter to be ieen than Shadow : 

To Prifon now ? Well, yet there's this Hope left me ; 

1 may fink fairly under this Day's Venture, 
And fo to Morrow's crofs'd, and all thofe Curies : 
Yet manly Pll invite my Fate, bale Fortune 
Shall never fay, flie'as cut my Throat in fear. 
This is the Place his Challenge call'd me to, 
And was a happy one at this time for me, 

For let me fall before my Foe i*th' Field, 
And not at Bar, before my Creditors ; [only, 

H'as kept his word 1 Now Sir, your Sword's Tongue 
Loud as you dare ; all other Language — 

Enter Hempskirke. 

Hemp. Well Sir, 
You (hall not be long troubled : Draw. 

Gof. 'Tisdone, Sir, 
And now have at # ye. 

Hemp. Now. • 

C c 2 "Enter 
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Enter Boors. 

Gof. Betray'd to Villains ! 
Slaves, ye fhall buy me bravely, 
And thou bafe Coward 

Enter Gerr#d and Beggars. 

Ger. Now upon *em bravely, 
Conjure 'em foundly, Boys. 

Boors. Hold, hold. 

Ger. Lay on, (till, ' 

Down with th* Gentleman Rogue, fwinge him to Sirrup. 
Retire Sir, and take BFeath : Follow, and take him, 
Take all, 'tis lawful Prize. 

Boors. We yield. 

Ger. Down with 'em 
Into the Wood, and rifle *em, tew *em, fwinge *em, 
Knock me their Brains into their Breeches. [Exeunt.- 

Boors. Hold, hold. 

Gof. What thefe Men are I know not, nor for what caufe 
They ftiou'd thus thruft themfelves into my danger, 
Can I imagine. But fure Heav'n's Hand was in't ! 
Nor why this coward Knave (hould deal fo bafely 
To cat me up with Slaves : But Heav'n I thank thee, 
1 hope thou najt referv'd me to an end 
Fit for thy Creature, worthy of thine Honour : 
Wou'd all my other Dangers here had fuffer'd, 
W ith what a joyful Heart fhou'd I go home then ? 
Where now, Heav'n knows, like him that waits his 

Sentence ; 
Or hears his pafling Bell ; but there's my hope dill. 

Enter Gerrard. 

Ger. Bleffing upon you, Mafter. 

Gof: Thank ye ; leave me, 
For by my Troth I've nothing now to give^thee. 

Ger. Indeed I don't ask, Sir, only it grieves me 
To fee you look fo fad ; now Goodnefs keep ye 
From Troubles in your Mind. * 

Go/. If I were troubled, . 

What 
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What cou'd thy Comfort do? Prithee Claufe, leave me, 

Ger. Good MafterTje not angry j for what I fay 
Is out of true Love to ye. 

Gof I know thou lov'ft me. [fawcy 

• Ger. Good Matter blame that Love then, if I prove lo 
To ask ye why ye're fad. 

Gof. Moft true, I am fo, 
And fuch a Sadnefs I have got will fink me. 

Ger. Hcav'n fhield it, Sir. 

Gof. Faith, thou muft lofe thy Matter. 

G#r. I had rather lofe my Neck, Sir: Wou'd 1 knew— - 

Gof. What wou'd the knowledge do thee good, fa 
miferable, 
Thou canft not help thy felf ? When all my ways 
Nor all the Friends I have — 

Ger. You do not know, Sir, 
What I can do: Cures fometimes, for Mens Cares, 
Flow, where they leaft cxpedfc *em. 

Gof. I know thou wou'd ft do, 
But farewel Claufe, and pray for thy poor Matter, 

Ger. I will not leave ye. 
* Gof. How ? , 

Ger. I dare not leave ye, Sir, I muft not leave ye, 
And till ye beat me dead, I will not leave ye, 
By what ye hold moft precious, by Heav Vs Goodnefs, 
As your fair Youth may profper, good Sir, tell me : 
My Mind believes yet fomething's in my Pow'r 
May eafe you of this Trouble. 

Gof. I will tell thee : 
For a hundred thoufand Crowns upon my N Credit, i 
Ta'en up of Merchants to fupply my Trafficks, 
The Winds and Weather envying of my Fortune, 
And no Return to help me off, yet diewing : 
To morrow, Claufe, to morrow, which muft come, 
In Prifon thou (halt find me poor and brokep. 

Ger. I cannot blame your Grief, Sir. 

Gof. Now, what fay'ft thou ? 

Ger. I lay you fhou'd not fhrink, for he that gave ye, 
Can give you more ; his Pow'r can bring you off, Sir, 
When Friends and all forfake ye, yet he fees you. 

C c 3 Gof. 
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Gof. Therms all my hope. 

Ger. Hope ftill, Sir ; are you ty'd 
Within the compafc of a Day, good Mafter, 
Xo pay this Mafs of Mony ? 

Go/. Ev*n to Morrow : • 

But why dp I (land mocking of my Mifery ? 
Is't not enough the Floods and Friends forget me f 

Ger. Will no lefs ferve ? 

Gof. What if it would ? 

Ger. Your Patience, 
1 do not ask to mock ye : 'Tis a great Sum, 
A Sum for mighty Men to ftart and (lick at ; 
But not for honeft. Have ye no Friends Jeft ye, 
None that have felt your Bounty i Worth this'Duty ? 

Gof. Duty ? Thou know'ft it not. 

Ger. It is a Duty, 
And as a Duty, from thofe Men have felt yc t 
Should be return'd again : I have gain'd by yt, 
A daily Alms thefe fev'n Years you have Ihowr'd on ine, 
Will half fiipply your want? 

Gof Why do'ft thou fool me ? 
Canft thou work Miracles ? 

Ger. To fave my Matter, 
I can work this. 

Gof Thou'lt make me angry wi' thee. ■ 
. Ger. For doing good ? 

Gof What pow'r haft thou ? 

Ger. Enquire not : 
So I can do it, to preferve my Matter | 
Nay if it be three parts, 

Gof O that I had it, 
But good Oaufe, talfc nb more, I feel thy Charity, 
As thou haft felt mine : But alas ! 

Ger. Diftmft not,. 
*Tis that th%c quenches ye : : pull up your Spirit, 
Your good, your honeft, and your noble Spirit > 
For if the* Fortunes of ten thouland People 
Can feve ye, reft affur'd. You have forgot, Sir, 
The good ye did, which was the Pow'r you gave me $ 
Ye fhall now know the King of Beggars Treafurc : 

And 
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And let the Winds blow as they lift, the Seas roar, 
Yet, here to morrow you fhall find your Harbour. 
Here fail me not, for if I live I'll fit ye. 

Gof How fain I wou'd believe thee ! 

Ger. If I lye, Mafter, 
Believe no Man hereafter. 

Gof. I will try thee, . 

But he knows, that knows all. 

Ger. Know me to morrow, 
And if I know not how to cure ye, kill me » 
So pals in Peace, my beft, my worthieft Mafter. [Extant. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Hubert, like a Hunt/man. 

Hub. Thus have I ftoln away difguisM from Hernpskirke 
To try thefe Pctoplc, for my Heart yet tells me 
Some of thcfe Beggars are the Men I look for : 
Appearing like my felf, they have no Reafon, 
Though my Intent is fair, my main End honcft, 
But to avoid me narrowly* that Face too, 
That Womans Face, hotv near it is ! O may it 
But? prove the fame, and Fortune how Til blefs thee I 
Thus, fure they cannot know me, or lufpeft me, 
If to my Habit I but change my Nature ; 
As I muft do j this is the Wood they live in, 
A Place fit for concealment : Where, till Fortune 
Crown me with that I feek, Pll live amongft 'em. [Exit. 

Enter Higgcn, Prigg, Ferret, Ginks and the rejl 

with the Boors. 

Hig. Come bring 'em out, for here we fit injuftice: 
Give to each one a Cudgel, a good Cudgel : 
And now attend our Sentence. That you are Rogues, 
And mifchievous bale Rafcals, there's the point now, 
I cake it, is confefs'd. 

Prigg* Deny it if you dare, Knaves. 

Boors. We are Rogues, Sir. 

Hig. To amplify the matter. Rogues ye are, 

C c 4 And 
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And * 9 lamb'd ye (hall be ere we leave ye. 

Boors. Yes, Sir. 

Hig. And to the open handling of our Juftice, 
Why did ye this upon the proper Perfon 
Of our good Mafter ? Were you drunk when you did it ? 

Boors. Yes indeed were we. 

Prigg. Y#u (hall be beaten fbber. 

Hig. Was it for Want you undertook it ? 

Boors. Yes, Sir. 

Hig. You fhall be fwing'd abundantly. 

Prigg. And yet for all that, 
You (hall be poor Rogues ftill. 

H%. Has not the Gentleman, [man 

Pray mark this point, Brother Prigg, that noble Gentle- 
Relieved ye often, found ye means to live by, 
By imploying fome at Sea, fome here, fome there; 
According to your Callings ? 

Boors. *Tis moil true, Sir. • . „ 

Hig. ' Is . not the Man an honeft Man ? . 

Boors. Yes truly. 

Hig. A liberal Gentleman ? And as ye are true Rafcals 
Tell me but this, have ye not been drunk^ and often, 
At his Charge i • 

Boors. Often, often. • 

Hig. There's the point then, 
They've cad themfelves, Brother Prigg. 

Prigg. A flirewd point, Brother. 

Hig. Brother, proceed you now ; the Caufe is open, 
Pm fomewhat weary. • 

Prigg. Can you do thefe things ? 
You mod abominable (linking Rafcals, 
You Turnip-eating Rogues. 

Boors. We are truly forry. 

. Prigg* Knock at your hard Hearts, Rogues, and 
prefently 

Give us a fign you feel Compun&ion, 

Every Man up with's Cudgel; and on his Neighbour 

Beftow fuch Alms, 'till we (hall lay Efficient, 

29 Soundly beaten. 

For 


* 
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07) (For there your Sentence lies) without Partiality 
Either of Head, or Hide, Rogues, without fparing, 
Or we (hall take the pains to beat you dead elfe : 
You fhall know your Doom. • 

% Hig. One, two, and three, about it. 
Prigg. That Fellow in the blue has true Compun&ion, 

[Boors beat one another. 
He beats his Fellow bravely, oh, well ilruck Boys. 

► 

• Enter Gerrard. # 

Hig. Op with that blue Breech, now plays he the Devil. 
Sa get ye home, Drink fmall Beer, and be honed ; 
Call in the Gentleman. 

Ger. Do, bring him prefently, 
HisCaufe I'll hear my felf. 

Enter Hempskirke. 

Hig. Prigg. With all due Reverence, 
We do refign, Sir. 

Ger. Now, huffing Sir, what's your Name ? 
• Hemp. What's that to you, Sir ? 

Ger. It fhall be, ere we part. 

Hemp. My Name is Hempskirke. 
I follow the Earl, which you fhall feel. 

Ger. No threatning, 
For we fhall cool you, Sir ; why didft thou bafely 
Attempt the Murder of the Merchant Go/win ? 

Hemp. What pow'r haft thou to ask me ? 

Ger. I will know it, 
Or flay thee till thy Pain difcover it. 

-Hemp. He did me wrong, bafe wrong. 

Ger. That cannot fave ye. 
Who fent you hither ? And what further Villanies 
Have you in Hand ? 

Hemp. Why wou'dft thou know? What profit, • • 
If I had any private way, cou'd rife 
Out of my Knowledge, to do thee Commodity ? 
Be forry for what thou'ft done, and make amends, Fool, 

(17) For there our Sentence lies without Partiality ; 

Either of Head or Hide,] So pointed in idhner Editions. 

m 
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PJl talk no Further to thee, nor thefe Rafcals. 

Ger. Tye him to that Tree. 

Hemp. I have told you whom I follow. 

Ger % The Dev'l you fliou'd do, by your Villanies, 
.Now he that has the beft way, wring it from him. , 

Hig. I undertake it : Turn him to the Sun, Boys 5 
Give me a fine (harp Rufh ; will ye confefe yet ? 

Hemp. You have robb'd me already, now you'll mur- 
der me. « [Sir ? 

Hig. Murder your Nofe a littfe : Does your Head purge, 
To it again, 'twill do ye good. 
. Hemp. Oh, 
I cannot tell you any thing. 

Ger. Proceed then. [Sir. 

Hig. There's Maggots in your Nofe, Pll fetch 'em out, 

Hemp. O my Head breaks. 

Hig. The beft thing for the Rheum, Sir, 
That falls into your Worfhip's Eyes. 

Hemp. Hold, hold. 

Ger. Speak then. 

Hemp. 1 know not what. 

Hig. It lies in*s Brain yet, 
In lumps it lies, PJl fetch it out the fined ; 
•What pretty Faces the Fool makes ? Heigh ! 

Hemp. Hold, 
Hold, and Pll tell ye all ; look in my Doublet, * 
And there, within the lining in a Paper* 
You fhall find all. ^ 

Ger. Go fetch that Paper hither, 
And let him loofe for this time. 

Enter Hubert. 

Hub. Good Ev'n, my honeft Friends. 

Ger. Good Ev*n, good Fellow. 
• "Hub. May a poor Huntfman, with a merry Heart, 
A Voice (hall make the Foreft ring about him, 
Get leave to live amongftye? True as Steel, Boys? 
That knows all Chafes, and can watch all Hours, 
And with my Quarter-ftaff, though the Devil bid ftand, 
Deal fuch an Alms, fljall make him roar again i 

Prick 
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Prick ye the fearful Hare through crofs ways, flieep- 

walks, 
And force che crafty Reynard climb the Quickfets ; 
Roufe ye the lofty Stag, and with my Bell-horn 
Ring him a knell, that all the Woods Hull mourn him, 
•Till in his Funeral Tears, he fall before me ? 
The Pokatj Marteme, and the rich skin'd Lucerne 
I know to chafe, the Roe the Wind out-ftripping ; 
Ifgrin himfetf, in all his bloody Anger 
(18) I can beat from the Bay, and the wild Sounder 
Single, and with my Boar-ftaBrarm'd, thus turn, 
Spight of his foamy Tulhes, and thus ftrike him i 
•Till he fall down my Feaft. 

Ger. A goodly Fellow. 
. Hub. What mak'ft thee here, ha? • [Aftie. 

Ger. Wea< p 

Hub. Hemp right I fear, I fear thee. 

a Letter. 

Fer. Here as he fatd we found it. 

Ger. Give n a ihift yet, old as Lam, 

-To find your Knavery : You are fent here, Sirrah, 
To discover certain Gentlemen, a Spy-knave, 
And if ye find 'em, if not by Perfuafion 
To bring 'em back, by Poifon to difpatch 'em. 

Hub. By Poifon, ha ? 

Ger. Here is another, Hubert ; 
What is that Hubert^ Sir ? 

Hemp. You may perceive there. 

(18) . ■ And tie ■•wild Sounder 

Single, and with mj arm'd Staff, turn the Bear,] The only* 
Dictionary in which I can "find Sounder makes it the lame with the 
•wild Boar, and {a Mr. Sympfin thought it, and agreed with me 
that the mention of both in the feme Sentence was a Tautology, which 
our Authora would fcarcely be guilty of. I therefore endeavoured 
by the Change of a Monoiyllable and a Tranfpofition of the Words 
to amend it. I have ventnr'd my Conjecture into the Text, but 
mult own that I hare not hit Affent, who fince thinki that Sounder 
nay fignify a Herd of wild Boars. But t* .fingti « Htrdef' Bean 
{cant to me an Exprefuon more exceptionable than the Tautology 
we want to get rid of. 

• Ger. 
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Ger. I may perceive a Villany, and a rank one ; 
• Was he join'd Partner of thy Knavery / 
Hemp. No. 
He had an honeft end, (wou'd I had had lb,) 
Which makes him fcape fuch Cut- throats. 

Ger. So it feems. 
For here thou art commanded, when that Hubert 
Has done his bed and worthiest Service, this way 
To cut his Throat, for here 'he's fet down dangerous. 

Hub. This is mod impious. 

Ger. I am glad we've found ye, • 

Is not this true ? 

Hemp. Yes 5 what are you the better ? 

Ger. You (hall perceive, Sir, ere you get your Freedom: 
Take him afide, and, Friend, we take thee to us, • 

Into our Company > thou dar'ft be true to us ? 

Hig. Ay, and Obedient too i 

Hub. As you had bred # me, 

Ger. Then take our Hand : Thou'rt now a Servant to us, 
Welcome him all. 

Hig. Stand off, ftand off: 111 do it, 
We bid ye welcome three ways ; firft for your Perlbn, 
Which is a promifing Perlbn ; next for your Quality, 
Which is a dec&it, and a gentle Quality ; 
Laft for the frequent means you have to feed *us, 
You can fteal 'tis to be prcfiim'd. 

Hub. Yes, Vcnifon, 
And if you want - 

Hig. 'Tis well you underftand right, and 
Shall pradtife daily : You can drink too ? Hub. Soundly. 

Hig . And ye dare know a Woman from a Weather- 
cock ^ 

Hub. If I handle her. 

Ger. Now fwear him. 

Hig. I crown thy *° nab, with a lt *gag of Benboufe, 
And * l Jlall thee by the » Salmon into the »♦ Clows, 
To mandon the Pad, and %s ftrike all the Cheats j 

30. Head. 31. Pot of good Ale. 32. Inftal. 33. Oath. 34. 
Rogues. 35. Rob all you meet. 

To 
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To * 6 Mill from - the 37 Ruffmans, and * s Commifwn 

and J9 iSfcto, 
40 twang dell\ i* the * l JliromeI, and let the 4Z Quire Cuffin: 
And 4J HermaiuBechrine^ and 44 /r/w to the 4 * Ruffin. 

Ger. Now interpret this unto him. 

Hig. I pour on thy Pate a pot of good Ale, 

(19) And by the Rogues Oath a Rogue thee Inftal: 
To beg oft the way, to rob all thou meets ; 

To fteal from the Hedge, both the Shirt and the Sheets : 
And lie with thy Wench in the Straw till fhe.twang, 
Let the Conftable, Jufticc, and Devil go hang. 

Hig. You're welcome, Brother. 

All. Welcome, welcome, welcome; 
But who (hall have the keeping 
Of this Fellow r 

Hub. Sir, if you dare but truft me ; 

(20) For I have kq>t wild Dogs and Beads for wonder, 
And made *em tame too : Give into my Cuftody 
This roaring Rafcal, I fhall hamper him, 

With all his Knacks and Knaveries, and I fear me 
Difcbver yet a further Villany in him ; • 

O he fmells rank o'th' Rafcal. 

Ger. Take feim to thee, 
But if he fcape 



Hub. Let me be ev'n hang'd for him, 
Come, Sir, Pll tye ye to the leafh. 

Hemp. Away, Rafcal. 

Hub. Be not fo ftubborn : I fhall fwinge ye foundly, 
And ye play tricks with mc. 

Ger. So, now come in, 
But ever have an eye, Sir, to your Prifbner. [me. 

Hub. He muft blind both mine Eyes, if he get from 

Ger. Go get fome Vi&uals, and fome Drink, fome 
good Drink ; 

36 Rob. 37. Hedges. 38. Shirts. 39. Sheets. 40. Lie with Maids. 
41. Hay. 42. J uft ice of Peace. 43. Beadle. 44. Hang. 45. Devil. 

(ip) — _ OV£'] Former Editions. Mr. Theobald and I concurred 
in the Emendation. 

(20) For I ham*, kept] The [//] hurts the Senfe here, and feems 
evidently to have crept into this line from that above. 

For 
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For this day we'll keep holy to good Fortune, 
Come, and be frolick with us. 

Hig. You are a Stranger, Brother, I pray lead, 
You muft," you muft, Brother. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Gofwin and Gertrude. * 

Gert. Indeed you're welcome : I have heard your fcape, 
And therefore give her leave, that only loves you, 
Truly and dearly loves you, give her Joy leave 
To bid you welcome : What is'c makes you fad, Man ? 
Why do you look fo wild ? Is't I offend you ? 
Befhrew my Heart, not willingly. 

Gof No, Gertrude. 

Gert. Is't the delay of that you long have look'd for, 
A happy Marriage ? Now I come to urge it. 
Now when you pleafe to finifh it ? 

Gof. No News yet ? 

Gert. D'you hear, Sir? 

Gof. Yes. 

Gert. D'you love me ? • 

Gof. Have I liv'd 
In all the happinds Fortune could feat me, 
In all Mens fair Opinions ? 

Gert. I have provided 
A Prieft, that's ready for us, 

Gof. And can the Devil, 
In one ten Days, that Devil Chance devour me ? 

Gert. We'll fly t* what Place you pleafe. 

Gof. No Star profperous ! 
All at a fwoop ? 

Gert. You do not love me, Gofwin ? 
You will not look upon me i 

Gof. Can Mens Prayers, 
Shot up to Heav'n with fuch a Zeal as mine are, 
Fall back like lazy Mifts, and never profper ? 
Gives I muft wear, and cold muft be my Comfort ; 
Darknefi, and want of Meat ; alas fhc weeps too, 

Which 
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Which is the top of all my Sorrows^ Gertrude. 

Gert. No, no, you will not know me \ my poor Beauty, 
Which has been worth your Eyes. 

Gof The Time grows on ftill ; 
And like a tumbling Wave, I fee my Ruin 
Come rowling over me. 

Gert. Yet will ye know me ? 

Gof. For a hundred thoufand Crowns. 

Gert. Yet will ye love me ? 
Tell me but how I have defervM your flighting i 

Gof. For a hundred thoufand Crowns ? 

Gert. Farewel Diflembler. 

Gof. Of which 1 have fcarce ten : O how it ftarts me I 

Gert. And may the next you love, hearing my Ruin— 

Gof. I had forgot my felt, O my bed Gertrude, 
Crown of my Joys and Comforts. 

Gert. Sweet, wharailsye? 
I thought you had been vext with me. 

Gof. My Mind, Wench, 
My Mind o'erflow'd with Sorrow, funk my Memory, 

Gert. Am I not worthy of the Knowledge of it ? 
And cannot I as well affect your Sorrows, 
As your Delights ? You love no other Woman ? 

Gof. No, 1 proteft. 

Gert. You have no Ships loft lately ? 

Gof. None, that I know of. 

Gert. I hope you have ipilt no Blood, whole Innocence 
May lay this on your Confcience. 

Gof. Clear, by Heav'n. 

Gert. Why lhould you be thus then ? 

Gof. Good Gertrude ask not, 
Ev'n by the Love you bear me. 

Gert. 1 am obedient. 

Gof. Go in, my fair, I will not be long from ye, 
Nor long I fear me with thee. At my Return 
Difpofe me as you pleafe. 

Gert. The good Gods guide ye. [Exit* 

Gof Now for my felf, which is the leaft I hope for, 
And when that fails, for Mans word Fortune, Pity. [Exit x 

ACT 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 

Enter Gofwin, and four Merchants. 

Gof. TT7 H ; Y Gentlemen, 'tis but a Week more, I in- 

VV treat you 
But feven fhort Days, I am not running from ye j 
Nor, if you give me Patience, is it poffible 
All my Adventures fail *, you have Ships abroad 
Endure the beating both of Wind and Weather : 
I'm fure 'twould vex your Hearts, to be protefted ; 
Ye're all fair Merchants. 

1 Mer. Yes, and muft have fair play, 
There is no living here elfe ; one hour's failing 
Fails us of all our Friends, of all our Credits : 
For my part, I would day, but my wants tell me, 
I muft wrong others in't. 

Gof. No mercy in ye ! 

2 Mer. 'Tis foolifh to depend on others Mercy : 
Keep your felf right, and e'en cut your Cloth, Sir, 
According to your calling ; you have livM here 

In Lord-like Prodigality, high, and open, 
And now you find what 'tis : The lib'ral fpending 
The Summer of your Youth, which you fhou'd glean in, 
And like the labouring Ant, make ufe and gain of, 
Has brought this bitter, ftormy Winter on ye, 
And now you cry. 

3 Mer. Alas, before your Poverty, 

We were, no m Men, of no Mark, no Endeavour ; 
You flood alone, took up all Trade, all Bufinefs 
Running through your Hands, fcarce a Sail at Sea, 
But loaden with your Goods : We poor weak Pedlars; 
When by your leave, and much intreaty to it, 
We cou'd have (towage for a little Cloth, 
Or a few Wines, put off, and t}iankt your Worfhip. 
Lord, how the World's chang'd with ye ? Now I hope, 
We fhall have Sea-room. [Sir, 

Gof Is my Mifery 

Become my Scorn too ! Have ye no Humanity ? 

No 
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No port of Men left ? Are all th' Bounties in me 
To you, and to the Town, ttarn'd my Reproaches ? 

4 Mer. Well, get your Monies ready : f Tis. but twfl 
We (hall pro l e fl ye elfe, and fqcldenly. r , [hours j 

Gof But two Days. f 

1 Mer. Not an Hour, ye ljnow the hazard. {Exeiinil 

Gof How foon my light's put out! Hard-hearted Bruges! 
Within thy Wails may never honeft Merchant 

Venture his Fortunes chore : O my poor Wench too. 

» ■» 

Enter Gerrard* 


Ger. Good Fortune, Mailer* '■- ; 

Gof. Thw miftak'ft me, CUmfe* 

I am not worth thy Blefling. . 
.Ger. Still a fad Man! 

Enter Higgen W^Prigg, like Portersi 

No belief, gentle Mafter t Come bring it in then* 
And now believe your Beadfoian. 

Gof. Is this certain ? 
Or doft thou work upon my troubled Senfe t 

Ger. *Tis Gold, Sir, 
Take it and try it. 

Gof Certainly 'tis Treafete * . 
Can there be yet this Blefling ? 

Ger. Ccafe your wonder, 
You ffiall not fink for ne'er a fowft Flap-dragon, 
For ne'er a pickPd Pilcher of *em all, Sir. 
9 Tis there, your full Sunt, a hundred thoufand Crowns t 
And good fweet Mafter, now be merry j pay *em, 
Pay the poor pelting Knaves, that know no Goodnefii 
And chear your Heart up handfomely* 

Gof. Good Claufe, 
How cam'ft thou by this mighty Sum ? if naughtily, 
I mud not take it of thee, 'twill undo me* 

Ger. Fear not, you have it by as honeft means 
Although your Father gave it. Sir, you know not 
To what a Mais, the little we get dally, 
Mounts in fev'n Years ; we beg it for HeavVs Charity, 
And to the lame good we are bound to render it. 

Vol. IL Dd ' Gof. 
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Gof. What great Secpritf ? 

G*r. Away with that, Sir, 
Were not y* more than all the Mep in Bruges * 
And aH the Mony in my Thoughts ^_ ■ 

Gof But good Claufel 
I may die prefently. * 

G<r. Then this dies with, ye: 
Pay when you can, good Matter, Pit no. Parchments, 
Only this Charity I Hull .in treat you, 
Leave me this King. 

Gof. Alas, it is too poor, Clattfe: 

Ger. 'Tis all I ask, and this withal, dial wften 
I (hall deliver this back, you (hall grant toe 
Freely one poor Petition, 

Gof. There, I confirm it, [Gives the Rag. 

And may my Faith forfake me when I fliun it. 

Ger. Away, your Time draws on. Take up the Mony, 
And follow this young Gentleman. 

Gof. Farewel Qauje % 
And may thy honeft Memory live for ever. 

Ger. Heav'it blefi you* and ftiU keep you* farcwd* 
Mailer. [Exeunt. 

S C E N E II. 

Enter Hubert. 

' Hub. I have lock'd my Youth up clofe enough for gad- 
In an old Tree, and fet watch over him. [ding, 

Enter Jaculin. 

Now for my Love, for fure this Wench muft be flie* 
She follows me * Come hither, pretty Mincbc. 

$ac..No 9 no, you'll kUs. 

H*k Sorl will. 

Joe. Y'deed law ? 
How will ye kifs me, pray you? 

Hub. Thus, ---rfbfi as my Love's Lips* 

Joe. Oh! 

Hub, What*S your Father** Name ? 
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Jac. tlcVgotc to Heav-n. 

i/«£. Is i( npf Qerrard, Sweet? . 

jac. I'll ftay no longer; 
My Mother's an old Woman, and my B-otheP ._ 
Was drown'd a,t Sea, with catching Cockles. O Love ! 
O how my Heart melts in me : Hew thou fir'ir. me ! 

Hub. Tis certain me ; pray let me fee your Hand, 

Jac. No, no, you'll bite it. [Sweet ? 

Hub. Sure I fliouid know that Gymmal ! 

jac. Tis certain he : I had forgot my Ring too.* 
O Hubert! Hubert! 

Hub. Ha I methought (he nam'd mc— r '. 

Do you know «&«» Chick? ',."'.. 

Jac. No" indeed, I never f^w ye* ' 
But methinks you kifs finely. - ". ' 

Hub. Kifi again then. " , ' 

By Heav'n 'tis me. '.' } " 

Jac. O what a Joy he brings ine !■ 

Hub. Too are not Mincbel 

Jac. Yes, pretty Gentleman 
And I muftw marry'd to mor ,■ 

Hub. Muftye, my Sweet, am ye"^ 

Jac . Yes, yes, he'll give me I i,yea 

"Tishe: Tismydear J-ovr-f hus. 

Huh. How fain Ihc would coi sit I 

Will you love me, and leave thi 1. 

Jac. Olfh-illofeniyfelfr 

Hub, 1*11 wait upon you, ." 
And make you dainty Noiegiys. ' 

. Jac. And where will you ftick-ep) ? . fUlJica 

Hub. Here in thy Bofom, Sweet, and make a Crown of 
For your fair Head. 

Jac. And will you love ma deed-law i * 

Hub. With all "my Heart. 

Jac. Call me to morrow then, 
And we'll have brave cheer, and go to Church' together) 
Gave you good Ev'n, Sir. 

Hub. But one word, fair Mincbe, 
Jac. I muft be gone a Milking. 
Hub. Yc ihall preicntly. 

Dda Did 
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Did you ne'er hear of a young Maid calFd JacuUn f 
Jac. I am difcoverM ; hark in vour Ear, PU tell ye : 

You muft not know me, kifi and be conftant ever. 
Hub. Heav'n curfe me elfe. *Tis (he, and now Fm certain 

They are all here. Ndw for my other Projeft. [Exeunt. 

V 

v S C E N E III. 

Enter Gofwin, four Merchants, Higgen, and Prigg. 

V 

i Mer. Nay, if 'twould do you courtefie. 

Go/ None at all, Sir : ^ , 

Take it, 'tis yours, there's your t£h thoufand for ye, 
Give in my Bills. Your fixteen. 

3 Mer. Pray be pleas'd/Sir, 
To make a further ufe. 

Go/ No. 

3 Mer. What I have, Sir, 
You may command j pray let me be your Servant. * 

Go/. Put your Hats oil : I care not for your courtefics, 
They're iribft untimely done, and no truth in 'em. 

\ Mer. I have a fraught of Pepper. 

Go/. Rot your Pepper, 
Shall I Xruft you again ? There's your feven thoufand. 
' "' 4 Mer.- Or if you want fine Sugar, 'tis but lending. 

Go/ N<v I can fend Tto Harbor/* thole People 
That never yet knew Faith, have nobler freedoms : 
Thefe carry to Vanbck, and take my Bills in, 
To Peter Zuten ithefe : Bring back my Jewels. 
(2 Why are thefe Pieces ? [Guns jh>d. 

Enter Sailor. . 

r » 

Sail. Health to the noble Merchant, 
The Su/an is returned. 

Qo/ Well? 

Sail "Well, and rich, Sir, 
And now put in. 

(21) Why are the/* Pi$*eir\ The Senfc which is Mw fo dear, 
was obfeure to me, till Mr. Sjmpfin added the Marginal Note. 

Gof. 
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Gof Heav'n, thou haft heard my Pray'rs. 

Sail. The brave Rebeccab too, bound from the Straits 7 
With the next Tide is ready to put after. 

Gof What News o'th* Fly-boat ? 
. Sail. If this Wind hold 'till Midnight, 
She will be here, and wealthy, (he fcap'd fairly. 

Gof. How, prithee, Sailor ? 

Sail. Thus, Sir •, (he had fight, 
Seven hours together, with fix Turkifh Gallies, 
And (he fought bravely ; but at length was boarded , 
And overlaid with Strength : When prefently 
Comes boring up the wind Captain Vannoke y 
That valiant Gentleman you redeem'd from Prifon ; 
He knew the Boat, fet in, and fought it bravely : 
Beat all the Gallies off, funk three, redeem'd her, 
And as a Service to ye fent her home, Sir. 

Gof. An honeft noble Captain, and a thankful ; [Sailor. 
There's for thy News : Go drink the Merchant's Health, 

Sail. I thank your Bounty, and I'll do'c t* a Doit, Sir. 

[Exit Sailor, 

1 Mer. What Miracles are pour*d upon this Fellow ! 

(12), Gof This Year, I hope, my Friends, I lhallfcape 
For all your cares to catch rife. [Prifon, 

z Mer: You may pleafe, Sir, 
To think of your poor Servants in Difpleafure, 
Whofe all they have, Goods, Monies, are at yotjr Service. 

Gof I thank you, 
When I have need of you I fhall forget you : 
You're paid, I hope. 

AIL We joy in your good Fortunes. 

Enter Vandunk. 

Vand. Come, Sir, come take your eafc, you muft go 
Yonder's one weeps apd howls.. [home wi* me, 

(22) This here, 1 hope,] Any one that attends to the Senfe would at 
once fee the Corruption, and difcover the true Word. Mr. Theobald, 
Mr. Sympfon and I agreed in the Correction, and 'tis confirmed by 
the old Folio,. which reads Ye are. 'Tis flrange, that the following 
Editors fhould fee that this was wrong* and not fee what was 
right, " * 

. Dd 3 Gof. 
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Gof, Alas how does fbe ? 

Vand. She will be better foon, I hope. 

Gof Why foon, Sir? [Night, 

Vand. *Why when you have her in your Arms * this 
My Boy, (he is thy Wife. % 

Gof. With all my Heart I take her. 

Vand. We have prepar'd, all thy Friends will be there, 
And all my Rooms (hall fmoak to fee the Revel ; 
Thou haft been wrong'd, and no more (hall my Service 
Wait on the Knave her Uncle. I have heard all, 
All his Baits for my Boy, but thou (halt have her ; 
Haft thou di/patch'd thy Jfafinefi ? 

Gof. Moft 

Vand. By the Mafc, Boy, 
Thou tumbled now in Wealth, and I joy in it, 
Thou'rt the beft Boy that Bruges ever nouriQi'd. 
Thou haft been (ad, I'll cheer thee up with Sack, 
And when thou 'rt lufty fling thee to thy Miftrefi. 
She'll hug thee, Sirrah. 

Gof. I long to fee ft. 
I had .forgo* you: There's, for you, my Friends: 
You had but heavy burthens ; commend my Love, 
(23) Commend my beft Lore, all the Love I hive 
To honeft Chufe y fliordy I'll thank him better. {Exit. 

Hig. By th' Mafs a Royal Merchant, 
Gold by the handful, here will be fport foon, Prigg. 

Prigg. It pardy feems fo, and here will I be in a trice. 

Hig. And I Boy, 
Away apace, we are look'd for. . 

Prigg. Oh thefe bak'd Meats, 
Methinks I fmell '{hem hither. 

■##• Thy Mouth waters. [Exeunt. 

(23) Commend my Love 

To my, be ft Love,] However great a Friend Claufe had been, 
Go/win would icarcely call him his Love, a Term appropriated to 
Lovers of different Sexes. Befides this, the Meafure is fpoil'd j which* 
with the former Proof, almoft demonstrates the PafTage to be cor- 
rupt. A Repetition of the Verb Commend effe&aally cores it ; and 
I have often found, that where the Senfe and Meafure both require 
a Repetition of a Word, the Printer omits it ; tating.it for granted, 
that all Repetitions of the fame Words muft be Miftakes, wcaafe 
they generally are fo. 

SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 

Enter Hubert and Hempskirk. 

Hub. I muft not. 

Hemp. Why ? 'tis in thy power to do it, • 

And in mine to reward thee to thy Wifhes. 

Hub. I dare not, nor I will not. 

Hemp. Gentle Huntfman, 
Though thou haft kept me hard : Though in thy Duty, 
Which is requir'd to do it, th'aft us'd mc ftubbornly ; 

I can forgive thee freely, 

Hub. You the Earl's Servant ? 

Hemp. I fwear Pm near as his own Thoughts to him * 
Able to do thee— 

Hub. Come, come, leave your prating. 

Hemp. If thou dar'ft but try. 

Hub. I thank y©p heartily, you will be 
The firft Man that Will hang me, a fweet Recompence* 
I could do't, but I do not lay I will, 
To any honeft Fellow that wou'd think on't, 
And be a Benefactor. 

Hemp. If t be not recompencM, and t* thy own defires, 
Within thefe ten Days if I do not make thee— 

Hub. What, 
A falfe Knave ! 

Hemp. Prithee, conceive me rightly, any thing 
Of Profit or of Place that may advance thee. 

Hub. Why what a Goofecap wou'dft thou make me, 
Don't I know 

That Men in Mifery will promife any thing, 
More than their Lives can reach at ? Hemp. B'lieve me, 
There (hall not one fhort Syllable that now [Huntfman, 
Comes from me, pafs without its full Performance. 

Hub. Say you fo, Sir ? 
Have ye e'er a good Place for my Quality ? 

Hemp.^A thoufand Chafes, Forefts, Parks : Til make thee 
Chief Ranger over all the Games. 
Hub. When ? 

Dd 4 Hemp* 
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" \ - * 

Hemp. Prefently. * # ' [too. 

Hub. This may provoke me : And yet to prove a Knave 

Hemp. /Tis to prove honeft :^ 'Tis to ere good Service, 
Service for him thou'rt fworn to, for thy Prince, 
Then for thy felf that* good ; what Fool would live heft, 
Poor, and in Mis'ry, fubjed to all Dangers, 
Law* and lewd People, can ,jnflift, when bravely 
And to himfelf he may be. Law and Credit ? 

Hub. Shall I believe thee ? 

Hemp. As that thou Tioldft moft holy. 

Huh. Ye may play Tricks., 

Hemp.' Then let me never live more. 
' Hui. ' then you Aali fee, Sir, I will, dq a Service 
That lhall deferve indeed; 

Hemp. f 'Tis well fa,id* Huntfman, 
And thou (halt be well thought of. 

Hub. I will do it : 
?Tis not your fetting free, for that's meer nothing, 
But fuch a Service, if the j£arl be noble, 
He fhall for ever love. me..,. . 

* * * * * 

Hemp. What is't, Huntfpian ? 

Hub. Do you know any of thefe People live here ? 

Hemp. No. 

Hub. You're a Fool then : Here be thofe, to have *em f 
I know the Earl fo welj ? would make him. paper. 

Hemp. Any of the old Lords that rebel'd ? 

Hub. Peace, all, 
I know 'em ev'ry one, and can betray 'em. 

Hemp J But wilt thou do this Service ? 

Hub. If you'll keep 
Your Faith^and free word to me. 

Hemp. Wilt thou fwear me ? " . 

Hub. No, no, I will believe ye : More tfyan that too, 
Here's the right Heir. 

Hemp. O hbneft, honeft Hun tfman ! [matter, 

Hub. Now, how tV get thefe Gallants, there's the 
You will be conftant, 'tis no work for me elfe. 

flemp.' Will the Sun fliine again ; 

Hub. The way to get 'em. • 

Hemp. Propound it, and it lhall be done. 

■ ■ ' . Huh 
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Hub. No Slight; • . 

(For they arc devilifli crafty, it concerns 'em:) 
Nor Reconcilement, (for they dare not truft neither,) 
' Muft do this trick. ■ - 

lleinp. By Force? .. 

Hub. Ay, that muft do it. 
And with the Perfon of the Earl himfelf, 
Authority, and mighty, muft come on 'em : 
Or elfe in vain : And thus I'd have ye do it, ['era, 

To .Morrow Night be here : A hundred Men will bear 
(So he be there, for he's both wife and valiant, 
And with his Terror will ftrike dead their Forces) 
The hour be Twelve a Clock, »now for a Guide 
To draw ye without danger on thefe Perfons, 
The Woods being thick, and hard to hit, my felf 
With fome few with me, made unto our purpofc, 
Beyond the Wood, upon the Plain, will wait ye 
By the great Oak, 

Hemp. I know it i Keep thy Faith,- Huntfrnan, J 
And fuch a fhow'r of Wealth— 

Hub. I warrant ye : 
Mils nothing that I tell ye. 

Hemp. No. 

Hub. Farewel ; 
You have your liberty, now ufe it wifely ; 
And keep your hour, go clofer 'bout the Wood there. 
For fear they fpy you, 

Hemp. Well. 

Hub. And bring no noife with ye. 

Hemp. All ihall be done to th* purpofe ; Farewel Huntf- 
man. [Exeunt l ' 

Enter Gerrard, Higgen, Prigg, Ginks, Snap, and Ferret. 

Ger. Now, what's the News, in Town ? 

Ginks. No News, but joy, Sir ; 
Every Man wooing of the the noble Merchant, 
( 24) Who fends his hearty Commendations to ye* 

(24) WblhsA bis hearty——] As an jmperfeft Sentence, feems 
nnneceflary here, I fuppofe bat to be wrong, and that either does 
or finds was the Original. 

Fer. 
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Fer. Yes this is News, this Night heV to be married. 

Ginks. By th 9 Mais that's true, he marries Vandtm&s 
(25) The dainty black-ey*d Dell. [Daughter, 

Hig. I would my Clapper 
Hung in his Baldrick, ah what a Peal could I ring ? 

Ger. Marry'd ? 

Ginks. *Tis very true, Sir. O the Pies, 
The piping-hot Mince-pies ! 

Prigg- O the Plum-pottage ! [Limb, Boys, 

Hig. For one Leg of a Goofe now would I venture a 
I love a fat Goofe, as I love Allegiance, 

And upon the Boors, too well they know it, 

And therefore ftarve their Poultry. 

Ger. To be married 
To VandunVs Daughter ? 

Hig. O this precious Merchant : 
What lport he'll have i But hark you, Brother Prigg, 
Shall we do nothing in the forefaid Wedding ? 
There's Mony to be got, and Meat, I take it, 
What think ye of a Morife ? 

Prigg. No, by no means, 
That goes no further than the Street, there leaves us, 
Now we mull think of fomething that may draw us 
Into the Bowels of it, into th* Buttery, 
Into the Kitchin, into the Cellar, fomething 
That that old drunken Bufgo-mafter loves, 
What think ye of a Waffel ? 

Hig. I think worthily. 

Prigg. And very fit it ftould be> *hou, and Ferret* 
And Ginks to fing. the Song : I for the Stru&ure, 
Which is the Bowl. 

Hig. Which muft be up-fey Englijh* 

Strong, lufty London Beer ; let's think more of it. 
Ger. He muft not marry. 

Enter Hubert, 
Hub. By your leave in private, 

^ (?5) —-Black-efd Bell.] This is Senfe, bat as Deli U the Cane 
icrm made ufe of before in the PJajr for a young Lafs, Mr. The* 
oald and Mr. Sympfin both think the fame Word was here tiled. 

One 
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(26) One word, Sir, with ye 5 Gerrard : Do not flart, Man, 
I know ye, and he knows ye, that beft love* ye : 
Hubert fpeaks to ye, and you muft be Gerrard* 
TJie time invites you to it. 

Ger. Make no ftow then, 
I am glad to fee ye, Sir ; and I am Gerrard. 
How ftand Afiairs? • 

Hub. Fair, if ye dare now follow. 
Hempskirke I have let go, and thefe my caufes, 
I'll tell ye privately, and how I have wrought him. 
And then to prove me honeftV) my Friends, 
Look upon thefe Directions, you have feen his. 

Hig. Then will I fpcak a Speech, and a brave Speech 
In praife of Merchants ; where's the Ape ? 

Prigg. Take him, 

A gouty Bear-ward ftole him th 9 other Day. 

Hig. May his Bears worry him i that Ape had paid it, 

What dainty tricks ? (O that burfen Bear-ward : ) 

In his French Doublet, with his blifter'd Bullions, 
In a long ftock ty'd up ; O how daintily 
Wou'd I have made him wait, and Ihifc a Trencher, 
Carry a Cup of Wine ? ten thoufand Stinks 
Wait on thy mangy hide, thou lowzy Bear-ward. 

Ger. *Tis paffing well, I both believe and joy m% 
And will be ready: Keep you here the jpean while, 
And keep you in, I muft a while forfake ye. 
Upon mine Anger no Man ftir, this two hours. 

Hig. Not to the Wedding, Sir ? 

Gtr. Not any whither. 

Hig> The Wedding muft be feen, Sir ; we want Meat too. 
We're horrible out of Mcit. 

Prigg. Shall it be (poken, 
Fat Capons Ihak'd their Tails at's in Defiance ? 

(27) And Turkey Tombs fuch honourable Monuments, 
Shall Pigs, Sir, that the Parfon's felf would envy, 
And dainty Ducks 

(26) — — Do notfiart m,] Former Edition*. Amended by Mr. 
Theobald. 

(27) —Turkey Tomh] u e. Turkey Pies. 

Ger. 
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* Ger. Not a word more, obey me; ' . {Exit Gcr. 

Hig. Why then come doleful Death, this is flat Tyranny* 
And by this Hand — 

Hub. What ? 

Hig. I'll go fleep upon't.. [Exit Hig. 

Prigg. Nay, and there be a Wadding, and we wanting, 
Farewel our happy Days : We do obey, Sir. [Exeunt. 

SCENE V. 

# 

Enter two young Merchants. 

i Mer. Well met, Sir, you are for this lufty Wedding. 

2 Mer. I am fo, fo are you, I take it. 

i Mer. Yes, 
And it much glads me, that to do him Service 
Who is the honour* of our Trade, and Luftre, 
We meet thus happily. 

2 Mer. He's a noble Fellow, 
And well becomes a Bride of fuch a Beauty. 

i Mer. She's pafling fair indeed ; long may their Loves 
Continue like their Youths, in fpring of Sweetnefi, 
All the young Merchants will be here no doubt on*t, ' 
For he that comes not to attend this Wedding, 
The curfe of a nioft blind one fall upon him, 
A loud Wife, and a lazy. Here's Vanlock. 


w » •- 


Enter Yanlock and Frances. 

. VanL Well overtaken Gentlemen: Save ye. 
* i Mer. The fame to you, t Sir; fave ye fair Miftrefs 

France s y 
I would this happy Night might make you blufh too. 

VanL She dreams apace. 

Fran. That's but a drowfie Fortune. 

2 Mer. Nay take us with ye too ; we come to that end> 
Pm fure ye are for the Wedding. 

VanL Hand and Heart, Maq : 
And what their Feet can do, I cou'd have tript it # " • 
Before this whorfop Gout. 

Enter 
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Enter Claufe. ' 

da. Blcfi ye Matters. 

Vanl. Claufe, how now, Claufe I thoii art come to fee 
thy Matter, 
•(And a good Matter he is to all poor People,) . 
In all his Joy, 'tis honeftly done of thee. 

Cla. Long may he live, Sir, but my bufinefs now is 
If you woif d pleafe to do it, and to him too. 

Enter Gbfwin. ^ 

Vanl He's here himfelf.' 

Gof Stand at the Door, my Friends ? 

I pray walk in : Welcome fair Miftrefs Frances, 
See what the Houfe affords, there's a young Lady 
"Will bid you welcome. 

Vanl. We jo^ your Happinefe. [Exeunt. 

Gof. I hope it will be fo : Claufe, nobly welcome, 
My honeft, my beft Friend, I have been careful 
To fee thy Monica—— 

Cla. Sir, that brought not me, . 
D'you know this Ring again ? 

Gof. Thou hadft it or me. [gave me 

Cla. And do you well remember yet, the boon you 
On the. return of this? 

Gof. Yes, and I grant it, 
Be't what it will : Ask what thou canft, Til do it j 
Within my pow'r. 

Cla. Ye are not married yet. 
. .Gof. No. 

Cla. Faith I (hall ask you that that will difturb ye, 
But I muft put ye to your Promife. 

Gof Do. 
And if faint and flinch in't — - 

da. Well faid Matter, 
And yet it grieves me too : And yet it muft be. 

Gof. Prithee diftruft me not. 

Cla. You muft not marry, 
That's part of the pow'r you gave me* which to make up, 
Yo f muft prefently depart, and follow me. 

" ~ Gof 
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Gof Not marry, Ckmfe * - 

CI*. Not if you keep your Promife, 
And give me pow'r to ask. 
~<soj. Pfrfthee think better, 
I will obey, by tieav'n. 

Oa. I've thought the belt. Sir. . 

G*/ Give me thy Reafon, do'ft thou fearer Honefty \ 

Cldi Chafte as the Ice, for any thing I know, Sif. 

Gof Why fhould'ft thou light on that then * to what 

Oa. I muft not now difcovet. [purpofc ? 

Gof. Muft not marry? * .. 

Shall I break now when my poor Heart is pawnM f 
When all the Preparation ? 

da. Now or never. • 

Gof. Come, 'tis not that thou wauld'ft : Thou daft 
but fright me. 

Ch. Upon my Soul it is, Sir, aad I t>ind ye, 

Gof. Qaufe, can'ft *hou be fo cruel ? 

Cla. You may break, Sir, 
But never more in my Thought* appear honeft. 

Gof Didft ever fee ber i 

Cla. No. ■•■■,','' 

Gof ghe's fuch a thing, i ♦ : ' 

QOaufe, &e*&&cha Wonder,' fuch * -Mirror, 
For Beauty, and fair Virtue^|jE«r^ his not. 
W hy haft thou made me happy, to urido ttie ? 
But lopk on her * then if thy Heart relent nor, 
Til quit her prefently : Who waits there ? ' 

Ser. [within] Sir. : " 

Gof Bid my fair Love come hither and the Company. 
PritljKe be good un to me j take a Man's Heart - 
And look upon her truly : Take a Friend's Heart : : 
And feel what Mifery muft follow this. ■; 

Cla. Take you a noble Heart and keep your Promife ; 
I forfook all I had, to make yop happy. 

Enter Gertrude, Vandunk, mi tU M& skint* t 

Can that thing, call'd a Woman, ftop your Goodncfr? 
T ^ i3c / Lotik there {he is, 4^al wkh me as thou wikaow, 
E>id*ft ever fee a fairer, i 

Cla. 
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€k. She's mod goodly. 

Go/. Pray ye ftand ftill. 

Gert. What ails my Love? 

Go/. Didfteveiy 
By the fair light of HeaV'n, behold a Tweeter ? 
O that thou Tcnew'ft but Love, or ever felt him, 
Look well, look narrowly upon her Beauties. 

1 Mer. Sure h 9 as fome ftrange defign in hand, he ftarts lb. 

% Mer. This Beggar has a ftrong row'r o'er his Pleafurc 

Go/. View all her Body. 

CU. 'Tis exaA and excellent 

Go/. Is flie a thing then to be loft thus lightly ? 
Her Mind is ten times Tweeter, ten times nobler, 
And but to hear her {peak, a Paradife ; 
And fuch a Love fhe bears to me, a chafte Love, 
A virtuous, fair, and fruitful Love : 'Tis now too 
Pm ready to epjoy it; the Prieft ready, Claufe, 
To fay the Holy Words fhall make us happy s 
This is a Cruelty beyond Man's Study, . 
All thefe are ready, all our Joys are ready, 
And ail die Expedation of our Friends, 
Twill be her Death to do it. - 

Cla. Let her die then. 

G4G Thou canft not: 'Tis impdTible. 

Cla. Itmaftbe. {Ckmf^ 

Go/. 'Twill kill me too, 'twill murder me; by Heav*n$ 
I'll give thee half I have * come thou fhalt fave me. 

Cla. Then you muft go with me 5 1 can ftay no longer, 
If ye be true and noble. 

Go/. Hard Heart, I'll follow : 
Pray y 9 all go in again, and pray be merry, 
I have a weighty bufincfe, give my Cloak there, 

Enter Servant % with a Cloak. 

Concerns my Life and State, (make no Enquiry,) * 
This ppcfcnt hour befala me : With the fooneft 
I fhall be here again : Nay pray go in, Sir, 
And take them with you, 'tis but a Night loft, Gentlemen; 
Vaxd. Come, come in, we'll not lofc our Meat yet, 
Nor cot good Mirth, he cannot ftay long from her, 

I'm 
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I'm furc of that. [Exit. 

Go/. I will not flay ; believe, Sir. 
Gertrude, a word with you. 

Gert. Why is this flop, Sir ? 

Gof. I have no more time left me, but to kifi thee, 
And tell thee this, Pm ever thine : Farewel Wench. [Exit. 

Gert. And is that all your Ceremony ? Is this a 
Wedding ? 
Are all my Hopes and Prayers turn'd to nothing ? 
Well, I will fay no more, nor figh, nor forrow * 
•Till to thy Face I prove thee falfe. Ah me ! [Exit. 


ACT V. S C E N E* L 

Enter Gertrude, and a Boor. 


Gert. T EAD, ,if thou think'ft we're right: why doft 

A-* thou make 
Thefe often (lands ? thou faidft thou knew*ft the way. 

Boor. Fear nothing, I do know it: Would 'twere 
homeward. 

Gert. Wrought from me by a Beggar ? at the time 
That moft fhou'd tyc him ? * tis Ibrne other Love 
That hath a more command On his Affe&ions, 
And he that fetcht him, a difguifed Agent, 
Not what he perforated j for his Fafhion 
Was more familiar with him, and more pow , rfuI 
Than one that ask'd an Alms : I muft find out 
One, if not both : Kind Darknefs be my fhrowd, 
And cover Lovers too curious fearch in me, 
For yet, Sufoicion, I wou'd not name thee. 

Beer. Miftrefi, it grows fomewhat pretty and dark. 

Gert. What then? 

* • • * 

Boor. Nay, nothing ; do not think I am afraid, 
Although perhaps you are. 
, Gert; I am not : Forward. 

fioor. Sure but you are ? give me your Hand,fear nothing. 
There's one Lqj in the Wood, don't pull me backward s 

What 
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What a fweat one on's arc in, you or I ? 
Pray God it do not prove the Plague ; yet fure 
It has infedted me ; for I fweat too, 
It runs out at my Knees, feel, feel, I pray you. 
Gert. What ails the Fellow ? 
Boor. Hark, hark, I beieeel} you, 
Do you hear nothing ? . 

Gert. No. 

Boor. Lift : A wild Hog, 
He grunts : now 'tis a Bear : this Wood is full of f em, 
And now, a Wolf, Miftrefs, a Wolf, a Wolf, . 
It is the howling of a Wolf. 

Gert, The braying of an Afs, is it not ? 
Boor. Oh, now one has me ; 
Oh my left Haunch, farewel. 

. Gert. Look to your Shanks, 
Your Breech is fafe enough, the WolPs a Fern-brake. 
Boor. But fee, fee, fee, there is a Serpent in it ; £■ 
*T has Eyes as broad as Platters ; it fpits Fire \ 
Now it creeps towards us, help me to lay my Prayers : 
*T hath fwallow'd me almoft, my Breath is ftopt ; 
I cannot fpeak: Do I fpeak, Miftrd$? tell me. 

Gert. Why, thou ftrange timorous Sot, canft thou 
perceive 
Any thing i'th* Bufh but a poor Glo-worm ? \ 

Boor. It may be 'tis but a Glo-worm now, but 'twill 
Grow to a Fire-drake prefently. 

• Gert. Come thou from it : 

I have a precious Guide of you, and a courteous, 
That gives me leave to lead my felf the way thus. 

Boor. It thunders, you hear that now ? 

Gert. I hear one hollow. 

Boor. *Tis Thunder, Thunder : 
See, a Flafh of Lightning : 
Are you not blafted, Miftrefs ? pull your Mask off, 
•T has plaid the Barber with me here: I have loft 
My Beard, my Beard, pray God you be not fhaven, 

* Twill fppil your Marriage, Miftrefs. 

Gert. What ftrange Wonders 
Fear fancies in a Coward ! 

Voi,. II. E e Boor. 


s. 
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Boor. Now the Earth opens. 
Gert. Prithee hold thy peace. 
Boor. Will you on then ? 

Gert. Both Love and Jealoufie have made me bold, 
Where my Fate leads mg, I muft go. [Exit. 

Boor. God be with y^u then. 

Enter Wolfort, Hempskirke, and Attendants. 

Hemp. It was the Fellow fure, he that (hould guide me, 
The Huntfman that did hollow us. 

IVol Bed make a ftand, 
And liften to his next : Ha! 

Hemp. Who goes there ! 

Boor. Miftrefs, I am taken. 

Hemp. Miftrefs? Look forth, Soldiers*. 

Wol. What are you, Sirrah ? 
jBoor. Truly all is left 
Or a poor Boor, by Day-light, by Night no Body ; 
You might have (parM your Drum, and Guns, and 

Pikes too, » 
For I am none that will ftand out Sir, I. 
You may take mc in with a walking Stick, 
Ev'n when you pleafe, and hold me with a Packthread. 

Hemp* w hat Woman was't you call'd to ? 

Boor. Woman ! None, Sir. 

IVol. None ! Did you not name Miftreis ? 

Boor. Yes, but (he's 
No Woman yet : She fhould have been this Night, 
But that a Beggar ftole away her Bridegroom, 
Whom we were going to make Hue and Cry after; 
I tell you true, Sir, (he (hou'd ha* been married to Day ; 
And was the Bride and all ; but in came Claufe, 
The old lame Beggar, and whips up Mr. Gofwin 
Under his Arm \ away with him as a Kite, 
Or an old Fox would fwoop away a Gofling. 

Hemp. 'Tis (he, 'tis (he, 9 tis (he : Neice ? 

Gert. Ha! 

Hemp. She, Sir, 
This was a noble entrance to your Fortune, 
That being on the Point thus to be married, 

Upon 
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Upon her Venture here, you fhould furprife her. 

Wol. I begin, Hempskirke, to believfi my Fate 
Works to my Ends. 

Hemp. Yes, Sir, and this adds Truft 
Unto the Fellow our Guide, who affur'd me Florez 
Liv'd in fome Merchants fhape, zsKlerrard did 
In the old Beggars, and that he would ufe 
Him for the Train, to call the other forth ; 
# A11 which we find is done — Thatfs he again— [Holla again. 

Wol. Good, we fent out to meet him. 

Hemp. Here's the Oak. 

Gert. I'm miferablyJoft, thus fain 
Into my Uncle's Hands from all my Mtopes, 
Can I not think away my fclf and die ? 

Enter Hubert, Higgen, Prigg, Ferret, Snap, and Ginks, 

like Boors. 

• 
Hub. I like your Habits well : They're fafe, ftand cljofe. 

Hig. But what's* the Adtion we are for now ? Ha ! 
Robbing a Ripper of his Fifh. 

Prigg. Or taking 
A Poulterer Prifoner, without Ranfom, Bullies ? 

Hig. Or cutting off a Convoy of Butter ? . 

Fer. Or furprizine a Boor's ken, for * 6 grunting Cheats ! 

Prigg. Or 47 Cackling Cheats ? 

Hig. Or 4 * Margery-praters, 49 Rogers, 
And 5 ° Tibs o'th' Buttery ? 

Prigg. O I cou'd drive a Regiment 
Of Geefe afore me, fuch a Night as this, 
Ten Leagues with rpy Hat and Staff, and not a Hifs 
Heard, nor a wing pf all my Troops difordcrcd. 

Hig. Tell us, 
If it be 51 milling of a lag of Dads, • 

The fetching off a buck of Cloaths or (b ; 
We are horribly out of Linnen. 

Hub. No fuch matter. 

46. Pigs, former Editions, granting Cheats, corre&ed by Mr. Theo- 
bald. 47. Chickens. 48. Hens. 49. Geefe. 50. Goflings. 51. 
Stealing a Buck of Cloaths. 

E e 2 Hig. 
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Hig. Let me alone with the Farmer's Dog, 
If you have a mind to the Cheefe-loft ; 'tis but thus, 
And he is a filenc'd Maftiff, during Pleafure. 

Httb. Would it would pleafe you to be filent. 

Hig. Mum. Wtt. Who's there? • 

Hub. A Friend, the Huntfman. 

Hemp. O 'tis he. 

Hub. I have kept touch, Sir ; which is the Earl of thefe ? 
Will he know a Man now ? • 

Hemp. This my Lord's the Friend, 
Hath undertook the Service. 

Hub. If't be worth 
His Lordfhip's Thanks anon, when 'tis done, 
Lording, I'll look for'c, a rude Wood-man, 
1 know how to pitch my Toils, drive in my Game : 
And I have done't, both Florez and hisJFather 
Old Gerrar& % with Lord Arnold of Bentbuifen, 
Cozen, and Jactdin, young Florez's Sifter : 
I have 'em all. 

Wol. Thou fpeak'ft too much, too happy, 
To carry Faith with it. 

Hub. I can bring you 
Where you fhall fee, and find 'em. 

Wol We will double 
What ever Hempskirke then hath promised thee. 

Hub. And I'll deferve it treble ? What Horfe ha* you ? 

Wol. A hundred. That's well : Ready to take 
Upon furprizfe of 'em. 

Hemp. Yes. Hub. Divide then 
Your force into five Squadrons ; for there are 
So many out-lets, ways through the Wood 
That iffue from the place where they are lodg'd : 
Fi\$p feveral ways, of all which Paflages 
We muft poflefi, our felves, to round 'em in ; 
For by one ftarting Hole they'll all efcape elfe : 
I and four Boors here to me will be Guides, 
The Squadron where you are, my felf will lead: 
And that they may be more fecure, I'll ufe 
My wonted Whoops, and Hollows, as I were 
A hunting for 'em \ which will make them reft 

Carelcfi 
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Carelcfe of any Noife, and be a Dire&ion 

To th' other Guides, how we approach 'em ftill. 

Wol. *Tis ordered well, and relifheth the Soldier j 
Make the Divifion, Hempskirke ; you are my Charge, 
Fair One, Ml look to you. 

Boor. Shall no body need 
To look to me ? Til look unto my felf.; 

Hub. *Tis but this, remember. 

Hig. Say, 'tis done, Boy. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Gerrard and Florez. 

Ger. By this time, Sir, I hope you want no Reafons 
Why I broke off«your Marriage ; for though I 
Shou'd as a Subject ftudy you my Prince 
In thing* indifferent, it will not therefore. 
Difcredit yt>u, t* acknowledge me your Father, 
By harkning to my neceflary Counfels. 

Flo. Acknowledge you my Father ? Sir I do, 
And may Impiety, confpiring with 
My other Sins, fink me, and fuddenly, 
When I forget to pay you a Son's Duty 
(28) In my Obedience, and that too held forth 
With all the cheerfulnefi. 

Ger. I pray you rife, 
And may thofe Pow'rs that fee and love this in you, 
Reward you for it : Taught by your Example, 
Having receiv'd the Rights due to a Father, 
I tender you th* Allegiance of a Subjeft: 
Which as my Prince accept of. 

Flo. Kneel to me ? 
May Mountains firit fall down beneath their Valleys, 
And Fire no more mount upwards, when I fuffer 
An afl: in Nature fo prepofterous 5 

(28) And that help" d forth,] To help forth Obedience with 

Cheerfulnefs, feems a ftiff Expreffion ; I have fub&ituted the natural 
Word, and added a Monofyllable that is neceflary to the Meafure, 
and believe that in both I've reftored the Original, 

Ec 3 1 
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I muft overcome in this, in all things elfe 
The Vi&ory be yours : Cou'd you here read me, 
You fhou'd perceive how all my Faculties • 
Triumph in my bleft Fate, to be found yours ; 
I am your Son, your Son, Sir, and am prouder 
To be fo, to the Father to fucfi Goodneft, 
Which Heav'n be pleas'd I may inherit from y6u, 
Than I lhall ever of thofe fpecious Titles 
That plead for my Succeffion in the Earldom. 
(Did I poflefs it now) left by my Mother, 
Ger. I do believe it : But ■ 
Flo. O my lov'd Father, 
Before I knew you were fo, by Inftinft, 
Nature had taught me* to look on your wants, 
Not as a Stranger's : And I know not how, 
What you call'd Charity, I rhought the Payment 
Of fome Religious Debt, Nature ftood'bound for * 
And laft of all, when yeur magnificent Bounty . 
In my low ebb of Fortune, had brought in 
A flood of Bleffings, though my threatning Wants 
And fear of their EfFefls, ftill kept me ftupid, 
I foon found out, it was no common Pity 
That led you to it. 

Ger. Think of this hereafter, 
When we with joy may call it to Remembrance; 
There will be a time, more opportune than now, 
To end our Story, with all Circumftances, 
1 add this only : When we fled from fVolfort 
I fent you into England^ and there pJac'd you 
With a brave Flanders Merchant, call'd rich Gofwin y 
A Man fupplied by me unto that purpofe, 
As bound by Oath ne'er to difcovar you, 
Who dying, left his Name and Wealth unto you 
As his" reputed Son, and yet receiv'd ft); 
But now, as Florez y and a Prince, remember 
The Countries, and the Subjefts general Good # 

Muft challenge the firft part in your AfFe&ion : 
The fair- Maid, whom you chofe to be your Wife, 
Being fo far beneath you, that your Love 
Muft grant Ihe's not your* Equal, 

Flo. 
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Flo. In Defcent 
Or borrow'd Glories from dead Anceftors, 
But for her Beauty, Chaftity, and all Virtues 
Ever remembred in the beft of Women,- 
A Monarch might receive from her, not give, 
Though (he were his Crown's purchafe ; in this only 
Be an indulgent Father : In all elfe 
Ule your Authority. 

Enter Hubert, Hempskirke, Wolfort, Bertha, 

and Soldiers. 

Hub. Sir, here be two of 'em, 
The Father and the Son 5 the reft you (hall have 
As faft as I can rouze them. 

Ger. Who's this ? Wolfort ? [you, 

WoL Ay Cripple, your feigned Crutches will not help 
Nor patch'd Dilguife that hatk fo long conceal'd you, 
It's now no halting : I muft here find Qerrardy 
And in this Merchant's Habit one call'd Florez 9 
Who wo Id be an Earl. 

Ger. And is, wert thou a Subjeft. 

Flo. Is this that Traitor Wolfort f 

WoL Yes, but you 
Are they that are betrayM : Hempskirki. 

Bor. My Gofwin 
Turn'd Prince ? O I am poorer by this Greatnefs, 
Than all my former Jealoufiesor Misfortunes. 
. Flo. Gertrude? 

WoL Stay, Sir, you were to day too near her, 
You muft no more aim at thole eafie AccefTes, 
(29) Lefs you can do't in Air, without a Head, 
Which fhall be fuddenly try'd. 

Ber. O take my Heart, firft, 
And fince I cannot hope now to enjoy him, 
JLet*me but fall a part of his glad Ranfom. 

WoL You know not your own value,, that entreat* 

'Ger. So proud a Fiend as Wolfort. 

WoL For fo loft 

• » 

(29} Left you] Late Editions, old Folio, Lejfe* 

E e 4 A " . j 
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A thing as Florez. 

Flo. And that wouW be fo, 
Rather than ihe ftiould ftoop again to thee 5 
There is no Death, but's fweeter than all Life, 
When Wolfort is to give it. O my Gertrude, 
It is not that, nor Princedom that I go from, * 
It is From thee, that lols includeth all. 

WoL Ay, if my young Prince knew his I06, he f d fey fo, 
Which that he yet may chew on, I will tell him, 
This is no Gertrude^ nor no Hempskirke's Neice, 
JMor Fan dunk's Daughter : This is Bertha, Bertha, 
The Heir of Brabant ; Ihe that caus'd the War, 
Whom I did ileal, during my Treaty there, 
In your Minority, to raife my felf ; 
I then fore-feeing 'twou'd beget a. Quarrel, 
That, a neceffity of my. Employment, 
The fame Employment, make me Mafter of Strength, 
That Strength, the Lord of Flanders,, fo of Brabant, 
By marrying her : Which* had not been to do, Sir, 
She come of Years, but that the Expe&ation 
Firft of her Father's Death, retarded it, 
And fincc the (landing out of Bruges, where 
JHempskirke had hid her, till Ihe was near loft ; 
But, Sir, we have recover'd her : Your Merchantlhip 
May break, for this was one of your beft Bottoms, , 
I think. 

Ger. Infolent Devil ! 

Enter Hubert, with Jaculin, Ginks, and Coftin. 

WoL Who are thefe, Hempshirhe ? 

Hemp. More, more, Sin 

Flo. How they triumph in their Treachery ! 

Hemp. Lord Arnold of Bentbu/in, this Lord CoJIin, 
This Jaculin the Sifter unto Florez. 

WoL All found ? Why here's brave Game, this was 
Sport Royal, 
And puts me in thought of a new kind of Death for 'em. 
,Huntfman, your Horn : Firft wind me Florez Fall, 
Next Gerrard% then his Daughter Jaculitts, 

Thofc 
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(30) Thofc Rafcals, they (hall die without their Rites : 
Hang J cm up, Hempskirke* on thefe Trees *, I'll take 
Th* Aflay of thefe. my felf. * 

Huk. Not here, my Lord, 
Let 'cm be broken up upon a Scaffold, 
'Twill fhew the better when their Arbour's made. * ^ 

Ger. Wretch, art thou not content thou haft betray us, 
But mock us too ? 

Ginks. Falfe Hubert* this is monftrous. 

Wol. Hubert f Hemp. Who, this ? 

Ger. Yes, this is Hubert* JVolfort* 
I hope he'as helpt himfelf to a Tree. 

Wol. The Brft, 
The firft of any, and moft glad I have you, Sir : 
I let you go before, but for a Train ; 
Is't you have done this fervice I 

Hub. As your Huntfman ? 
But now as Hubert ; fave your felves, I will, 
The Wolf s afoot, let flip ; kill, kill, kill, kill. 

Enter with a Drum Vandunk, Merchants, Higgen, 

Prigg, Ferret, and Snap. 

Wol Betray'd ? 

Hub. No, but well catch'd : And I the Huntfman. 

Vand. How do you Wolforti Rafcal, good Knave 
Wolfortf 
I*fpeak it now without the Rofe; and Hempskirke^ 
Rogue Hempskirke* you that have no Neke, this Lady 
Was ftoln by you, and ta'en by you, and now 
Refign'd by me to the right Owner here : 
Take her, my Prince. 

Flo. Can this be poffible, 
Welcome my Love, my fweet, my worthy Love. 

Vand. I ha- giv'n you her twice : now keep her better, 
and thank 

(30) Their Rights,] The falfc Spelling of this Word voutd 

mot have deferred a Note, had not it given a Senfe totally d ; fF:cnt 
from the true one ; 'viz. That the two Lords were to die without 
being firft put in Poflefiion of their Rights or Lordthips. It only 
means here, that they fhould be hanged without the Honour of any . 
Kite or Ceremony. 

Lord 
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Lord Hubert \ that came to me in GerranPs name, 

And got me out, with my brave Boys, to march 

Like C*far> when he brecf his Cqmmentaries* 

So I, to breed my Chronicle, came forth 

Cafar Vandunk y fc? verity vidi 9 mid. 

Givfe me my Bottle, and fee down the Drum j 

You had your tricks, Sir, had you ? we ha' tricks too, 

You ftole the Lady ? 

Hig. And we led your Squadrons, [bJes, 

Where they ha* fcratch'd their Leggs a little, with Bram- 
If not their Faces. 

Prigg. Yes, and run their Heads 
Againft Trees. 

Hig. 'Tis Captain Prigg* Sir. 

Prigg. And Colonel Higgen. [Leggs, 

Hig. We have fill'd a Pit with your People, fome with 
Some with Arms broken, and a Neck or two 
I think be loofe. f 

Prigg. The reft too, that efcap'd, 
Are not yet out o'the Briars. 

Hig. And your Horfes, Sir, 
Are well fet up in Bruges all by this time : 
You look as you were not well, Sir, and wou'd be 
Shortly let Blood v do you want a Scarf? 

Fand. A Halter. 

Ger. 'Twas like your (elf, honeft, and noble Hubert. 
Canft thou behold thefe Mirrors all together, 
Of thy long, falfe, and bloody Ufurpation ; 
Thy tyrannous Profcription, and frefli TreaJbn ; 
And not fo lee thy felf, as to fall down 
And finking, force a Grave, with thine own Guilt, 
As deep as Hell, to cover thee and it ? [me ; 

Wol. No, I can ftand, and praife the Toyles ' that took 
And laughing in them die ; they were brave Snares. 

Flo. *T were truer Valour, if .thou durft repent 
The Wrongs th* haft done, and live. 

Wol. W ho, I repent ? 
And fay I'm forry ? yes, 'tis the Fool's Language, 
And not for Wolf or t. 
• Vand. Wolfort % thou art a Devil, 

And 
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And fpeakft his Language ; oh that I had my longing, 
Under this row of Trfces now would I hang him. 

Flo. No, let hira live, until he can repent, • 
But banilli'd from our State, that is th}* doom, [kirke 

Vand. Then hang his worthy Captain here, this Hemps- 
For profit of th' Example. 

Flo. No let him 
Enjoy his fhame too, with his confcious Life ; 
To fnew how much our Innocence contemns 
All practice from the guiltieft, to moleft us. 

Vand. A noble Prince. 

Ger. Sir, you muft help to join 
A pair of Hands, as they have done of Hearts here* 
(31) And to their Loves wifh joy. 

Flo. As to mine own, 
My gracious Sifter, worthieft Brother. 

Vand. Pll go afore, and have the Bon- fire made, ' 
My Fire-works, and Flap-dragons, and good Backrack, 
With a peck of little Fifties, to drink down 
In healths to this Day. 

Hig. 'Slight, here be changes, 
The Bells ha' not (o m^ny, nor a dance, Prigg. 

Prigg* O ur Company's grown horrible thin by it. 
What think you, Ferret ? 

Fer. Marry I do think, 
That we might all be Lords now, if we'd ftand for't. 

Hig. No, not if they fhould offer it : I'll diflouge firft, 
Remove the Bufh unto another Climate. 

Ger. Sir, you muft thank this worthy Burgomafter. 
Here be' more Friends ask to be look 'don too, 
And thank'd, who though their Trade and courfe of Life 
Be not fo perfedt, but it may be better'd, 
Have yet us f d me with Courtefy, and been true 
Subjects unto me, w.hile I was their King, 
A Place I know not well how to refiga, 
Nor unto whom : But this I will entreat 
Your Grace, command them follow you to Bruges j 
Where I will take the care on me, to find 

%$%)—— JFitb Joy] Former Editions 

Some 
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Some manly, and more profitable courfe 

To fit them, as a part of the Republick, ♦ 

Flo* Do you hear, Sirs ? do fo. 

Hig. Thanks to your good Grace. 
. Prigg. To your good Lordfhip. 

Fer. May you both live long. [all hut Beggars. 

Ger. Attend me at Pandunk'Sy the Burgomafter's. [Ex. 

Hig. Yes> to beat Hemp, and be whipt twice a Week, 
Or turn the Wheel, for Crab the Rope- maker : 
Or learn to go along with him, his courfe; 
That's a fine courfe now, i'the Common-wealth, Prigg, 
What fay you to it ? 

Prigg. ft is the backward* ft courfe, 
I know i'the World. 

Hig. Then Higgen will fcarce thrive by it, 
Yqu do conclude ? 

Prigg. 'Faith hardly, very hardly. 

Hig. Troth I am partly of your Mind, Prince Prigg. 
And therefore farewcl Flanders , Higgen will feek 
Some fafer Shelter, in fome other Climate, 
With this his tatter'd Colony: Let me fee 
Snap, Ferrety Prigg, and Higgen,- all are left 
O' the true Blood : What ? fhall we into England? 

Prigg. Agreed. 

Hig. Then bear up bravely with your Brute, my Lads, 
Higgen hath 5 * prig'd the Prancers in his Days, 
And fold good Penny-worths ; we have a courfe, 
The Spirit of Bottom, is grown bottomlefi. 

Prigg. "1*11 mand no more, nor cant. 

Hig. Yes, your Sixpenny-worth 
In private,. Brother ; Sixpence is a Sum 
Pll fteal you any Man's Dog for. 

Prigg. For Sixpence more 
You'll tell the Owner where he is. 

Hig. 'Tis right, 
Higgen muft pra&ife, fo muft Prigg to eat j 
And write the Letter : And gi' the Word. But now 
No more, as either of thefe. 

52. Stole Horfes. 
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Prigg- But as true Beggars, 
As e'er we were. 

Hig. We ftand here, for an Epilogue ; 
Ladies, your Bounties firft ; the reft will follow ; 
For Womens Favours are a leading Alms, 
If you be pleas'd look cheerly, throw your Eyes 
Out at your Masks. . 

Prigg. -And let your Beautiesf fparkle. 

Hig. So may you ne'er want dreffings, Jewels, Gowns 
Still i* the fafliion. # 

Prigg. Nor the Klen you love, 
Wealth nor Difcourfe to pleafe you. 

Hig. May you, Gentlemen, 
Never want good frefh Suits nor Liberty. 

Prigg. May every Merchant here fee fafe his Ventures. 

Hig. And every honeft Citizen his Debts in. 

Prigg. (32) The Lawyers gain good Clients. 

Hig. And the Clients good Counfel. 

Prigg. £11 the Gamefters here good Fortune. 

Hig. The Drunkards too good Wine. 

Prigg. The Eaters Meat 
Fit for their Taftes and Palates. 

Hig. The good Wives kind Husbands. 

Prigg. The young Maids choice of Sutors. 

Hig. The Midwives merry Hearts. ^ 

Prigg. And all good Cheer. 

Hig. As you are kind unto us and our Bulh, 
We are the Beggars and your daily Beadfmen, 
And have your Mony, but the Alms we ask 
And live by, is your Grace \ give that, and then 
We'll boldly lay our Word is, Come again. 

(32) Again good Clients,'] Correfted from the old Folio. 

• The End* of the Second Volume. 


ADDENDA 

To the Second Volume. 

By Mr. S Y M P S N. 

9 

PA G E 27, Line 20. Mr. Theobald's Correftion of 
this Place, I prefer to my own, tho* his too great 
JModefty would not fuffer him to do it* i. e. 

—- — Them of all Conditions and all Sexes. 
So Servius upon /Eneid I. 286. 

■ 

~— gentemque togatam, fays 
". Bene Gentem, quia &? Sexus omnis, 6? Conditio togd 
utebatur. 

m 

Page 30, Line 23. That fend me from the Fury of the 
Ocean] Mr. Theobald has omitted a Conjecture of .- 
mine upon this Place, which to me (fo prevalent is par- 
tiality) feems nearer the Traces of the old Reading than 
chat he has a dvanc'd 5 

■ ■■ almoji thofe Powers 
That ferv'd me from, &c. /. e. fav'd. 

Ibid. Line 24. —— you Jhou* d not be 
Without a neat Hiftorical Shirt.] Mr. Theobald's Ex- 
planation of this Paffage is very right ; and I praife his 
Judgment for retaining the old Reading, tho* it be at the 
Expence of my own Correftion. J after Maine \ in his 
Gty Match, A& 2, Scene 2, is full to this purpofe. Au- 
rena, Ipeaking of her Waiting-woman, fays, 

She works religious Petticoats \ for Flowers 
She'll make Church-Riftories -, her Needle doth 
So fanftify my Cufhionets^ bejides> 
' Vol.11. F f My 
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My Stnock-Sleeves have fuch bob/ imbroideries. 
And are fo learned, that J fear in time 
All my Apparel will be quoted by 
Some pure injtruBor. 

f Tis true, the Perfon here mention'd is an high-flown 
Puritan, but that is noObje&ion; what the Paflage is. 
brought to prove (and it proves it fufficiently) is, that 
Hiftorical Shirts were then in very high Faihion ; the only 
difference was, that the Saints adorn'd theirs only with 
religious Stories, while the Wicked flourifhed theirs with' 
cither (acred or profane ones. 

Page 109, Line 16. — and to cure your Rtrd^ 
His Bucolics is a Mafterpiece ; ] This Miftake of out 
Authors, tho* fo obvious to be noted, had almoft efcaped 
the Obfervation of us all. A plain Propf that the At- 
tention, tho' ever fo clofe, is not always fuccefsful, either 
in the Difcovery of Blcmifhes or Beauties. 

* Page 148, Line 31. 

furn to Armlets, for great Queens t'adore] Mr. fbeo- 
• bald's Alteration of this Paflage, with due Submiflion to . 
his great Judgment, I cannot admit. The old Reading 
is not only right, but elegant, and muft fuffer extremely 
by any tampering with it. Adore here h usM in the Senfe 
of adorn, from French Dorer y to gild, 6fc. and feems to 
be borrow'd from Spenfer, Lib. 4, Cant. 1 1, 46. 

■ like to the Hore 
Congealed little Drops, which do the Morn adore. 

* 

I am aware, that the fame Objection lies againft fcveral 
Places which we. have endeavoured to corrc<5t in the fol- 
lowing Sheets ; but the Reader need not be told, that 
Criticifm is no infallible Profeffion ; for he cannot but ob- 
ferve, that the viewing of a Paflage in me Light, which 
the Poet deGgn'd lhould be confidered in another, too 
.oft draws the Judgment awry, and fets the Invention 
upon a wrong Search, by endeavouring to plaifter a Place 
that ever was found, and applying Crutches to a gafiage 
that never yet halted, but in the Critic's Imagination. 

Page 


I 
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Page 251, Line 33. See where the Sea comes] Mr. Se- 
ward will pardon me for diffenting from him in die Cor- 
rection of this Paffage -, I fuppofe the line once to have 
* run in this manner. 

See where the Seal comes. 
The Seal, i. e. Sea-calf, an Appellation fevere enough in 
all Conference and Reafon ; and how clearly does the re- 
maining Part of the Line eftablifh this Reading, 

See where the Seal corns, how he femes and brufiles. 
i. e. briftles. 

Page 292, Note 20. — ■ fir Pins and Puppets,] Al- 
lowing the want of. Mealure, for there is none in the 
Senfe of this Pafiage, I would have it filled up in a dif- 
ferent manner from that propoled by Mr. Seward, thus, 

~— for Pins and Ym-puppets. 
The falhionable Pin-cafes in our Authors Days, were 
made in the (hape of little Puppets, or Poppets ; and tho* 
that Cuftom is difcontinued, we ftill retain the Word Pin- 
foppets to this very Day, in the North of England* 
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P O S T S C R I P T 

To the Second Volume. 

By T. S E tVA R D. 

IS H A L L only detain the Reader here with very few 
Remarks on the Part of this VoMme which was pufa- 
lifh'd by Mr. Theobald, which .beginning tfith The 
Cujiom of the Country ', a Play tf'hich offends more againft 
modeft Decency than an^ other Part of our Authors 
Works, I muff refer the Reader to tlic. firft Prologue, 
where he will find that the Authors had not the leaft Suipi- 
cion of being ever taxed with Indecency; from whence i% 
is plain, that what now appears grofs and indecent, did 
not appear fo to our Anceftors. See this more fully prov'd 
at Page 54 and 55 of the Preface, 

The Cujiom of the Country. 

Page 30, Line 15. — Thofe Powers 

That fend me from the Fury of the Ocean] Mr. Theobald 
juftly reje&s fend, but reads fenced me, which does not 
feem to me a very natural Metaphor ; I believe the more 
common and obvious Expreffion fav'd me, was the Ori- 
ginal. 

Page 44, Note 44. I don't aflent to the Neceflity of 
the Change made here, the old Reading preferving a clear 

Antithefis. • 

> 

Page 45, Line 1, Note 33. 
The worthy Miftrefs of thofe many Bkfftngs 
Heaven has bejlowfd; make 9 em appear fttll nobler 
Becaufe they 9 re trufted to a weaker Keeper. 

• I obje&ed againft the Epithet weaker, but not having ex- 

prefs'd 


prefc'd my Obje&ipns folly, Mr. Theobald defends it.— 5 — 
They are thefe. Arnoldo is perfuading the rich and beau- 
tVfal Hippotfla not to defjtee her Beauty with foul Affec- 
tions, for outward Excellence fhoukL be attended with all 
other Excellence; and the prefent Reading makes him. 
add, that as (he is frail and weak by Nature, fh£ would 
make the Beauties of her Perfon appear more noble, - 
This would be an Apology for her Faults, not a Reafcn 
for- her quitting them, — • I read therefore, 

— — make 9 em appear JIM nobler^ - 

Becaufe thefre tntjied to ft wealthy Keeper. ' 

tit firft perfuadcs her to Chaftity, and every Virtue, that 
foe might not difgrace her Beauty j next, that fhe might 
not abufe her Wealth, which was the Gift of Heaven to 
her, only to make her Virtues more noble and conlpi- 
cuous. This feem'd at firft the true Reading $ but upon 
this laft Review a Confirmation of it has (JccurrM. from 
the Context. Her Beauty and her Wealth are the two 
Qbjefts which he dwells on in the next Speech, when he 
confiders them in another Light, and this is a ftrong Pre^ 
fumption that each of them had been before us'd as PeiS 
fiiafives to Chaftity. He goes on — — 

Wou'dye 9 have me lave you ? ~ Hip. Yes. — Arn. >Not : 

for yottr Beauty ; 
Time 9 as be paffes fry, puts out that Sparkle. * 
Not for your Wealth $ although the World kneel to it, &c„ 

The whole Dialogue, particularly Jrnoldo's firft Speech, 
is extremely beautiful. «•' 

The Elder Brother. ' 

♦ • • < 

Page 106, Lirie 22, Note 3, 

and in Greek you can 
Lie with your fmug Wife Lilly.] Mr. Theobald com- 
plains that the Country Juitice is here out of Character, 
as he fujJpofes him to refer to Juvenal** Concumbunt Grace 

~ But fuppofing the Author took his Hint from hence, 

he does not make the Country Jaftice refer to it. But 

Mr. Theobald does not feem to hare obferved the Equivo- 

« cation 
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catioq of the Word Lilly, which refers to the old Gramma- 
rian, as Andrew fays after, To bring me back from my 
Grammar to my Horn-book! This is an Allufion furely 
within the compafs of a Country Squire, and therefore 
quite in Character. 

Page 120, Note 15. 

Do they know any thing hit a tir*d Hackney ? 

And then they cry abfurd as tb 9 Horfe underftood them.'} 
This is fpoke of the College-Students, whom the Fop 
makes fuch Pedants, as to talk even to their Horfes in 
Scbolajiic Terms, calling it abfurd in a tired Hackney to 
hobble and (tumble. I have given this Explication, be- 
caufe the Paflage is treated by Mr. Theobald as ft ark 
Nonfenfe. 

Page 140, Note 27. 
Nor your black Patches you wear varioitfly, 
Some cut like Stars, fome in Half-moons, fome Lozenges. 
(All which but /hew you fill a younger Brother) ] The 
Cuftom of wearing black Patches on the Face began 
amongft the Men, being made of black Velvet, and cut 
in various Shapes. It was a foppifh Imitation of the Of- 
ficers of the Army* who, in one Place of our Authors 
are faid, after a Campaign, to be oblig'd from their 
Wounds, To wear their Faces in Vehet Scabbards. Mr. 
Theobald thinks that the Figures mentioned here refer to, 
the Bearings pt Differences of younger Branches of Fami-* 
lies in Coats of Arms, but then feems to charge the Au- 
thors with inaccuracy in mentioning Lozenges, which are 
appropriated, he lays, to unmarried Women and Wi- 
dows. If they have fuch an Allufion, ' it is only a remote 
one ; the Foppiflinefs of wearing fuch Patches being the 
principal thing to fhew him an infignificAnt young Fellow, - 
deferving only a younger Brother's Fortune, and not for 
thefe to be preferr'd to one who was much more fils Elder 
in Underftanding than in Years. If therefore the remote 
Allufion to Heraldry be admitted, it by no means requires 
the Accuracy of every Word bfeing applicable to it. 
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Page 145, line 25. 
Or bought an Elegy of bis Complement] This is lpoke of 
Eujiace whom Angelina before attacks for hiring Verfes ; 
but Mr. Theobald unaccountably miftook it tp be fpoke of 
the Scholar Charles, and therefore adopted the Miftak$ of 
fome of the old Editions, and reads, brought an Elegy. 

Page 148. Should turn to Armlets for great Queens t f adore] 
Mr. Theobald thinks it abfurd to fuppoie Queens to adore 
their own Bracelets, and therefore reads — for great Queens 
to wear, a Word very far from the Trace of -the Letters: 
Mr. Sympfon told me, that adore and adorn were us'd for- 
merly as only different Dialects of the fame Word, as owe 
and own certainly were, and he would give it the Scnfe of 
adorn in this Place. I cannot affent to either, for the Po- 
fition of the Words will fcarce bear the latter ; and had the 
Authors defign'd it, they would have wrote, Will turn to 
Armlets to adore great Queens. After all, where is the Ab- 
furdity of the old Reading ? Are not the fanStiffd Beads 
often wore on the Arm, and in fome meafure adored by 
Popiih Queens ? Nay, when Armlets were ulually wore, 
they had often, over the Lock of them, Crofles or Images 
of Saints in Entaglios, or Cameios, which they adored: 
But I take the Allufion in this place to be chiefly to 
the fandtify'd Beads, as the Affinity in Figure between 
Tears and Beads often gives rife to Allufions of this fort in 
Poetry. 

Page 149, Line 4. 
That only ferves bis Will and Wantonnefs ; 
And lets tbeferious Part of Life run by 
As thin negleftea Sand. Wbitenefs of Name 
Tou muft be mine.] Mr. Theobald calls this Paflage fo 
pointed, Nonfenfe : For, fays he, what Lover ever call'd 
his Miftrefs Wbitenefs of Name ? He there! ore makes a 
Comma after Sand, and a full Stop after Name. So that 
the ferious Part of Life is Whitenejs of Name. And then 
he very unfortunatelyladds, " that, if he is miftaken in this, 
" he'll never venture again at underftanding any Writer's 

" Meaning.*' 
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" Meaning. 5 ' This is a ftrong Proof of what all Critics 
fhould be confcioUs of, that Pqftlivenefs and Agurance do' 
HOC belong to Verbal Criticifm. For poor Mr. ^Theobald was 
moft notorioufly roiftaken in this very Paffege, which was 
perfect good Scnfe in the old Pointing. The Relative Tatf 
mifledhim; he thought it related to Angelinas whereas** 
with infinite poetic Beauty, it relates to Whitenefs of Name: 
The Meaning of the Paffage beitog evidently this ^ 

* If you (hould yield, I fhould hate you ; for I am no' 
c Courtier that gives the Rein to all his wanton Appe~< 
? tites. No * Wbitenefs of Name*, i. e. the Chara&er and 
? Confcioufijefs of Chaftity and Innocence, you muft be 
< always mine ; which I fewrtd forfeit eternally, ft&uldt I 

* debauch my Miftrefs before Marriage, for 

* Why fhould Ifeek to cuckold my Delights? 
And widow alltb6fe Sweets I aim at in you ? 

The whole Speech is extremely fine. 

* 
. Thefe are all the material Obje&ions which have oo» 
curred againft Mr. "Theobald's Notes, and thefe, fuppofing 
them all true, are far from taking from him the Charaftc? 
of a Critic of the higheft Rank ; fince his Miftakes, com- 
PfUr'd to the Number of his juft Emendations, appear aa 
few as thofe of the mod eminent Critics which this Na- 
tion has produced, would, I believe, appear upon a Kk& 
Scrutiny. By this the Reader will fee that I do not exempt 
the late great Editors of Sbakefpear from numerous mif- 
takes ; but it is quite (hocking to fee the Adverfaries of 
the Survivor of them attacking him with fuch rancour, 
that they fecm to wifli to fee the Author of Julian and the 
Divine Legation depriv'd of his Pen ; and, like the Spar- 
tans exafperated againft Athens, would put out one of 
the Eyes of the Learned World. 
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